THE GHOST OF ART.

—

I ast a bachelor, residing in rather a dreary set of chambers in the Temple.
They are situated in a square comt of high houses, which would be a complete
well, but for the want of water and the absence of a bucket. Ilive at the top of the
house, among the tiles and sparrows. Like the little man in the nursery-story, I
live by myself, and all the bread and cheese I get—which is not much—I put upon
a shelf. I need scarcely add, perhaps, that T am in love, and that the father of my
charming Julia objects to our union.

1 mention these little particulars as T might deliver a letter of introduction.
The reader is now acquainted with me, and perhaps will condescend to listen to
my narrative.

1 am naturally of a dreamy turn of mind ; and my abundant leisure—for I am
called to the bar—coupled with much lonely listening to the twittering of sparrows,
and the pattering of rain, has encouraged that disposition. In my “top set” I
liear the wind howl, on a winter night, when the man on the ground floor believes
it is perfectly still weather, The dim lamps with which our Honourable Society
(supposed to be as yet unconscious of the new discovery called Gas) make the
horrors of the staircase visible, deepen the gloom which generally settles on my
soul when I go home at night.

T am in the Law, but not of it. T can't exactly make out what it means. T sit
in Westminster Hall sometimes (in character) from ten to four ; and when I go out
of Coutt, I don't know whether I am standing on my wig or my hoots.

It appears to me (I mention this in confidence) as if there were too much talk
and too much law—as if some grains of truth were started overboard into a tem-
pestuous sea of chaff.

All this may make me mystical. StilI, T am confident that what I am going to
describe myself as having seen and heard, I actually did see and hear.

It is necessary that I should observe that I have a great delight in pictures. I
am no painter myself, but I have studied pictures and written about them. 1 have
seen all the most famous pictures in the world ; my education and reading have
been sufficiently general to possess me beforehand with a knowledge of most of the
subjects to which a Painter is likely to have recourse ; and, although I might be in
some doubt as to the rightful fashion of the scabbard of King Lear’s sword, for
instance, I think I should know King Lear tolerably well, if I happened to meet
with him.

I go to all the Modern Exhibitions every season, and of course T revere the
Royal Academy. I stand by its forty Academical articles almost as firmly as 1
stand by the thirty-nine Articles of the Church of England. I am convinced
that in neither case could there be, by any rightful pessibility, one article more
or less,

It is now exactly three years—three years ago, this very month—since I went
from Westminster to the Temple, one Thursday afternoon, in a cheap steamboat.
The sky was black, when I imprudently walked on board. It began to thunder
and lighten immediately afterwards, and the rain poured down in torrents. The
deck seeming to smoke with the wet, I went below ; but so many passengers were
there, smoking too, that I came up again, and buttoning my pea-coat, and standing
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ix} t.ltxc shadow of the paddle-box, stood as upright as I could, and made the best
of it

1t was at this moment that I first beheld the terrible Being, who is the subject
of my present recollections.

Standing against the funnel, apparently with the intention of drying himself by
the heat as fast a5 he got wet, was a shabby man in threadbare black, and with his
hands in his pockets, who fascinated me from the memorable instant when I
caught his eye,

Where had I caught that eye before? Who was he? Why did T connect him,
:1‘11 at once, with the }"icar of Wakefield, Alfred the Great, Gil Blas, Charles the
.‘:)econd,_]ose_ph and his Brethren, the Fairy Queen, Tom Jones, the Decameron of
Boccaccio, Tam O'Shanter, the Marriage of the Doge of Venice with the Adriatic
and the Great Plague of London? Why, when he bent one leg, and placed one
hand upon the back of the seat near him, did my mind associate him wildly with
ghe words, ““Number one hundred and forty-two, Portrait of a gentleman ? Could
it be that T was going mad ? ;

1 looked at him again, and now I could have taken my affidavit that he belonged
to lhe.\"imr of Wakefield’s family. Whether he was the Vicar, or Moses, or Mr,
.Burchlll, or the Squire, or a conglomeration of all four, I knew not ; but I was
impelled to seize him by the throat, and charge him with being, in some fell way,
connected with the Primrose blood. He looked up at the rain, and then—ch
Heaven !—he became Saint John. He folded his arms, resigning himself to. the
weather, and I was frantically inclined to address him as the gpcctator, and firmly
demand to know what he had done with Sir Roger de Coverley.

The frightful suspicion that I was becoming deranged, returned upon me with
redoubled force. Meantime, this awful stranger, inexplicably linked to my distress,
stood drying himself at the funnel ; and ever, as the steam rose from his clothes,
diffusiner 2 mist around him, I saw through the ghostly medium all the people I
have mentioned, and a score more, sacred and profane,

_ Tam conscious of a dreadful inclination that stole upon me, as it thundered and

lightened, to grapple with this man, or demon, and plunge him over the side,
But, T constrained myself—I know not how—to speak to him, and in a pause of
the storm, T crossed the deck, and said : .

“*What are you?"

1le replied, hoarsely, *“ A Model.”

‘A what ?” said T.

“A Model,” he replied. ‘I sets to the profession for a bob a-hour.” (All
through this narrative I give his own words, which are indelibly imprinted on my
memory. )

The relief which this disclosure gave me, the exquisite delight of the restoration
of my confidence in my own sanity, I cannot describe, I should have fallen on his
m“.t:}(,jsut for the consciousness of being observed by the man at the wheel,

You then,” said T, shaking him so warmly by the hand, that I wrung the rain
out of his coat-cuff, *“are the gentleman whom I have so frequently contemplated,
ilel “(éti,?llectmu with a high-backed chair with a red cushion, and a table with twisted

g5,

:: Lam that Model,” he rejoined moodily, *“ and I wish I was anything else.”

Say not so0,” I returned. ‘I have scen you in the scciety of many beautiful
young women ;” as in tmth I had, and always (I now remember) in the act of
lm:lfirig the most of his legs.

No doubt,” said he. “ And you've seen me along with warses of flowers, and

nn)‘(‘nther of table-kivers, and antique cabinets, and warious gammon.”
Sir?" said 1,

H
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“ And warious gammon,” he repeated, in a louder voice. ‘¢ You might have
seen me in armour, too, if you had looked sharp. Blessed if I ha'n’t stood in half
Lhie suits of armour as ever came out of Pratt’s shop: and sat, for weeks together,
a eating nothing, out of half the gold and silver dishes as has ever been lent for the
purpose out of Storrses, and Mortimerses, or Garrardses, and Davenportseseses.”

Excited, as it appeared, by a sense of injury, I thought he would never have
found an end for the last word. But, at length it rolled sullenly away with the
thunder.

“ Pardon me,” said I, ““you are a well-favoured, well-made man, and yet—
forgive me—I find, on examining my mind, that I associate you with—that my
recollection indistinctly makes you, in short—excuse me—a kind of powerful
monster.”

“Tt would be a wonder if it didn't,” he said. *‘ Do you know what my points
are1”

*“No,” said L.

My throat and my legs,” said he. ““When I don’t set for a head, I mostly
sets for a throat and a pair of legs. Now, granted you was a painter, and was to
work at my throat for a week together, I suppose you'd see a lot of lumps and
bumps there, that would never be there at all, if you looked at me; complete,
instead of only my throat. Wouldn’t you?”

¢ Probably,” said I, surveying him.

“Why, it stands to reason,” said the Model. * Work another week at my legs,
and it'll be the same thing. You'll make 'em out as knotty and as knobby, at
last, as if they was the trunks of two old trees. Then, take and stick my legs and
throat on to another man's body, and you'll make a reg'lar monster, And that's
the way the public gets their reg’lar monsters, every first Monday in May, when
the Royal Academy Exhibition opens.”

¢ Yiou are a critic,” said I, with an air of deference,

“ I'm in an nuncommon ill humour, if that's it,” rejoined the Model, with great
indignation. * As if it warn't bad enough for a bob a-hour, for a man to be
mixing himself up with that there jolly old furniter that one 'ud think the publie
know’d the wery nails in by this time—or to be putting on greasy old ’ats and
cloaks, and playing tambourines in the Bay o’ Naples, with Wesuvius a smokin’
according to pattern in the background, and the wines a bearing wonderful in the
middle distance—or to be unpolitely kicking up his legs among a lot o’ gals, with
no reason whatever in his mind, but to show ‘em—as if this warn't bad enough,
I'm to go and be thrown out of employment too ! ?

¢ Surely no ! ”’ said I.

¢ Surely yes,” said the indignant Model. But I'LL GROW OXNE.”

The gloomy and threatening manner in which he muttered the last words, can
never be effaced from my remembrance, My blood ran cold.

I asked of myself, what was it that this desperate Being was resolved to grow.
My breast made no response.

I ventured to implore him to explain his meaning, With a scornful laugh, he
uttered this dark prophecy :

“I'LL GROW ONE. AND, MARK MY WORDS, IT SHALL HAUNT You 1"

We parted in the storm, after I had forced half-a-crown on his acceptance, with
a trembling hand. T conclude that something supernatural happened to the steam=
boat, as it bore his reeking figure down the river ; but it never got into the papers,

Tywo years elapsed, during which I followed my profession without any vicissi-
tudes ; never holding so much as a motion, of course, At the expiration of that
period, I found myself making my way home to the Temple, one night, in pre-
cisely such another storm of thunder and lightning as that by which I had been
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overtaken on board the steamboat—except that this storm, bursting over the town
at midnight, was rendered much more awful by the darkness and the hour.

As T turned into my court, 1 really thought a thunderbolt would fall, and plough
the pavement up.  Every brick and stone in the place seemed to have an echo of
its own for the thunder. The waterspouts were overcharged, and the rain came
tearing down from the house-tops as if they had been mountain-tops.

Mrs, Parkins, my laundress—wife of Parkins the porter, then newly dead of a
dropsy—had particular instructions to place 2 bedroom candle and a match under
the staircase lamp on my landing, in order that I might light my candle there,
whenever I came home. Mis. Parkins invariably disrégarding all instructions,
they were never there, Thus it happened that on this occasion I groped my way
into my sitting-room to find the candle, and came out to light it.

What were my emotions when, underneath the staircase lamp, shining with wet
as if he had never been dry since our last meeting, stood the mysterious Being
whom I had encountered on the steam-boat in a thunder-storm, two years before !
His prediction rushed upon my mind, and I turned faint.

T said 1'd do it,” he observed, in a hollow voice, ““and I have doneiit. May
I come in?"

¢ Misguided creature, what have you done?” I returned.

11l Iet you know,” was his reply, *“if youw'll let me in.”

Could it be murder that he had done? “And had he been so successful that he
wanted to do it again, at my expense ?

I hesitated.

“May I come in?" said he.

1 inclined my head, with as much presence of mind as I could command, and
he followed me into my chambers. There, T saw that the lower part of his face
was tied up, in what is commonly called a Belcher handkerchief. He slowly
removed this bandage, and exposed to view a long dark beard, curling over his
upper lip, twisting about the corners of his mouth, and hanging down upon his
breast,

% What is this?” T exclaimed involuntarily, *and what have you become?”

“T am the Ghost of Art ! ” said he.

The effect of these words, slowly uttered in the thunder-storm at midnight, was
appalling in the last degree. More dead than alive, I surveyed him in silence.

“The German taste came up,” said he, “and threw me out of hread. I am
ready for the taste now.” ! ¥

He made his beard a Tittle jagged with his hands, folded his arms, and said,

“Severity !

I shuddered. Tt was so severe.

He made his beard flowing on his breast, and, leaning both hands on the staff of
a carpet-broom which Mrs, Parkins had left among my books, said :

““Benevolence.”

I stood transfixed, The change of sentiment was entirely in the beard, The
man might have left his face alone, or had no face. The beard did everything.

He lay down, on his back, on my table, and with that action of his head threw
up his beard at the chin.

“That's death | ” said he.

He got off my table and, looking up at the ceiling, cocked his beard a little
awry ; at the same time making it stick out before himi,

¢ Adoration, or a vow of vengeance,” he observed.

He turned his profile to mie, making his upper lip very bulgy with the uppet
part of his beard.

" Romantic character,” said he,
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ITe looked sideways out of his beard, as il it were an ivy-bush. * Jealousy,”
said he. He gave it an ingenious twist in the air, and informed me that he was
carousing. He made it shaggy with his fingers—and it was Despair ; lank—and
it was avarice : tossed it all kinds of ways—and it was rage. The beard did
everything.

“T am the Ghost of Art,” said he. *“Two bob a-day now, and more when ils
longer! Hair’s the true expression. There is no other, I saip I'D GrOW 17,
AND I'VE GROWN IT, AND IT SHALL HAUNT You!"”

He may have tumbled down stairs in the dark, but he never walked down or
ran down. I looked over the banisters, and I was alone with the thunder.

Need I add more of my terrific fate ? It HAs haunted me ever since. It glares
upon me from the walls of the Royal Academy, (except when MACLISE subdues it
to his genius, ) it fills my soul with terror at the British Institution, it lures young
artists on to their destruction. Go where I will, the Ghost of Art, eternally
working the passions in hair, and expressing everything by beard, pursues me,
The prediction is accomplished, and the victim has no rest.

OUT OF TOWN,

—

SITTING, on a bright September morning, among my books and papers at my
open window on the cliff overhanging the sea-beach, I have the sky and ocean
framed before me like a beautiful picture. A beautiful picture, but with such
movement in it, such changes of light upon the sails of ships and wake of steam-
boats, such dazzling gleams of silver far out at sea, such fresh touches on the crisp
wave-tops as they break and roll towards me—a picture with such music in the
billowy rush upon the shingle, the blowing of moming wind through the comn-
sheaves where the farmers’ waggons are busy, the singing of the larks, and the
distant voices of children at play—such charms of sight and sound as all the
Galleries on earth can but poorly suggest.

So dreamy is the murmur of the sea below my window, that T may have been
here, for anything I know, one hundred years. Not that I have grown old, for,
daily on the neighbouring downs and grassy hill-sides, I find that I can still in
reason walk any distance, jump over anything, and climb up anywhere ; but, that
the sound of the ocean seems to have become so customary to my musings, and
other realities seem so to have gone a-board ship and floated away over the horizon,
that, for aught I will undertake to the contrary, I am the enchanted son of the
King my father, shut up in a tower on the sea-shore, for protection against an old
she-goblin who insisted on being my godmother, and who foresaw at the fonl—
wonderful creature !—that I should get into a scrape before I was twenty-one. I
remember to have been in a City (my Royal parent’s dominions, I suppose), and
apparently not long ago either, that was in the dreariest condition. The principal
inhabitants had all been changed into old newspapers, and in that form were pre-
serving their window-blinds from dust, and wrapping all their smaller household
gods in curl-papers. I walked through gloomy streets where every house was shut
up and newspapered, and where my solitary footsteps echoed on the deserted pave:
ments. In the public rides there were no carriages, no horses, no animated
existence, but a few sleepy policemen, and a few adventurous boys taking advan-
tage of the devastation to swarm up the lamp-posts. In the Westward streets
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there was no traffic ; in the Westward shops, no business. The water-patterns
which the Prentices had trickled out on the pavements early in the moming,
remained uneffaced by human feet. At the corners of mews, Cochin-China fowls
stalked gaunt and savage ; nobody being left in the deserted city (as it appeared to
me), to feed them. Public Houses, where splendid footmen swinging their legs
over gorgeous hammer-cloths beside wigged coachmen were wont to regale, were
silent, and the unusued pewter pots shone, too bright for business, on the shelves.
I beheld a Punch’s Show leaning against a wall near Park Lane, as if it had
fainted. It was deserted, and there were none to heed its desolation. In
Belgrave Square I met the last man—an ostler—sitting on a post in a ragged red
waistcoat, eating straw, and mildewing away.

If I recollect the name of the little town, on whose shore this sea is murmuring
—but T am not just now, as I have premised, to be relied upon for anything—it is
Pavilionstone. Within a quarter of a century, it was a little fishing town, and
they do say, that the time was, when it was a little smuggling town. I have
heard that it was rather famous in the hollands and brandy way, and that coevally
with that reputation the lamplighter's was considered a bad life at the Assurance
offices. Tt was observed that if he were not particular about lighting up, he lived
in peace ; but that, if he made the best of the oil-lamps in the steep and narrow
streets, he usually fell over the cliff at an early age. Now, gas and electricity run
to the very water’s edge, and the South Eastern Railway Company screech at us
in the dead of night.

But, the old little fishing and smuggling town remains, and is so tempting a
place for the latter purpose, that I think of going out some night next week, in a
fur cap and a pair of petticoat trousers, and running an empty tub, as a kind of
archological pursuit. Let nobody with corns come to Pavilionstone, for there
are breakneck flights of ragged steps, connecting the principal streets by back-
ways, which will cripple that visitor in half an hour. These are the ways by
which, when I run that tub, I shall escape. I shall make a Thermopyle of the
corner of one of them, defend it with my cutlass against the coast-guard until my
brave companions have sheered off, then dive into the darkness, and regain my
Susan's arms, In connection with these breakneck steps I observe some wooden
coltages, with tumble-down out-houses, and back-yards three feet square, adorned
with garlands of dried fish, in one of which (though the General Board of Health
might object) my Susan dwells.

The South-Eastern Company have brought Pavilionstone into such vogue, with
their tidal trains and splendid steam-packets, that a new Pavilionstone is rising up.
I am, myself, of New Pavilionstone. We are a little mortary and limey at present,
but we are getting on capitally, Indeed, we were getting on so fast, at one time,
that we rather overdid it, and built a street of shops, the business of which may be
expected to arrive in about ten years. We are sensibly laid out in general ; and
with a little care and pains (by no means wanting, so far), shall become a very
pretty place.  'We ought to be, for our situation is delightful, our air is delicions,
and our breezy hills and downs, carpeted with wild thyme, and decorated with *
millions of wild flowers, are, on the faith of a pedestrian, perfect. In New
Pavilionstone we are a little too much addicted to small windows with more bricks
in them than glass, and we are not over-fanciful in the way of decorative architec-
ture, and we get unexpected sea-views through cracks in the street doors; on the
whole, however, we are very snug and comfortable, and well accommodated. But
the Home Secretary (it there be such an officer) cannot too soon shut up the
burial-ground of the old parish church, It is in the midst of us, and Payilionstone
will get nio good of it, if it be too long left alone.

The lion of Pavilionstone is its Great Hotel. A dozen years ago, going over to
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Paris by South Eastern Tidal Steamer, you used to be dropped upon the platform
of the main line Pavilionstone Station (not a junction then), at eleven o’clock on a
dark winter's night, in a roaring wind ; and m the howling wilderness outside the
station, was a short omnibus which brought you up by the forchead the instant you
got in at the door ; and nobody cared about you, and you were alone in the world.
You bumped over infinite chafk, until you were turned out at a strange building
which had just left off being a barn without having quite begun to be a house,
where nobody expected your coming, or knew what to do with you when you were
come, and where you were usually blown about, until you happened to be blown
against the cold beef, and finally into bed. At five in the morning you were blown
out of bed, and after a dreary breakfast, with crumpled company, in the midst of
confusion, were hustled on board a steam-boat and lay wretched on deck until you
saw France lunging and surging at you with great vehemence over the bowsprit.

Now, you come down to Pavilionstone in a free and easy manner, an irre-

sponsible agent, made over in trust to the South Eastern Company, until you get
out of the railway-carriage at high-water mark. If you are crossing by the boat at
onee, you have nothing to do but walk on board and be happy there if you can—I
can’t, If you are going to our Great Pavilionstone Hotel, the sprightliest porters
under the sun, whose cheerful looks are a pleasant welcome, shoulder your luggage,
drive it off in vans, bowl it away in trucks, and enjoy themselves in playing athletic
games with it. If you are for public life at our great Pavilionstone Hotel, you
walk into that establishment as if it were your elub ; and find ready for you, your
news-room, dining-room, smoking-room, billiard-room, music-room, public break-
fast, public dinner twice a-day (one plain, one gorgeous), hot baths and cold baths.
If you want to be bored, there are plenty of bores always ready for you, and from
Saturday to Monday in particular, you can be bored (if you like it) through and
through. Should you want to be private at our Great Pavilionstone Hotel, say
but the word, look at the list of charges, choose your floor, name your figure—
there you are, established in your castle, by the day, week, month, or year,
innocent of all comers or goers, unless: you have my fancy for walking early in the
morming down the groves of boots and shoes, which so regularly flourish at all the
chamber-doors before breakfast, that it seems to me as if nobody ever got upor
took them in. Are you going across the Alps, and would you like to air your
Italian at our Great Pavilionstone Hotel? Talk to the Manager—always
conversational, accomplished, and polite. Do you want to be aided, abetted,
comforted, or advised, at our Great Pavilionstone Hotel? Send for the good
landlord, and he is your friend. Should you, or any one belonging to you, ever
be taken ill at our Great Pavilionstone Hotel you will not soon forget him or his
kind wife. And when you pay your bill at our Great Pavilionstone Hotel, you
will not be put out of humour by anything you find in it.

A thoroughly good inn, in the days of coaching and posting, was a noble place.
But no such inn would have been equal to the reception of four or five hundred
people, all of them wet through, and half of them dead sick, every day in the year.
This is where we shine, in our Pavilionstone Hotel. Again—who, coming and
going, pitching and tossing, boating and training, hurrying in, and flying out,
could ever have calculated the fees to be paid at an old-fashioned house? In otr
Pavilionstone Hotel vocabulary, there is no such word as fee. Everything is done
for you ; every service is provided at a fixed and reasonable charge ; all the prices
are hung up in all the rooms; and you can make out your own bill beforehand, as
well as the boolc-keeper.

In the case of your being a pictorial artist, desirous of studying at small expense
the physiognomies and beards of different nations, come, on receipt of this, to
Patilionstone. You shall find all the nations of the earth, and all the styles of
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shaving and not shaving, hair cutting and hair letting alone, for ever flowing
through our hotel. - Couriers you shall see by hundreds ; fat leathern bags for fives
franc pieces, closing with violentsnaps, like discharges of fire-arms, by thousands;
more luggage in a morning than, fifty years ago, all Europe saw in a week,
Looking at trains, steam-boats, sick travellers, and luggage, is our great Pavilion-
stone recreation. We are not strong in other public amusements. We have a
Literary and Scientific Institution, and we have a Working Men's Institution—may
it hold many gipsy holidays in summer fields, with the keitle boiling, the band of
music playing, and the people dancing ; and may I be on the hill-side, looking on
with pleasure at a wholesome sight too rare in England !—and we have two or
three churches, and more chapels than I have yet added up. Bat public amuse-
ments are scarce with us. If a poor theatrical manager comes with his company
to give us, in a loft, Mary Bax, or the Murder on the Sand Hills, we don’t care
much' for llnn}fstarve him out, in fact. We take more kindly to wax-work
especially if it moves; in which case it keeps much clearer of the second
commandment than when it is still. Cooke’s Circus (Mr. Cooke is my friend, and
always leaves a good name behind him) gives us only a night in passing thréugh.
Nor does the travelling menagerie think us worth a longer visit, Ithgave us a
look-in the other day, bringing with it the residentiary van with the stained glass
windows, which Ter Majesty kept ready-made at Windsor Castle, until she found
a suitable opportunity of submitting it for the proprietor's acceptance. I brought
away five wonderments from this exhibition. I have wondered ever since, Whether
the beasts ever do get used to those small places of confinement ; Whether the
monkeys have that very horrible flavour in their fiee state ; Whether wild animals
havea natural ear for time and tune, and therefore every four-footed creature began
to howl in despair when the band began to play ; What the giraffe does with his
n?ck when his cartis shut up ; and, Whether the elephant feels ashamed of himself
g c:ﬁgcltiii ]_115 brought out of his den to stand on his head in the presence of the whole
We are a tidal harbor at Pavilionstone, as indeed I have implied already in my
mention of tidal trains, At low water, we are a heap of mud, with an empty
channel in it where a couple of men in big boots always shovel and scoop : with
what exact object, T am unable to say. At that time, all the stranded fishino-boats
turn over on their sides, as if they were dead marine monsters'; the colliehrs and
other shipping stick disconsolate in the mud ; the steamers look as if their white
chimneys would never smoke more, and their red paddles never turn again; the
green sea-§1ime_ and weed upon the rough stones at the enlrance, seem ;ecor(’l': of
obsolete high tides never more to flow ; the flagstaff-halyards droop ; the very little
wooden lighthouse shrinks in the idle glave of the sun. And here I,nmy obserye of
the very little wooden lighthouse, that when it is lighted at night,—red and green,
—it looks so like a medical man’s, that several distracted husbands have at various,
times been found, on occasions of premature domestic anxiety, going round and
round it, trying to find the Nightbell. ;
But, the moment the tide begins to make, the Pavilionstone Harbor begins to
tevive. Tt feels the breeze of the rising water before the water comes, and begins
to flutter and stir. When the little shallow waves creep in, barely ovelzlapping%ne
another, the.vanes at the mastheads wake, and become agitafed. As the tide
tises, the fishing-boats get into good spirits and dance, the ﬂz?gstaf‘f hoists a bright
red flag, the steam-boat smokes, cranes creak, horses and carriages dangle in the
air, bstray passengers and luggage appear.  Now, the shipping is afloat, and comes
up buoyantly, to look at the wharf. Now, the carts that have come down for
¢coals, load away as hard as they can load, Now, the steamer smokes immensely,
and oceasionally blows at the paddle-boxes like a vaporcus v.=hale—qré:t'lg}
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disturbing nervous loungers. Now, both the tide and the breeze have risen, and
you are holding your hat on (if you want to see how the ladies hold #iesr hats on,
with a stay, passing over the broad brim and down the nose, come to Pavilionstone).
Now, everything in the harbor splashes, dashes, and bobs. Now, the Down
Tidal Train is telegraphed, and you know (without knowing how you know), that
two hutidred and eighty-seven people are coming. Now, the fishing-boats that have
been out, sail in at the top of the tide, Now, the bell goes, and the locomotive
hisses and shrieks, and the train comes gliding in, and the two hundred and eighty-
seven come scuffling out. Now, there is not only a tide of water, buta tide of
people, and a tide of luggage—all tumbling and flowing and bouncing about
together, Now, after infinite bustle, the steamer steams out, and we (on the Pier)
are all delighted when she rolls as if she would roll her funnel out, and are all
disappointed when she don't. Now, the other steamer is coming in, and the
Custom House prepares, and the wharf-labourers assemble, and the hawsers are
made ready, and the Hotel Porters come rattling down with van and truck, eager
to begin more Olympic games with more luggage. And this is the way in which
we go on, down at Pavilionstone, every tide.  And, if you want to live a life of
luggage, or to see it lived, or to breathe sweet air which will send you to sleep ata
moment's notice at any period of the day or night, or to disport yourself upon or in
the sea, or to scamper about Kent, or to come out of town for the enjoyment of all
or any of these pleasures, come to Pavilionstone.

OUT OF THE SEASON.

s i i

Tt fell to my lot, this last bleak Spring, to find myselfin a watering-place out of
the Season. A vicious north-east squall blew me into it from foreign parts, and I
tarried in it alone for three days, resolved to be exceedingly busy.

On the first day, I began business by looxing for two hours at the sea, and
staring the Foreign Militia out of countenance. Having disposed of these impor-
tant engagements, I sat down at one of the two windows of my room, intent on
doing something desperate in the way of literary composition, and writing a
chapter of unheard-of excellence—with which the present essay has no connexion,

It is a remarkable quality in a watering-place out of the season, that everything
in it, will and must be looked at. I had no previous suspicion of this fatal truth ;
but, the moment I sat down to write, I began to perceive it. I had scarcely fallen
into my most promising attitude, and dipped my pen in the ink, when I found the
clock upon the pier—a redfaced clock with a white rim—importuning me in a
highly vesatious manner to consult my watch, and see how I was off for Greenwich
time, Having no intention of making a voyage or taking an obseryation, I had
not the least need of Greenwich time, and could have put up with watering-place
time as a sufficiently accurate article. The pier-clock, however, persisting, I felt
it necessary to lay down my pen, compare my watch with him, and fall into a
grave solicitude about half-seconds. I had taken up my pen again, and was about
to commence that valuable chapter, when a Custom-house cutter under the window
requested that I would hold 2 naval review of her, immediately.

It was impossible, under the circumstances, for any mental resolution, merely
human, to dismiss the Custom-house cutter, because the shadow of her topmast fell
upon my paper, and the vane played on the masterly blank chapter, I was
therefore under the necessity of going to the other window ; sitting astride of the
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c]ha.u] there, like Napoleon bivouacking in the print ; and inspecting the cuiter as
she lay, all, O! that day, in the way of my chapter. She was rigged to carrya
ql}llalmlty of canvas, but her hull was so very small that four giantg aboard of her
LL ree inen zm'd‘a boy) who were vigilantly scraping at her, all together, inspired
ne ?f(;t 1 a terror ]e‘s‘t they s'}mu]d scrape her away. A fifth giant, who appeared to
;;):Eilherr Ih;msse]fI below ™ —as indeed he was, from the waist downwards—
e Lsnex[oi;'m :;gc wIC‘ste proximity with the little gusty chimney-pipe, that he seemed
s El1):15c> it, ; ‘_ei;eral boys loollced on from the wharf, and, when the gipantic
I ppeare tcf e fullx‘ oceupied, one or other of these would furtively swing
imself in mid-air over the Custom-house cutter, by means of a line pendant from
her rigging, like a young spirit of the storm. Presently, a sixth hand brought
down two little water-casks ; presently afterwards, a truck came, and delivered a
hamp_e.r. I was now under an obligation to consider that the cutter was going on
ahcrm.se, and to wonder where she was going, and when she was going, and why
she .}vas going, and at what date she might be expected back, and who commanded
her?  With these pressing questions I was fully occupied when the Packet, makin
re:%dy to go across, and blowing off her spare steam, roared, “ Look at me ! ¥
b ;}zitl.jan:; a posztlwe du'ty to look at the Packet preparing to go across; aboard
. il Ie people newly come down by the railroad were hurrying in a great
ister. The crew had got their tarry overalls on—and one knew what #4af meant
B::Egﬁdt?] mjnnonfthe white bngins, ranged in neat little piles of a dozen each,
S tae door o the after-cabin. One lady as I looked, one resigning and far-
eeing woman, took her basin from the store of crockery, as she might have taken
a reﬁ'esh}nent-txcket, laid herself down on deck with that utensil at her ear, muffled
h'c;r feel in one shawl, solemnly covered her countenance after the antique, manner
with another, and on the completion of these preparations appeared by the strength
t?f her volition to become insensible. The mail-bags (O that T myself had the
sea-legs of a mail-bag ! ) were tumbled aboard ; the Packet left off roaring warped
out, and made at the white line upon the bar.  One dip, one roll, one break of the
se:[i over her bows, and Moore's Almanack or the sage Raphael could not have
to’rll; me more of the state of things aboard, than I knew.
=, l}gr{alllnous'_claapter was all but begun now, and would have been quite begun,
ox g, _lt was blowing stiffly from the east, and it rumbled in the
iimney and shool the house. That was not much ; but, looking out into the
wind’s grey eye for inspiration, T laid down my pen again to make the remark to
myself, how emphatically everything by the sea declares that it has a great concern
in the state of the wind. The trees blown all one way ; the defences of the harbor
Teared highest and strongest against the raging point ; the shingle flung up on the
beach from the same direction ; the number of arrows pointed at the common
:!Inem_y; the sea tumbling in and rushing towards them as if it were inflamed by
ﬂ]e sight. This put it in my head that I really ought to go out and take a walk in
1e wind ; so, I gave up the magnificent chapter for that day, entirely persuadin
myself that T was under a moral abligation to have a blow. ; :
5 I had a good one, and that on the high road—the very high road—on the top of
a:]f(:ictl}ilﬂs, where I met the stage-coach with all the outsides holding their hats on
2 emselves too, and overtock a flock of sheep with the wool about their necks
rx:l\;l’lﬁll‘lth SPC]] great ruffs that they looked like fleecy owls. The wind played
1;1 I 1 lighthouse as if it were a great whistle, the spray was driven over the sea
?{?O“d of l-_mzﬁ, the ships rolled and pitched heavily, and at intervals long slants
?}:u kawa of light made mountain-steeps of communication between the ocean and
]j]?.s. hy A walk of ten miles brought me to a seaside town without a cliff, which,
’:f- the town I had come from, was out of the season too. Half of the houses
were shut up ; half of the other hall were tolet; the town might have done a§
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much business as it was doing then, if it had been at the bottom of the sea.
Nobody seemed to flourish save the attorney; his clerk’s pen was going in the
bow-window of his wooden house ; his brass door-plate alone was free from salt,
and had been polished up that morning. On the beach, among the rough luggers
and capstans, groups of storm-beaten boatmen, like a sort of marine monsters,
watched under the lee of those objects, or stood leaning forward against the wind,
looking out through battered spy-glasses. The parlor bell in the Admiral Benbow
had grown so fiat with being out of the season, that neither could I hear it ring
when I pulled the handle for lunch, nor could the young woman in black stockings
and strong shoes, who acted as waiter out of the season, until it had been tinkled
three times.

Admiral Benbow's cheese was out of the season, but-his home-made bread was
good, and his beer was perfect. Deluded by some eatlier spring day which had
Deen warm and sunny, the Admiral had cleared the firing out of his parlor stove,
and had put some flower-pots in—which was amiable and hopeful in the Admiral,
but not judicious ¢ the room being, at that present visiting, transcendantly cold.
1 therefore took the liberty of peeping out across a little stone passage into the
Admiral’s kitchen, and, seeing a high settle with its back towards me drawn out
in front of the Admiral’s kitchen fire, I strolled in, bread and cheese in hand,
munching and looking about.  One landsman and twoboatmen were seated on the
settle, smoking pipes and drinking beer out of thick pint crockery mugs—mugs
peculiar to such places, with parti-coloured rings round them, and ornaments
between the rings like frayed-out roots. The landsman was relating his experience,
as yet only three nights old, of a fearful running-down case in the Channel, and
therein presented to my imagination a sound.of music that it will not soon forget.

¢ At that identical moment of time,” said he (he was a prosy man by nature,
who rose with his subject), ** the night being light and calm, but with a grey mist
upon the water that didn’t seem to spread for more than two or three mile, I was
walking up and down the wooden causeway next the pier, off where it happened,
along with a friend of mine, which his name is Mr. Clocker. Mr. Clocker is a
grocer over yonder.” (From the direction in which he pointed the bowl of his
pipe, I might have judged Mr. Clocker to be a merman, established in the grocery
trade in five-and-twenty fathoms of water.) ™* We were smoking our pipes, and
walking up and down the causeway, talking of one thing and talking of another.
We were quite alone there, except that a few hovellers” (the Kentish name for
"long-shore boatmen like his companions) * were hanging about their lugs, waiting
while the tide made, as hovellers willL” (One of the two boatmen, thoughtfully
regarding me, shut up one eye ; this I understood to mean : first, that he took me
into the conversation: secondly, that he confirmed the proposition : thirdly, that
he announced himself as a hoveller.) “All of a sudden Mr, Clocker and me
stood rooted to the spot, by hearing a sound come through the stillness, right over
the sea, dike a great sorrowful flute or Aolian harp. We didn't in the least know
what it was, and judge of our surprise when we saw the hovellers, to,a man, leap
into the boats and tear about to hoist sail and get off, as if they had every one of
’em gone, in a moment, raving mad ! But #ey knew it was the cry of distress
from the sinking emigrant ship,”

When I got back to my watering-place out of the season, and had done wy
twenty miles in good style, I found that the celebrated Black Mesmerist intended
favouring the public that evening in the Hall of the Muses, which he had engaged
for the purpose.  After a good dinner, seated by the fire in an easy chair, I began
to waver in a desion T had formed of waiting on the Black Mesmerist, and to incline
towards the expediency of remaining where I was. Indeed a point of gallantry was
involved in my doing so, inasmuch as I had not left France alore, but had come
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from the prisons of St. Pélagie with my distinguished and unfortunate friend
Madame Roland (in two volumes which I bought for two francs each, at the book-
stall' in the Place de la Concorde, Paris, at the corner of the Rue Royale).
Deciding to pass the evening téte-a-téte with Madame Roland, I derived, as I
always do, great pleasure from that spiritual woman's society, and the charms of
her brave soul and engaging conversation, T must confess that if she had only
some more faults, only a few more passionare failings of any kind, I might love her
bf.-rtter; but T am content to believe that the deficiency is in me, and not in her,
We spent some sadly interesting hours together on this occasion, and she told me
again of her cruel discharge from the Abbaye, and of her being re-arrested before
her free feet had sprung lightly up half-a-dozen steps of her own staircase, and
carried off to the prison which she only left for the guillotine. =
Madame Roland and T took leave of one another before midnight, and T went to
bed full of vast intentions for next day, in connexion with the unparalleled chapter,
To heai 1111;3 fm('ingn nﬁil-stfmn@l's coming in at dawn of day, and te know that I
was not ‘aboard or obliged to get up, was ver { e e for
Ch;qj]mr - ety Iy get up, was very comfortable ; so, I rose for the
had advanced so farastosit down at my window again on my sec 'ni
and to write the first half-line of the chaptgr and striki it out, liyot ﬁi?r?g?tﬂl‘l:lllfg;
Iy conscience reproached me with not having surveyed the wnterinmplace’ out of
the season, after all, yesterday, but with having gonelstraight out of it at the rate
of four miles and a half an hour. Obviously the best amends that I conld make for
this remissness was to go and look at it without another moment’s delay. So—
altogether as a matter of duty—I gave up the magnificent chapter for another day.
and sauntered out with my hands in my pockets, @
All the houses and lodgings ever Iet to visitors, were to let that morning, It
seemed to have snowed bills with To Let upon them. This put me upon thinkin
whiat the owners of all those apartments did, out of the season ; how they emploveg
their fime, and occupied their minds. They could not be always going to the
Methodist chapels, of which I passed one every other minute, They must have
some other recreation. Whether they pretended to take one another’s lodgings
and opened one another’s tea-caddies in fun?  Whether they cut slices off their
own heef and mutton, and made believe that it belonged to somebody else ?
Whether they played little dramas of life, as children do, and said, **I ought tf;
come and look at your apartments, and you ought to ask two guineas a-week too
much, and then I ought to say I must have the rest of the day to think of it, and
then you ought to say that another lady and gentleman with no children in f&mily
had made an offer very close to your own terms, and you had passed your word to
give them a positive answer in half an hour, and indeed were just going to take the
bill down when you heard the knock, and then I ought to take them you know 2”
Twenty such speculations engaged my thoughts. Then, after passing, still clingit
to the walls, defaced rags of the hills A e s
ralls, ced rags of the hills of last year's Circus, I came to a back feld
near a tinber-yard where the Circus itself had been, and where there was yet a sort
of monkish tonsure on the grass, indicating the spot where the young lady had gone
round upon her pet steed Firefly in her daring flight. Turning into the jown again
I came among the shops, and they were emphatically out of the season “The
chemist had no boxes of ginger-beer powders, no beautifying sea-side soaps anld
washes, no attractive scents ; nothing but his great gogele-eved red bottles 1§ol-in
as if th:a winds of winter and the drift of the salt-sea had inflamned them. ']‘h%
grocers” hot pickles, Harvey's Sauce, Doctor Kitchener's Zest Anchovy Paste,
Dundee Marmalade, and the whole stock of lusurious helps to éppelite were hy-
i)ﬁmalt;ng somewhere under-ground. The china-shop had no trifles from ;llywher)c
he Bazaar had given in altogether, and presented a notice on the shutfers rhnlt
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{sie establishment would re-open at Whitsuntide, and that the proprictor in the
meantime might be heard of at Wild Lodge, East Cliff. At the Sea-bathing Esta-
blishment, a row of neat little wooden houses seven or cight feet high, I saw the
proprietor in bed in the shower-bath. As to the bathing-machines, they were (how
they got there, is not for me to say) at the top of a hill at least a mile and a half
off. 'The library, which I had never seen otherwise than wide open, was tight shut ;
and two peevish bald old gentlemen seemed to be hermetically sealed up inside,
eternally reading the paper. That wonderful mystery, the music-shop, carried it
off as usual (except that it had more cabinet pianos in stock), as if season or no
season were all one to it. It made the same prodigious display of bright brazen
wind-instruments, horribly twisted, worth, as I should conceive, some thousands
of pounds, and which it is utterly impossible that anybody in any season can ever
play or want to play. It had five tnangles in the window, six pairs of castanets,
and three harps ; likewise every polka with a coloured frontispiece that ever was
published ; from the original one where a smooth male and female Pole of high
rank are coming at the observer with their arms a-kimbo, to the Ratcatcher's
Daughter, Astonishing establishment, amazing enigma !  Three other shops were
pretty much out of the season, what they were used to be in it. First, the shop
where they sell the sailors’ watches, which had still the old collection of enormous
timekeepers, apparently designed to break a fall from the masthead : with places to
wind them up, like fire-plugs. Secondly, the shop where they sell the sailors’
clothing, which displayed the old sow'-westers, and the old oily suits, and the old
pea-jackets, and the old one cea-chest, with its handles like a pairof rope ear-rings.
Thirdly, the unchangeable shop for the sale of literature that has been left behind.
Here, Dr. Faustus was still going down to very red and yellow perdition, under the
superintendence of three green personages of a scaly humour, with excrescential
serpents growing out of their blade-bones. Here, the Golden Dreamer, and the
Norwood Fortune Teller, were still on sale at sixpence each, with instructions for
making the dumb cake, and reading destinies in tea-cups, and with a picture of a young
woman with a high waist lying on a sofa in an attitude so uncomfortable as almost
to account for her dreaming at one and the same time of a conflagration, a ship-
wreck, an earthquake, a skeleton, & church-vorch, lightning, funerals performed,
and a young man in a bright blue coat and canary pantaloons, Here, were Little
Warbiers and Fairburn's Comic Songsters. Here, too, were ballads on the old
ballad paper and in the old confusion of types ; with an old man in a cocked hat,
and an arm-chair, for the illustration to Will Watch the bold Smuggler ; and the
Friar of Orders Grey, represented by a little girl in a hoop, with a ship in the
distance. All these as of yore, when they were infinite delights to me !

It took me so long fully to relish these many enjoyments, that I had not more
than an hour before bedtime to devote to Madame Roland. We got on admirably
together on the subject of her convent education, and 1 rose next morning with
the full conviction that the day for the great chapter was at last arrived.

It had fallen calm, however, in the night, and as I sat at breakfast I blushed to
remember that T had not yet been on the Downs. 1 a walker, and not yet on the
Downs ! Really, on so quiet and bright a morning this must be set right. Asan
essential part of the Whole Duty of Man, therefore, I left the chapter to itself—for
the present—and went on the Downs. They were wonderfully green and beautiful,
and gave me a good deal to do. When I had done with the free air and the view,
I had to go down into the valley and look after the hops (which I know nothing
about), and to be equally solicitous as to the cherry orchards. Then I took it on
myself to cross-examine a tramping family in black (mother alleged, I have no
doubt by herself in person, to have died last week), and to accompany eighteen-
pence which produced a great effect, with moral admonitions which produced none
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:}t] :|11]t.er l;;t?jdll 5‘1’:3 I:Llwi*Lstlatc_ in t!lu;! afternoon before I got back to the unprecedented
apter, determined that it was ¢ 3

i t it was out of the scason, as the place was, and

E!'llc::iﬁiaihr::lgt}g\\:? lh‘t;hbe?eﬁldof Mrs. B. Wedgington at the Theatre, who nad

aca m with the admonition, * DON'T FORGET 1T !” ] :

he i \ Jo) ET IT ! I made

hgr:e:v:;(:gullmg to my calculation, four and ninepence to begin with, and it n:i':e

e e;mgupi in the cou:'?c of the evening, to half a sovereign " There \\:1{

4 nd any one,—the good Mr. Baines of Leeds t ‘

) ¢ . Baines 4 excepted. Mrs,

t\:'jilgn}rglg?. sang toa grand piano. Mr. B. Wedgington did t!u:I like a;{nr11]?)

\\'edgﬁwtn;: 'lcgnl.ttucke:l llllp his trousers, and danced in clogs ’\.hqter‘ B

gton, aged ten months, was nursed by a shivering youne person i :

boxes, and the eye of Mrs. B ,\\'edu‘ ";&" ],? g h.'“\'-”‘]:-; R e

e _f::_‘ <>;| W nnzll«:md that way more than once,

B Wedgng s [rom A. to Z, May they find themselves in
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I A not us iti i ;
) sed to writing for prin rorki
B o (o i (,lg print. What ‘working-man, thut never labours
s oo :_1‘(,] and : ml;lmaf ![ ime and Easter Time excepted) than twelve
5 aday, is? But I have been asked to put ¢ i
100 ¥ as ut dow ¥
Lmvc_- got to say ; and so I take pen-and-ink, and [ e s T
o%)mg dg(t;ects will find excuse.
was born, nigh London, but have worked i
¥ Y ave worke: shoy irmi
B . Mumf‘?ac:oriv ity orked in a shop at Birmingham (what you
L oty s L}a,_ ve (In) Shops), almost ever since I was out of my time
g enticeship at Deptfc nigh where I was and :
M ihntiee 11 t Deptford, nigh where I was born, and I am a smith
2 y f‘ e is John. T have been called *“Old John” ever since I was
iy ‘hg e;:ec nlge_, on uccln]uul of not having much hair. Iam ﬁf[): six _l,'m: ?}
ag sent time, and I don’t find myself wi s hiai Fogalt
at ! _ ys ith more ret with less
10151%:5n|fy, than at ninsteen year of age aforesaid. s MR
Al I?‘:l\c.!')cen married five and thirty year, come next April
i ools’ Day. Let them laugh that win, '
w a\:vaslsensrhlc a day to me as ever I had.
€ hay t 1t chi i
enginee:i: I:;ul :} m].:mer of ten children, six whereof are living. My eldest son is
. N lei talian slt.'n‘m-l‘n:'.ckct ‘ Mezzo Giorno, plying between \[-'u';cill 5
wurkn;qln : i’llnt calling at Genoa, Leghorn, and Civita Vecchia.” He ey Oc~{
o 5> > i - A ; d. s
i e zlu\'unul a2 many useful little things that brought him in—m.:li?ir?r(r
B B Ol;s;n)omg \\'Flil af .‘\]yclncy, New South Wales—single, when last heard
n O 7 sons (James) went wild and for a soldi | g i
e t my sons (] ; v nd for a soldier, where he was s}
which i)e"ﬁ,;Sh \\Ee}]\: in hospital with a musket-ball lodged in his sllutlltlcr-slrfildgl
i ote with his own hand. He was the best looking. O e
.I:T‘g ll;rs (Mary) is comfortable in her circumstances, but \\h-te o Olr g
S I oomfortal stances vater on the ches
e t;}rei(hlll]lrlorr},]h;l ]}_uhlmui run away from hcr,in the basest mm:c:h:l-:!ii
b ¢ children live wi s. The y pst, six 51 ;
for[mechnnics. ith us. The youngest, six year old, has a turn
am i d
. m::lnot a (}3}1_;1111.&!_, and I never was, I don't mean to say but what I see
'l!omilem 2 vhty pl.[l;]lalpomt‘s to complain of; still T don’t think that’s the way to ‘3::
I n%)l n e (‘ul lhiInk so, I should be a Chartist, But I don’t think so. 1lnL[
i hartist. ead tl o ar di i & s
5 read the paper, and hear discussion, at what u'c' call

do it to the best of my power,

i I was married on
won a good wife that day, and it
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and workmen who are

4 a parlor,” in Birmingham, and T know many good men
Chartists. Note. Not Physical force. 3
It won't be took as boastiul in me, if I make the remark (for I can't put down
what I have got to say, without putting that down before going any further), that
1 have always been of an ingenious turn, 1 once got twenty lnogml by a screw,
and it’s in use now. Ihave been twenty year, off and on, completing an Invention
and perfecting it. T perfected of it, last Christmas Eve at ten o'clock at night.
Me and my wife stood and let some tears fall over the Model, when it was done

and I brought her in to take a look at it. 3
A friend of mine, by the name of William Butcher, is a Chartist. Moderate.
He is a good speaker. He is very animated. I have often heard him deliver that
what is, at every turn, in the way of us working-men, is, that too many places
have been made, in the course of time, to provide for people that never ought to
have been provided for ; and that we have to obey forms and to pay feesto support
those places when we shouldn’t ought. *“True,” (delivers William Butcher), *“all
the public has to do this, but it fails heaviest on the working-man, because he has
Jeast to spare ; and likewise because impediments shouldn’t be put in his way,
when he wants redress of wrong or furtherance of right.” Note. I have wrote
down those words from William Butcher's own month. 'W. B. delivering them

fresh for the aforesaid purpose. e
Now, to my Model again. There it was, perfected of, on Clristmas Eve, gone
nigh a year, at ten o’clock at night. All the money I could spare I had laid out
upon the Model ; and when times was bad, or my daughter Charlotte’s children
sickly, or both, it had stood still, months at aspell. I had pulled 1t to pieces, and
made it over again with improvements, I don't know how often, There it stood,
at last, a perfected Model as aforesaid.
William Butcher and me had a long talk, Christmas Day, respecting of the
Model. William is very sensible. But sometimes cranky,  William said,
“What will you do with it, John?” T said, “Patent it.” William said,
“ How patent it, John?” T said, *By taking out a Patent.” William then

delivered that the law of Patent was a eruel wrong. William said, * John, if you
make your invention public, before you get a Patent, any one may rob you of the
ft stick, John. Either you must

fruits of your hard work, You are putin a clef
drive a bargain very much against yourself, by getting a party to come forward
beforehand with the great expenses of the Patent; or, you must be put about,
from post to pillar, among so many parties, trying to make a better bargain for
yourself, and showing your invention, that your invention will be took from you
over your head.” T said, * William Butcher, are you cranky? You are some-
times cranky.” William said, “ No, John, I tell you the truth ;” which he then
delivered more at length. I said to W. B. I would Patent the invention
tryself.
My wife's brother, George Bury of West B
o drinking, made away with everything, and se
aam Jail before happy release in every point of view),
he died, a legacy of one hundred and twenty-eight pound ten, Bank of England
Stocks, Me and my wife never broke into that money yeL. Note. We might
come to be old and past our work. We now agreed to Patent the invention. We
said we would make a hole in it—I mean in the aforesaid money—and Patent the
invention. William Butcher wrote me a letter to Thomas Joy, in London. T. J.
is a carpenter, six foot four in height, and plays quoits well. ~He lives in Chelsea,
London, by the church. I got leave from the shop, to be took on again when I
come back. I am a good workman, Not a Teetotaller ; but never drunk.
\When the Christmas holidays were over, T went up to London by the Parliamen-

romwich (his wife unfortunately took
venteen times committed to Birming-
left my wife, his sister, when
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tary Train, and hired a lodgi i
2 a lodging for a week w i i
“91};35 e sesﬁl g with Thomas Joy. He is married.
10mas liver
Pue"r::::zil’gy}n(lg;\[?ted (fron; a book he had) that the first step to be took, in
q T on, was to prepare a petiti 2 /ictori Vil
ate 5 , WS on unto Queen Vic %
krlli;'!:’r ]{13 delivered similar, and drawn it up, l\(%tc \\'iII{i(')\l;? {-\:l“m;ll
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the Hanaper,” seven pound, thirteen, 1 next paid “fees to the Deputy Clesk of
the Hanaper,” ten shillings. 1 next paid, to the Lord Chancellor again, one
pound, eleven, and six. Last of all, I paid *fees to the Deputy Sealer, and
Deputy Chaff-wax,” ten shillings and sixpence. 1 had lodgedat Thomas Joy's over
six weeks, and the unopposed Patent for my invention, for England only, had cost
me ninety-six pound, seven, and eightpence. 1f 1 had taken it out for the United
Kingdom, it would have cost me more than three hundred pound.

Now, teaching had not come up but very limited when I was young. So much
the worse for me you'll say. I say the same. William Butcher is twenty year
younger than me. He knows a hwidred year more. I1f William Butcher had
Wanted to Patent an invention, he might have been sharper than myself when
hustled backwards and forwards among all those offices, though I doubt if so
patient. Note. William being sometimes cranky, and consider porters, messen-
gers, and clerks.

Thereby I say nothing of my being tired of my life, while I was Patenting my
invention. But I put this: I it reasonable to make 2 man feel as if, in inventing
an ingenious improvement meant to do good, he had done something wrong ?
How else can a man feel, when he is met by such difficulties at every turn? All
inventors taking out a Patent MusT feel so. And look at the expense, How
hard on me, and how hard on the country if there’s any merit in me (and my
invention is took up now, I am thankful to say, and doing well), to put me to all
that expense before I can move a finger ! Make the addition yourself, and it'll
come to ninety-six pound, seven, and eightpence. No more, and no less,

What ean 1 say against William Butcher, about places? Look at the Home
Secretary, the Attorney-General, the Patent Office, the Engrossing Clerk, the
Y.0rd Chancellor, the Privy Seal, the Clerk of the Patents, the Lord.Chancellor’s
Purse-bearer, the Clerk of the Hanaper, the Deputy Clerk of the Hanaper, the
Deputy Sealer, and the deputy Chafl-wax. No man in England could get a
Patent for an Indian-rubber band, or an iron-hoop, without feeing all of them.
Qome of them, over and over again, 1 went through thirty-five stages, 1 began
with the Queen upon the Throne. I ended with the Deputy Chaff-wax. Note.
1 should like to see the Deputy Chaff-wax. Is it a man, or what isit?

What I had to tell, I have told. I have wrote it down. I hope it's plain.
Not so much in the handwriting (though nothing to boast of there), as in the sense
of it. I will now conclude with Thomas Joy. Thomas said to me, when we
parted, ““John, if the laws of this country were as honest as they ought to be, you
would have come to London—registered an exact description and drawing of your
invention—paid half-a-crown or so for doing of it—and therein and thereby have
got your Patent.”

My opinion is the same as Thomas Joy. Further. In William Butcher’s
delivering * that the whole gang of Hanapers and Chaff-waxes must be done away
with, and that England has been chaffed and waxed sufficient,”” I agree.

THE NOBLE SAVAGE.

e

I'urcome to the point at once, T beg to say that T have not the least belief in
the Noble Savage. I consider him a prodigious nuisance, and an enormous
superstition. His calling rum fire-water, and me a pale face, wholly fail to reconcile
me to him. T don’t care what he calls me. I call him a savage, and I call a savage
a something highly desirable to be civilised off the face of the carth, 1 thinka mnegre
gent (which I take to be the lowest form of civilisation) better than a howling
whistling, clucking, stamping, jumping, tearing savage. It is all one to me,
whether he sticks a fish-bone through his visage, or bits of trees through the lobes
of his ears, or bird's feathers in his head ; whether he flattens his hair between two
l;a:trds, or spreads his nose over the breadth of his face, or drags his lower lip
down by great weights, or Dlackens his teeth, or knocks them out, or paints one
c]}eek red and the other blue, or tattoos himself, or oils himself, or’rubfhis bod
with fr:t,_ or crimps it with knives. Vielding to whichsoever of these ag;‘eeablz;
lc:gcqe?(:n?nes, he is .rla_suvage—c?ruel, false, thievish, murderous ; addicted more or
cri‘fi 0“% ease, Cfltr:ll S, al}d I)egstly customs ; alwlld animal with the questionable
e boasting ; a conceited, tiresome, bloodthirsty, monotonous humbug.

et it is extraordinary to observe how some people will talk about him, as the
1lalk about the good old times ; how they will regret his disappeamnce’ in lh)::
course of this world’s development, from such and such lands where his absence is
a blessed relief and an indispensable preparation for the sowing of the very first
seeds of any influence that can exalt humanity ; how, even with the cvide.r{ce of
?;in?seif_hﬁfm'e them, they will either be determined to believe, or will suffer them-
1el]‘(:ié::) lfu [{)St:(w;l;-u]ed into believing, that he is something which their five senses
C;{ll'mm was Mr. Catlin, some few years ago, with his Ojibbeway Indians, Mr,
1hla.umI “;ilge?ln rf‘;:](i} getic e:;rnist man, .\\'110 had 1{\.'_ed amoug more tribes of Indiqus

on up here, and who had written a picturesque and glowin,

book about them. With his party of Indians squatting and spitting on the tahlg
before him, or dancing their miserable jigs after their own dreary manner, he
c_alled, in all good faith, upon his civilised audience to take notice of their
symmetry and grace, their perfect limbs, and the exquisite expression of their
1‘)\:}11‘1tonume; and his .civilised audience, in all good faith, complied‘;md admired
i {er?a.s’ as) m.el‘e :lljlzmals, they were wretched creatutes, very low in the sca.lé
and very pootly formed; and as men and women possessing any power of
tél]iiélhful dramatic_expression by means of action, they were no better}:han the
Lllin;swgn‘fe :;1:) 5&[:1]:11 Opera in England—and would have been worse if such a
_‘Mme are no new views of the noble savage. The greatest writers on natural
history found him out long ago. BuFroN knew what “he was, and showed w}?
he is the sulky tyrant that he is to his women, and how it ha:ppens (Heaven by
praised 1) that his race is spare in numbers, For evidence of the uality of ] S
mvura.l nature, pass himself for a moment and refer to his ““faithful dgrr.l” yHa_s l?::
z\-]elr xfuproved a dog, or attached a dog, since his nobility first ran wi?d in woods
and was brought down (at a very long shot) by Port ? Or does the animal {l ;
is the friend of man, alyays degenergte in his low society? 3 b
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It is not the misetable nature of the noble savage that is the new thing ; it is the
whimpering over him with maudlin admiration, and the affecting to regret him,
and the drawing of any comparison of advantage between the blemishes of
civilisation and the tenor of his swinish life. There may have been a change now
and then in those diseased absurdities, but there is none in him.

Think of the Bushmen, Think of the two men and the two women who have
been exhibited about England for some years. Are the majority of persons—who
remember the horrid little leader of that party in his festering bundle of hides,
with his filth and his antipathy to water, and his straddled legs, and his odious
eyes shaded by his brutal hand, and his ery of *“Qu-u-u-u-aaa!” (Bosjesman for
something desperately insulting I have no doubt)—conscious of an affectionate
yearning towards that noble savage, or is it idiosyncratic in me to ablior, defest,
abominate, and abjure him? I have no reserve on this subject, and will frankly
state that, setting aside that stage of the entertainment when he counterfeited the
death of some creature he had shot, by laying his head on his hand and shaking his
left lep—at which time I think it would have been justifiable homicide to slay him
—1 have never seen that group sleeping, smoking, and expectorating round their
brazier, but T have sincerely desired that something might happen to the chareoal
smouldering therein, which would cause the immediate suffocation of the whole of
the noble strangers.

There is at present a patty of Zulu Kaffirs exhibiting at the St. George's Gallery,
Hyde Park Corner, London. These noble savages are represented in a most
agreeable manner; they are seen in an elegant theatre, fitted with appropriate
scenery of great beauty, and they are described in a very sensible and un-
pretending lecture, delivered with a modesty which is quite a pattern to all similar
exponents, Though extremely ugly, they are much better shaped than such of
their predecessors as I have referred to; and they are rather picturesque to the
eye, though far from odoriferous to the nose. What a visitor left to his own
interpretings and imaginings might suppose these noblemen to he about, when they
give vent to that pantomimic expression which is quite seltled to be the natural
gift of the noble savage, I cannot possibly conceive; for it is so much too
Tuminous for my personal civilisation that it conveys no idea to my mind beyond a
general stamping, ramping, and raving, remarkable (as everything in savage life is)
for its dire uniformity. But let us—with the interpreter’s assistance, of which I
for one stand so much in need—see what the noble savage does in Zulu Kaffirland,

The noble savage sets a king to reign over him, to whom he submits his life and
limbs without a murmur or question, and whose whole life is passed chin deep in
alake of blood; but who, after killing incessantly, is in his turn killed by his relations
and friends, the moment a gray hair appears on his head. All the noble savage's
wars with his fellow-savages (and he takes no pleasure in anything else) are wars of
extermination—which is the best thing 1 know of him, and the most comfortable to
my mind when I look at him. He has no moral feelings of any kind, sort,
or description ; and his *“mission” may be summed up as simply diabolical,

The ceremonies with which he faintly diversifies his life are, of course, of a
kindred nature. 1f he wants a wife he appears before the kennel of the gentleman
whom he has selected for his father-in-law, attended by a party of male friends of
a very strong flavour, who screech and whistle and stamp an offer of so many cows
for the young lady’s hand. The chosen father-in-law—also supported by a high-
flavoured party of male friends—screeches, whistles, and yells (being seated on the
ground, he can’t stamp) that there never was such a daughter in the market as his
daughter, and that he must have six more cows. The son-in-law and his select
circle of backers, screech, whistle, stamp, and yell in reply, that they will give
three more cows. The father-in-law (an old delnder, overpaid at the beginning])
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accepls four, and rises to bind the bargain. The whole party, the young lady
included, then falling into epileptic convulsions, and screeching, whistling,
stamping, and yelling together—and nobady taking any notice of the young lady
(whose charms are not to be thonght of without a shudder)—the noble savage is
considered married, and his friends make demoniacal leaps at him by way of
congratulation.

When the noble savage finds himself a little unwell, and mentions the circum-
stance to his friends, it is immediately perceived that he is under the influence of
witcheraft. A learned personage, called an Imyanger or Witch Doctor, is imme-
diately sent for to Nooker the Umtargartie, or smell out the witch. The male
inhabitants of the kraal being seated on the ground, the learned doctor, got up
like a grizzly bear, appears, and administers a dance of a most terrific nature,
during the exhibition of which remedy he incessantly gnashes his teeth, and
howls :—*1 am the original physician to Nooker the Umtargartie. Yow yow
yow! No connexion with any other establishment. Till till till! All other
Umtargarties are feigned Umtargarties, Boroo Boroo ! but I perceive here a
genuine and real Umtargartie, Hoosh Hoosh Hoosh! in whose bload I, the
original Imyanger and Nookerer, Blizzerum Boo ! will wash these bear’s claws of
mine. O yow yow yow !” All this time the learned physician is looking out
among the a‘ttcntive faces for some unfortunate man who owes him a cow, or who
has given him any small offence, or against whom, without offence, he has con-
ceived a spite.  Him he never fails to Nooker as the Umtargartie, and he is
instantly killed. In the absence of such an individual, the usual practice is to
Nooker the quictest and most gentlemanly person in company.  But the nookering
is invariably followed on the spot by the butchering. E

some of the noble savages in whom Mr. Catlin was so strongly interested, and
the diminution of whose numbers, by rum and small-pox, greatly affected him,
hiad a custom not unlike this, though much more appalling and disgusting in its
odious details. :

The women being at work in the fields, hoeing the Indian corn, and the noble
savage being asleep in the shade, the chief has sometimes the condescension to
come forth, and lighten the labor by looking at it. On these occasions, he seats
himself in his own savage chair, and is attended by his shield-bearer : who holds
over his head a shield of cowhide—in shape like an immense mussel shell—fear-
fully and wonderfully, after the manner of a theatrical supernumerary. But lest
the great man should forget his greatness in the contemplation of the humble works
of agriculture, there suddenly rushes in a poet, retained for the purpose, called a
Praiser. This literary gentleman wears a leopard’s head over his own, and a
dress of tigers' tails ; he has the appearance of having come express on his hind
legs from the Zoological Gardens; and he incontinently strikes up the chief’s
praises, plunging and tearing all the while, There is a frantic wickedness in this
brute’s manner of worrying the air, and gnashing out, ‘° O what a delightful chief
he is! O what a delicious quantity of blood he sheds! O how majestically he
laps it up! O how charmingly cruel he is! O how he tears the flesh of his
enemies and crunches the bones! O how like the tiger and the leopard and the
wolf and the bear he is ! O, row row row row, how fond I am of him 1* which
might tempt the Society of Friends to charge ata hand-gallop into the Swartz-Kop
location and exterminate the whole kraal,

When war is afoot among the noble savages—which is always—the chief holds
a council to ascertain whether it is the opinion of his brothers and friends in
general that the enemy shall be exterminated. On this occasion, after the per-
formance of an Umsebeuwsa, or war song,—which is exactly like all the other
songs, —the chief makes a speeck: to his Drothers and friends, arranged in single
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file. No particular order is observed during the delivery of this address, but every
gentleman who finds himself excited by the subject, instead of crying * Hear,
hear ! ” as is the custom with us, darts from the rank and tramples out the life, or
crushes the skull, or mashes the face, or scoops out the eyes, or breaks the limbs,
or performs a whirlwind of atrociligs on the body, of an imaginary enemy.
Several gentlemen becoming thus excited at once, and pounding away without the
least regard to the orator, that illustrious person is rather in the position of an
orator in an Irish House of Commons. But, several of these scenes of savage life
bear a strong generic resemblance to an Irish election, and I think would be
extremely well received and understood at Cork.

In all these ceremonies the noble savage holds forth to the utmost possible
extent about himself ; from which (to turn him to some civilised account) we may
learn, I think, that as egotism is one of the most offensive and contemptible
littlenesses a civilised man can exhibit, so it is really incompatible with the
interchange of ideas ; inasmuch as if we all talked about ourselves we should soon
have no listeners, and must be all yelling and screeching at once on our own
separate accounts : making society hideous. It is my opinion that if we retained
in us anything of the noble savage, we could not get rid of it too soon. But the
fact is clearly otherwise. Upon the wife and dowry question, substituting coin
for cows, we have assuredly nothing of the Zulu Kaffir left. The endurance of
despotism is one great distmguishing mark of a savage always. The improving
world has quite got the better of that too. In like manner, Parisis a civilised
city, and the Théatre Francais a highly civilised theatre ; and we shall never hear,
and never have heard in these later days (of course) of the Praiser #kere.  No, no,
civilised poets have better work to do. As to Nookering Umtargarties, there are
no pretented Umtargarties in Europe, and no European powers to Nooker them ;
that would be mere spydom, subornation, small malice, superstition, and false
pretence. And as to private Umtargarties, are we not in the year eighteen
hundred and fifty-three, with spirits rapping at our doors ?

To conclude as I began, My position is, that if we have anything to learn from
the Noble Savage, it is what to avoid. His virtues are a fable ; his happiness is a
delusion ; his nobility, nonsense. 'We have no greater justification for being cruel
to the miserable object, than for being cruel to a WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE or an
Isaac NEWTON ; but he passes away before an immeasurably better and higher
power than ever ran wild in any earthly woods, and the world will be all the
better when his place knows him no more,

A FLIGHT.

—

WiEN Don Diego de—1 forget his name—the inventor of the last new Flying
Machines, price so many francs for ladies, so many more for gentlemen—when
Don Diego, by permission of Deputy Chaff Wax and his noble band, shall have
taken out a Patent for the Queen’s dominions, and shall have opened a commodious
Warehouse in an airy sitnation ; and when all persons of any gentility will keep
at least a pair of wings, and be seen skimming about in every direction ; I shall
take a flight to Paris (as I soar round the world) in a cheap and independent
manner. At present, my reliance is on the South Eastern Railway Company, in
whose Express Train here I sit, at eight of the clock on a very hot morning, under
the very hot roof of the Terminus at London Bridge, in danger of being * forced”
like a ‘cucumber or a melon, or a pine-apple—And talking of pine-apples, I
suppose there never were so many pine-apples in a Train as there appear to be in
this Train.

Whew ! The hot-house air is faint with pine-apples. Every French citizen or
citizeness is carrying pine-apples home. The compact little Enchantress in the
corner of my carriage (French actress, to whom I yielded up my heart under the
auspices of that brave child, ** MEAT-CHELL,” at the St. James’s Theatre the
night before last) has a pine-apple in her lap. Compact Enchantress’s friend,
confidante, mother, mystery, Heaven knows what, has two pine-apples in her lap,
and a bundle of them under the seat. Tobacco-smoky Frenchman in Algerine
wrapper, with peaked hoo behind, who might be Abd-el-Kader dyed rifle-green,
and who seems to be dressed entirely in dirt and braid, carries pine-apples in a
covered basket, Tall, grave, melancholy Frenchman, with black Vandyke
beard, and hair close-cropped, with expansive chest to waistcoat, and compressive
Waist to coat : saturnine as to his pantaloons, calm as to his feminine boots,
precious as to his jewellery, smooth and white as to his linen : dark-eyed, high-
foreheaded, hawk-nosed—got up, one thinks, like Lucifer or Mephistopheles, or
Zamiel, transformed into a highly genteel Parisian—has the green end of a pine-
apple sticking out of his neat valise,

Whew! If I were to be kept here long, under this forcing-frame, T wonder
what would become of me—whether I should be forced into a giant, or should
sprout or blow into some other phenomenon ! Compact Enchantress is not ruffed
by the heat—she is always composed, always compact. O look at her little
ribbons, frills, and edges, at her shawl, at her gloves, at her hair, at her bracelets,
at her bonnet, at everything about her! How is it accomplished ! What does
she do to be so neat ? "How is it that every trifle she wears belongs to her, and
cannot choose but be a part of her? And even Mystery, look at Ao/ A model,
Mysteryis not young, not pretty, though still of an average candle-light passability ;
but she does such miracles in her own behalf, that, one of these days, when she
dies, they'll be amazed to find an old woman in her bed, distantly like her, She
was an actress once, I shouldn’t wonder, and had a Mystery attendant on herself.
Perhaps, Compact Enchantress will live to bea Mystery, and to wait with a shawl
at the side-scenes, and to sit opposite to Mademoiselle in railway carriages, and
smile and talk subserviently, as Mystery does now. That's hard to believe !

Two Englishmen, and now our carriage is full. First Englishman, in the
monied interest—flushed, highly respectable—Stock Exchange, perhaps—City,
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certainly. Faculties of second Englishman entively absorbed in hurry. Plunges
into the carriage, blind. Calls out of window conceming his luggage, deaf.
Suffocates himself under pillows of great coals, for no reason, and in a demented
manner, Will receive no assurance from any porter whatsoever, Is stout and hot,
and wipes his head, and makes himself hotter by breathing so h:u'(']. Is totall,);‘
incredulous respecting assurance of Collected Guard, that *“there’s no hurry.
No hurry! * And 2 flight to Paris in eleven hours ! ’

1t is all one to me in this drowsy corner, hurry or no hurry. Until Don Diego
shall send home my wings, my flight is with the South Eastern Company. T can
fly with the South Eastern, more lazily, at all events, than in the upper air. T have
but to sit here thinking as idly as I please, and be whisked away. I am not
accountable to anybody for the idleness of my thoughts in such an idle summer
flight ; my flight is provided for by the South Eastern and is no business of mine.

The bell ! With all my heart. It does not require 7z to do so much as even
to flap my wings. Something snorts for me, something shrieks for me, something
proglaims to everything else that it had better keep out of my way,—and away I go.

Ah! The fresh air is pleasant after the forcing-frame, though it does blow over
these interminable streets, and scatter the smoke of this vast wilderness of chimneys.
Here we are—no, I mean there we were, for it has darted far into the rear—in
Jermondsey where the tanners live, . Flash! The distant shipping in the Thames
is gone. Whirr! The little streets of new brick and red tile, with here and there
a flapstaff growing like a tall weed out of the scarlet beans, and, everywhere, plenty
of open sewer and ditch for the promotion of the public health, have been fired oft
in a volley. Whizz! Dust-heaps, market-gardens, and waste grounds. Rattle !
New Cross Station. Shock ! There we were at Croydon. Bur-r-r-r! The tunnel.

I wonder why it i that when T shut my eyes in a tunnel I begin to feel as if I
were going at an Express pace the other way. Tam clearly going back to London
now. Compact Enchantress must have forgotten something, and reversed the
engine, No! After long darkness, pale fitful streaks of light appear. I am still
flying on for Folkestone. ~The streaks grow stronger—become continuous—be€ome
the ghost of day—become the living day—became I mean—the tunnel is miles and
miles away, and here I fly through sunlight, all among the harvest and the Kentish
hops.

%here is a dreamy pleasure in this flying. -~ I wonder where it was, and when it
was, that we exploded, blew into space somchow, a Parliamentary Train, wztlh a
crowd of heads and faces looking at us out of cages, and some hats waving.
Monied Interest says it was at Reigate Station, Expounds to R‘Iysteryhow‘l{e;gate
Station is so many miles from Lendon, which Mystery again develops to Compact
Enchantress. There might be neither a Reigate nor a London for me, as 1 fly
away among the Kentish hops and harvest. What do Jcare? )

Bang! We have let another Station off, and fly away regardless. - Everything
is flying.  The hop-gardens turn gracefully towards me, presenting regular avenues
of hops in rapid flight, then whirl away. So do the pools and rushes, haystacks,
sheep, cloverm full bloom delicious to the sight and smell, com-sheaves, cherry-
orchards, apple-orchards, reapers, gleaners, hedges, gates, fields that taper off into
little angular corners, cotlages, gardens, now and-then a church. Bang, bang! A
double-barrelled Station ! Now a wood, now a bridge, now a landscape, now a
cutting, nowa—— Bang! a single-barrelled Station—there was a cricket-match
somewhere with two white tents, and then four flying cows, then turnips—now the
wires of the electric telegraph are all alive, and spin, and blurr their edges, and go
up and down, and make the intervals between engh other most irregular ¢
contracting and expanding in the strangest manner. Now we slacken. With a
serewing; ‘and a grinding, and a smell of water thrown on ashes, now we stop !
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Demented Traveller, who has been for two or three minutes watchful, clutches
his great coats, plunges at the door, rattles it, cries *“Hi!” eager to embark on
board of impossible packets, far inland, Collected Guard appears. *“ Are you for
Tunbridge, sir?” “Tunbridge? No. Paris.” ‘Plenty of time, sir. No hurry.
Five minutes here, sir, for refreshment.” Tam so blest (anticipating Zamiel, by
half a second) as to procure a glass of water for Compact Enchantress.

Who would suppose we had been flying at such a rate, and shall take wing
again directly? Refreshment-room full, platform full, porter with watering-pot
deliberately cooling a hot wheel, another porter with equal deliberation helping
the rest of the wheels bountifully to ice cream. Monied Interest and I re-entering
the carriage first, and being there alone, he intimates to me that the French are
“no go” as a Nation. I ask why? He says, that Reign of Terror of theirs was
quite enough. I ventured to inquire whether he remembers anything that preceded
said Reign of Terror? He says not particularly. ““Because,” I remark, “the
harvest that is reaped, has sometimes been sown.” Monied Interest repeats, as
quite enongh for him, that the French are revolutionary,—*‘and always at it,”

Bell. Compact Enchantress, helped in by Zamiel, (whom the stars confound !)
gives us her charming little side-box look, and smites me to the core. Mystery
cating sponge-cake. Pine-apple atmosphere faintly tinged with suspicions of
sherry. Demented Traveller flits past the carriage, looking for it, Ts blind with
agitation, and can't see it. Seems singled out by Destiny to be the only unhappy
creature in the flight, who has any cause to hurry himself, Is neatly left behind,
Ts seized by Collected Guard after the Train is in motion, and bundled in, Still,
has lingering suspicions that there must be a boat in the neighbourhood, and wf/
look wildly out of window for it,

Flight resumed. Comn-sheayes, hop-gardens, reapers, gleaners, apple-orchards,
cherry-orchards, Stations single and double-barrelled, Ashford. Compact En-
chantress (constantly talking to Mystery, in an exquisite manner) gives a little
scream ; a sound that seems to come from high up in her precious little head ; from
behind her bright little eyelrows. * Great Heaven, my pine-apple! My Angel |
Itislost!” Mystery is desolated. A search made, Itismnot lost. Zamiel finds
it, I curse him (flying) in the Persian manner. May his face be turned upside
down, and jackasses sit upon his uncle’s grave |

Now fresher air, now glimpses of unenclosed Down-land with flapping crows
flying over it whom we soon outfly, now the Sea, now Folkestone at a quarter
after ten. ‘“ Tickets ready, gentlemen!” Demented dashes at the door, “ For
Paris, sir ?” No hurry.

Not the least. We are dropped slowly down to the Port, and sidle to and fro
(the whole Train) before the insensible Royal George Hotel, for some ten minutes,
The Royal George takes no more heed of us than its namesake under water at
Spithead, or under earth at Windsor, does, The Royal George's dog lies winking
and blinking at us, without taking the trouble to sit up; and the Royal George's
**wedding party ” at the open window (who seem, I must say, rather fired of bliss)
don’t bestow a solitary glance upon us, flying thus to Paris in eleven hours, The
first gentleman in Folkestone is evidently used up, on this subject.

Meanwhile, Demented chafes. Conceives that every man’s hand is against him,
and exerting itself to prevent his getting to Paris, Refuses consolation. Rattles
door. Sees smoke on the horizon, and “‘knows 7 it’s the boat gone without him,
Monied Interest resentfully explains that 4 is going to Paris too. Deniented
signifies that if Monied Interest chooses to be left behind, Ze don’t,

* Refreshments in the Waiting-Room, ladies and gentlemen, No hurry, ladies
and gentlemen, for Paris, No hurry whatever | ”

Twenty minutes’ pause, by Folkestone ¢lock, for looking at Enchantress while
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she eats a sandwich, and at Mystery while she cats of everything there that is
ealable, from pork-pie, sausage, jam, and gooseberries, to lumps of sugar. All
this time, there is a very waterfall of luggage, with a spray of dust, tumbling slant-
wise from the pier into the steamboat. All this time, Demented (who has no
business with it) watches it with starting eyes, fiercely requiring to be shown /Zis
lugeage, When it at last concludes the cataract, he rushes hotly to refresh—is
shouted after, pursued, jostled, brought back, pitched into the departing steamer
upside down, and canght by mariners disgracefully. ]

A lovely harvest day, a cloudless sky, a tranquil sea. The piston-rods of the
engines so regularly coming up from below, to loak (as well they may) at the bright
weather, and so regularly almost knocking their iron heads against the cross beam
of the skylight, and never doing it ! Another Parisian actress is on board, attended
by another Mystery. Compact Enchantress greets her sister artist—Oh, the
Compact One’s pretty teeth !—and Mystery greets Mystery. Ay Mystery soon
ceases 1o be conversational—is taken poorly, in a word, having lunched too
miscellaneously—and goes below. The remaining Mystery then smiles upon the
sister artists (who, 1 am afraid, wouldn’t greatly mind stabbing each other), and is
upon the whole ravished. ;

And now I find that all the French people on board begin to grow, and all the
English people to shrink. The French are nearing home, and shaking off a dis-
advantage, whereas we are shaking it on. Zamiel is the same man, and Abd-el-
Kader is the same maan, but each seems to come into possession of an indescribable
confidence that departs from us—from Monied Interest, for instance, and from me.
Just what they gain, we lose. Certain British “ Gents” about the steersman,
intellectually nurtured at home on parody of everything and truth of nothing,
become subdued, and in a manner forlorn ; and when the steersman tells them
(not exultingly) how he has ** been upon this station now eight year, and never see
the old town of Bullum yet,” one of them, with an imbecile reliance on a reed,
asks him what he considers to be the best hotel in Paris?

Now, I tread upon French ground, and am greeted by the three charming
words, Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, painted up (in letters a little too thin for
their height) on the Custom-house wall—also by the sight of large cocked hats,
vithout which demonstrative head-gear nothing of a public nature can be done
upon this soil. All the rabid Hotel population of Boulogne howl and shriek
outside a distant barrier, frantic to get at us. Demented, by some unlucky means
peculiar to himself, is delivered over to their fury, and is presently seen struggling
in a whirlpool of Touters—is somehow understood to be going to Paris—is, with
infinite noise, rescued by two cocked hats, and brought into Custom-house bondage
with the rest of us.

Here, I resign the active duties of life to an eager being, of preternatural sharp-
ness, with a shelving forehead and a shabby snuff-coloved coat, who (from the
wharf) brought me down with his eye before the boat came into port. He darls
upon my luggage, on the floor where all the luggage is strewn like a wreck at the
bottom of the great deep; gets it proclaimed and weighed as the propeity of
“ Monsieur a traveller unknown ;" pays certain francs for it, to a certain funcs
tionary behind a Pigeon Hole, like a pay-box at a Theatre (the arrangements in
general are on a wholesale scale, half military and half theatrical) ; and I suppose
1 shall find it when I come to Paris—he says I shall. I know nothing about it,
except that I pay him his small fee, and pocket the ticket he gives me, and sit
upon a counter, involved in the general distraction,

Railway station. ““Lunch or dinner, ladies and gentlemen. Plenty of time
for Paris. Plenty of time!” Large hall, long counter, long strips of dining-
table, bottles of wine, plates of meat, roast chickens, little loaves of bread, basins
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of soup, little caraffes of brandy, cakes, and fiuit, Comfortably restored from
these resources, I begin to fly again

I saw Zamiel (before I took wing) presented to Compact Enchantress and
Sister Artist, by an officer in uniform, with a waist like a wasp’s, and pantaloons
like two balloons. They all got into the next carriage together, accompanied by
the two Mysteries, They laughed. I am alone in the carriage (for I don't
consider Demented anybody) and alone in the world.

Fields, windmills, low grounds, pollard-trees, windmills, fields, fortifications,
Abbeville, soldiering and drumming, I wonder where England is, and when I
was there last—about two years ago, I should say. Flying in and out among these
trenches and batteries, skimming the clattering drawbridges, looking down into
the stagnant ditches, I become a prisoner of state, escaping. I am confined with
a comrade in a fortress. Our room is in an upper story. We have tried to get
up the chimney, but there’s an iron grating across it, imbedded in the masonry.
After months of labour, we have worked the grating loose with the poker, and can
lift it up. We have also made a hook, and twisted our rugs and blankets into
ropes. Our plan is, to go up the chimney, hook our ropes to the top, descend
hand over band upon the roof of the guard-house far below, shake the hook loose,
watch the opportunity of the sentinel’s pacing away, hook again, drop into the
ditch, swim across it, creep into the shelter of the wood, The time is come—n
wild and stormy night.  We are up the chimney, we are on the guard-house roof,
we are swimming in the murky ditch, when lo | ** Qui vla 7" a bugle, the alarm, a
crash! Whatisit? Death? No, Amiens.

Mere fortifications, more soldiering and drumming, more basins of soup, more
little loaves of bread, more bottles of wine, more caraffes of brandy, more time for
refreshment..  Everything good, and everything ready. Bright, unsubstantial-
looking, scenic sort of station, People waiting. Houses, uniforms, beards, mous-
taches, some sabots, plenty of neat women, and a few old-visaged children.
Unless it be a delusion born of my giddy flight, the grown-up people and the
children seem to change places in France. In general, the boys and gitls are
little old men and women, and the men and women lively boys and girls.

Bugle, shriek, flight resumed. Monied Interest has come into my carriage,
Says the manner of refreshing is ““not bad,” but considers it French. Admits
great dexterity and politeness in the attendants. Thinks a decimal currency may
liave something to do with their despatch in settling accounts, and don’t know but
what it's sensible and convenient. Adds, however, as a general protest, that
they’re a revolutionary people—and always at it.

Ramparts, canals, cathedral, river, soldiering and drumming, open country,
river, earthenware manufactures, Creil. Again ten minutes, Not even Dementéd
in a hurry, Station, a drawing-room with a verandah : like a planter’s house.
Monied Interest considers it a band-box, and not made to last. Little round
tables in it, at one of which the Sister Artists and attendant Mysteries are es-
tablished with Wasp and Zamiel, as it they were going to stay a week.

Anon, with no more trouble than Lefore, I am flying again, and lazily wondering
as I fly. What has the South Eastern done with all the horrible little villages we
used to pass through, in the Diljgence? What have they done with all the
summer dust, with all the winter mud, with all the dreary avenues of little trees,
with all the ramshackle postyards, with all the beggars (who used to turn out at
night with bits of lighted candle, to look in at the coach windows), with all the
long-tailed horses who were always biting one another, with all the big postilions
in jack-boots-—with all the mouldy cafes that we used to stop at, where a long
mildewed tablecloth, set forth with jovial bottles of vinegar and oil, and with a
Siamese arrangement of pepper and salt; was never wanting? Where are the
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grass-grown little towns, the wonderful little market-places all unconscious of
markets, the shops that nobody kept, the streets that nobody trod, the churches
that nobody went to, the bells that nobody rang, the tumble-down old buildings
plastered with many-colored bills that nobody read? Where are the two-and-
twenty weary hours of long long day and night journey, sure to be either insupport-
ably hot or insupportably cold? Where are the pains in my bones, where are the
fidgets in my legs, where is the Frenchman with the nightcap who never wonld
have the little coupé-window down, and who always lell upon me when he went to
sleep, and always slept all night snoring onions ?

A voice breaks in with ¢ Paris!| Here we are!”

I have overflown myself, perhaps, but I can't believe it. I feel as if I were
enchanted or bewitched. It is barely eight o'clock yet—it is nothing like half-past
—when 1 have had my luggage examined at that briskest of Custom-houses
attached to the station, and am rvattling over the pavement in a hackney-
cabriolet.

Surely, not the pavement of Paris? Ves, I think it is, too, I don't know any
other place where there are all these high houses, all these haggard-looking wine
shops, all these billiard tables, all these stocking-makers with flat red or yellow legs
of wood for signboard, all these fuel shops with stacks of billets painted outside,
and real billets sawing in the gutter, all these dirty corners of streets, all these
cabinet pictures over dark doorways representing discreet matrons nursing babies,
And yet this morning—I'll think of it in a warm-bath.

Very like a small room that I remember in the Chinese baths upon the Boule-
vard, certainly ; and, though I see it through the steam, I think that I might
swear to that peculiar hot-linen basket, like a large wicker hour-glass. When ecan
it have been that I left home? When was it that I paid *‘ through to Paris” at
London Bridge, and discharged myself of all responsibility, except the preservation
of a voucher ruled into three divisions, of which the first was snipped off at
Folkestone, the second ahoard the boat, and the third taken at my journey’s end?
It seems to have been ages ago. Calculation is useless. I will go out for a walk.

The crowds in the streets, the lights in the shops and balconies, the elegance,
variety, and beauty of their decorations, the number of the theatres, the brilliant
cafés with their windows thrown up high and their vivacious groups at little tables
on the pavement, the light and glitter of the houses turned as it were inside out,
soon convince me that it is no dream ; that I am in Paris, howsoever 1 got here,
I stroll down to the sparkling Palais Royal, up the Rue de Rivoli, to the Place
Vendome. As I glance into a print-shop window, Monied Interest, my late
travelling companion, comes upon me, laughing with the highest relish of disdain.
“Here's a people ! ” he says, pointing to Napoleon in the window and Napoleon
on the column, *Only one idea all over Paris! A monomania!” Humph! I
THINK I have seen Napoleon's match ?  There Was a statue, when I came away,
at Hyde Park Comer, and another in the City, and a print or two in the shops.

I walk up to the Barmitre de I'Etoile, sufficiently dazed by my flight to have a
pleasant doubt of the reality of everything about me ; of the lively crowd, the over-
hanging trees, the performing dogs, the hobby-horses, the beautiful perspectives of
shining lamps : the hundred and one enclosures, where the singing is, in gleaming
orchestras of azure and gold, and where a star-eyed Houri comes round with a box
for voluntary offerings. So, I pass to my hotel, enchanted ; sup, enchanted ; go
to bed, enchanted; pushing back this morning (if it really were this morning) into
the remoteness of time, blessing the South Eastern Company for realising the
Arabian Nights in these prose days, murmuring, as I wing my idle flight into the
land of dreams, *‘No hurry, ladies and gentlemen, going to Paris in eleven hours,

| n

1t i so well done, that there really is no hurry !

THE DETECTIVE POLICE.
__+_—

WE are not by any means devout believers in the old Bow Street Police. To
say the truth, we think there was a vast amount of humbug about those worthies.
Apart from many of them being men of very indifferent character, and far too
much in the habit of consorting with thieves and the like, they never lost a public
occasion of jobbing and trading in mystery and making the most of themselves.
Contmually puffed besides by incompetent magistrates anxious to conceal their own
deficiencies, and hand-in-glove with the penny-a-liners of that time, they became a
sort of superstition. Although as a Preventive Police they were utterly ineffective,
and as a Detective Police were very loose and uncertain in their operations, they
remain with some people a superstition to the present day.

On the other hand, the Detective Force organised since the establishment of the
existing Police, is so well chosen and trained, proceeds so systematically and
quietly, does its business in such a workmanlike manner, and is always so calmly
and steadily engaged in the service of the public, that the public really do not know
enough of it, to know a tithe of its usefulness. Impressed with this conviction, and
interested in the men themselves, we represented to the authorities at Scotland
Yard, that we should be glad, if there were no official objection, to have some talk
with the Detectives. A most obliging and ready permission being given, a certain
evening was appointed with a cerfain Inspector for a social conference between
ourselves and the Detectives, at The Household Words Office in Wellington
Street, Strand, London. In consequence of which appointment the party * came
off,” which we are about to describe. And we beg to repeat that, avoiding such
topies as it might for obvious reasons be injurious to the public, or disagreeable to
respectable in(ﬁ:ividunls, to touch upon in print, our description is as exact as we
can make it,

The reader will have the goodness to imagine the Sanctum Sanctorum of House-
hold Words. Anything that best suits the reader’s fancy, will best represent that
magnificent chamber, We merely stipulate for a round table in the middle, with
some glasses and cigars arranged upon it ; and the editorial sofa elegantly hemmed
in between that stately piece of furniture and the wall.

It is a sultry evening at dusk. The stones of Wellington Street are hot and
gritty, and the watermen and hackney-coachmen at the Theatre opposite, are
much flushed and aggravated. Carriages are. constantly setting down the people -
who have come to Fairy-Land ; and there is a mighty shouting and bellowing every
now and then, deafening us for the moment, through the open windows,

Just at dusk, Inspectors Wield and Stalker are announced; but we do not
undertake to warrant the orthography®of any of the names here mentioned.
Inspector Wield presents Inspector Stalker, Inspector Wield is a middle-aged
man of a portly presence, with a large, moist, knowing eye, a husky voice, and a
habit of emphasising his conversation by the aid of a corpulent fore-finger, which
is constantly in juxta-position with his eyes ornose, Inspector Stalker is a shrewd,
hard-headed Scotchman-—in appearance not at all unlike a very acute, thoroughly.
trained schoolmaster, from the Normal Establishment at Glasgow. Inspector
Wield one might have known, perhaps, for ywhat he is—Inspector Stalker, never,
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The ceremonies of reception over, Inspectors Wield and Stalker observe 'th;ll
they have brought some sergeants with them. The sergeants are lfljesenm]-‘_—‘h\]r: ]1]51
number, Sergeant Dornton, Sergeant Witchem, Sergeant Mith, Sergeant Iu\l}a ],
and Sergeant Straw. We have the _wh:,-lc Det.rctn'e Force from Scotland arf,
with one exception. They sit down ina semi-circle (the two Inspectors at the two
ends) at a little distance from the round table, _f:mmg the editorial .snl'n. Every
man of them, in a glance, immediately takes an inventory of the furniture and an
accurate sketch of the editorial presence. The Editor feels that any gentleman
in company could take him up, if need should be, without the smallest hesitation,
twenty years hence. k : i ]

The whole party are in plain clothes. Sergeant Dornton about filty years of age,
with a ruddy face and a high sunbumt forehead, has the air of one who h?5 been
a Sergeant in the army—he might have sat to Wilkie for the Soldier in the Reading
of the Will. He is famous for steadily pursuing the inductive process, and, from
small beginnings, working on from clue to clue until he bags his man, Sergeant
Witchem, shorter and thicker-set, and marked with the small-pox, has something
of a reserved and thoughtful air, as if he were engaged in deep ﬂrlllm}e!lcal calcula-
tions. He is renowned for his acquaintance with the swell mob. Sergeant Mith,
a smooth-faced man with a fresh bright complexion, and astrange air of s}mpllclty.
is a dab at housebreakers. Sergeant I"cndrl_ll, a li_ghi-;!:_ured‘_u'cll-spnken, polite
person, is a prodigious hand at pursuing private inquiries of a delicate nature.
Straw, a little wiry Sergeant of meek demeanour and strong sense, would knock at
a door and ask a series of questions in any mild character you choose to l'rrcz.crlhc
to him, from a charity-boy upwards, and seem as innocent as an infant. They are,
one and all, respectable-looking men ; of perfectly good deportment and unusual
intelligence ; with nothing lounging or slinking in their manners ; with an air of
keen observation and quick perception when addressed ; and generally presenting
in their faces, traces more or less marked of habitually leading lives of strong
mental excitement. They have all good eyes ; and they all can, and they all do,
look full at whomsoever they speak to, ¥

We light the cigars, and hand round the glasses (which are very temperalely
used indeed), and the conversation begigs by a modest amateur reference on the
Editorial part to the swell mob., Inspector Wield immediately removes his cigar
from his lips, waves his right hand, and says, ** Regarding the swell mob, snr,‘I
can’t do better than call upon Sergeant Witchem. Because the reason why ? T'll
tell you. Sergeant Witchem is better acquainted with the swell mob than any
officer in London.” e _

Our heart leaping up when we beheld this rainbow in the sky, we turn to
Sergeant Witchem, who very concisely, and in well-chosen language, goes into the
subject forthwith. Meantime, the whole of his brother officers are closely interested
in attending to what he says, and observing its"effect.  Presently they begm‘ to

"strike in, one or two together, when an opportunity n(fer:, and the conversation
becomes general. But these brother officers only come in to the assistance of each
other—not to the contradiction—and a more amicable brotherhood there could not
be. From the swell mob, we diverge to the kindred topics of cracksmen, fences,
public-house dancers, area-sneaks, designing young people who go out **gonoph-
ing,” and other *schools.” It is observable throughout these revelations, that
Inspector Stalker, the Scotchman, is always exact and statistical, and that whc_u any
question of figures arises, everybody as by one consent pauses, and looks to him.

When we have exhausted the various schools of Art—during which discussion
the whole bady have remained profoundly attentive, except when some unusual
noise at the Theatre over the way has induced some gentleman to glance inquir-
ingly towards the window in that direction, Lehind his next neighbour's back—we
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burrow for information on such points as the following. Whether there really are
any highway robberies in London, or whether some circumstances not convenient
to be mentioned by the aggrieved party, usually precede the robberies complained
of, under that head, which quite change their character? Certainly the latter,
almost always. Whether in the case of robberies in houses, where servants are
necessarily exposed to doubt, innocence under suspicion ever becomes so like guilt
in appearance, that a good officer need be cautious how he judgesit? Undoubtedly,
Nathing is so common or deceptive as such appearances at first, Whether in a
place of public amusement, a thief knows an officer, and an officer knows a thief—
supposing them, beforehand, strangers to each other—because each recognises in
the other, under all disguise, an inattention to what is going on, and a purpose that
15 not the purpose of being entertained? Yes. That's the way. exactly, Whether
it is reasonable or ridiculous to trust to the alleged experiences of thieves as narrated
by themselves, in prisons, or penitentiaries, or anywhere? In general, nothing
more absurd. Lying is their habit and their trade ; and they would rather lie—
even if they hadn't an interest in it, and didn’t want to make themselves agreealle
—than tell the truth,

From these topics, we glide into a review of the most celebrated and horrible of
the great crimes that have been committed within the Jast fifteen or twenty years,
The men engaged in the discovery of almost all of them, and in the pursuit or
apprehension of the murderers, are here, down to the very last instance. One of
our guests gave chase to and boarded the emigrant ship, in which the murderess
last hanged in London was supposed to have embarked. We learn from him that
his errand was not announced to the passengers, who may have no idea of it to this
hour. That he went below, with the captain, lamp in hand—it being dark, and
the whole steerage abed and sea-sick—and engaged the Mrs. Manning who zeas on
board, in a conversation about her luggage, until she was, with no small pains,
induced to raise her head, and turn her face towards the light. Satisfied that she
Was not the object of his search, he quietly re-embarked in the Government steamer
alongside, and steamed home again with the intelligence.

When we have exhausted these subjects, too, which occupy a considerable time
in the discussion, two or three leave their chairs, whisper Sergeant Witchem, and
resume their seats, Sergeant Witchem leaning forward a little, and placing a hand
on each of his legs, then modestly speaks as follows :

* My brother-officers wish me to relate a little accomnt of my taking Tally-ho
Thompson. A man oughtn't to tell what he has done himself ; but still, as nobody
Was with me, and, consequently, as nobody but myself can tell it, I'll do it in the
best way I can, if it should meet your approval,”

We assure Sergeant Witchem that he will oblige us very much, and we all coms
pose ourselves to listen with great interest and attention.

“Tally-ho Thompson,” says Sergeant Witchem, after merely wetting his lipg,
with his brandy-and-water, ¢ Tally-ho Thompson was a famous horse-stealer,
couper, and magsman, Thompson, in conjunction with a pal that occasionally
worked with him, gammoned a countryman out of a good round sum of money,
under pretence of getting him a_ situation—the regular old dodge—and was after-
\\':}r(ls in the ‘ Hue and Cry’ for a horse—a horse that he stole, down in Hertford-
shire. T had to look after Thompson, and I applied myself, of « ourse, in the first
ihstance, to discovering where he was, Now, Thompson's wife lived, along with
a little daughter, at Chelsea. Knowing that Thompson was somewhere in the
country, I watched the house—especially at post-time in the morning—thinking
Thompson was pretty likely to write to her. Sure enough, one morning the post-
man comes up, and delivers a letter at Mrs. Thompson’s door. Little girl opens
the door, and takes it in, We're not always sure of postmen, though t%e people
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at the post-offices are always very obliging, A postman_may help us, or he may
not,—just as it happens. Iowever, I go across the road, and I say to the posl-
man, after he has left the letter, “Good morning ! how are you?' fHow are
you 2 says he. ‘You've just delivered a letter for Mrs, Thompson.’ *Yes; I
have,' *You didn't happen to remark what the post-mark was, erhaps ¥’  *No,'
says he, 1 did'nt.’ *Come,'says T, ° I'll be plain with you. T'm ina small way
of business, and I have given Thompson credit, and I can’t afford to lose what he
owes me. I know he's got money, and I know he's in the country, and if you
could tell me what the post-mark was, I should be very much obliged to you, and
you'd do a service to a tradesman in a small way of business that can’t afford a
loss.! * Well,’ he said, ‘I do assure you that T did not observe what the post-mark
was ; all T know is, that there was money in the letter—I should say a sovereign.’
This was enough for me, because of course I knew that Thompson having seat his
wife money, it was probable she'd write to Thompson, by return of post, to
acknowledge the receipt. So I said, * Thankee’ to the postman, and I kept on the
watch. In the afternoon I saw the little girl come out.  Of course I followed her.
She went into a stationer’s shop, and T needn’t say to you that I looked in at the
window. She bought some writing-paper and envelopes, and a pen, I thinkto
myself, ¢ That'll do ! '—watch her home again—and don’t go away, you may be
sure, knowing that Mrs. Thompson was writing her letter to Tally-ho, and that the
letter would Be posted presently. In about an hour or so, out came the little girl
again, with the letter in her hand. 1 went up, and said something to the child,
whatever it might have been ; but I couldn't see the direction of the letter, because
che held it with the seal upwards. However, I observed that on the back of the
letter there was what we call a kiss—a drop of wax by the side of the seal—and
again, you understand, that was enough for me. I saw her post the letter, waited
till she was gone, then went into the shop, and asked to see the Master., When
he came out, 1 told him, * Now, I'm an Officer in the Detective Force ; there’s a
letter with a kiss been posted here just now, for a man that I'm in search of ; and
what I have to ask of you, is, that you will let me look at the direction of that
letter.” He was very civil—took a lot of letters from the box in the window—
chook "em out on the counter with the faces downwards—and there among 'm was
the identical letter with the kiss. It was directed, Mr. Thomas Pigeon, Post
Office, B——, to be left "till called for. Down I went to B— (a hundred and
twenty miles or so) that night. Early next morning I went to the Post Office ;
saw the gentleman in charge of that department ; told him who 1 was ; and that
my object was to see, and track, the party that should come for the letter for Mr.
Thomas Pigeon. He was very polite, and said, * You shall have every assistance
we can give you; you can wait inside the office ; and we’ll take care to let you
know when anybody comes for the letter” Well, 1 waited there three days, and
began to think that nobody ever would come. At last the clerk whispered to me,
¢Here! Detective! Somebody’s come for the letter !’ * Keep him a minute,’
said I, and I ran round to the outside of the office, There I saw a young chap
with the appearance of an Ostler, holding a horse by the bridle—stretching the
bridle across the pavement, while he waited at the Post Office Window for the
Tetter. 1 began to pat the horse, and that ; and I said to the boy, * Why, this is
Mr. Jones's Mare!” ‘No. It an't’ *‘No?' said ‘She's very like Mr,
Jones's Mare!” *Shean’t Mr, Jones's Mare, anyhow,” says he, “It's Mr. So and
So's, of the Warwick Arms,”  And up he jumped, and off he went—letter and all,
1 got a cab, followed on the box, and was so quick after him that T came into the
stahle-yard of the Warwick Arms, by one gate, just as Le came in by another, I
went into the bar, where there was a young woman serving, and called for a glass
of brandy-and-water, He came in directly, and handed her the letter, She
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