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you going todo with him?' ¢TIl tell you what I'm going to do with him. I'm
gaing to take him to London to-night, as sure as I'm alive. I'm not alone here,
swhatever you may think. You mind your own business, and keep yourselves to
yourselves. It'll be better for you, for I know you both very well.' 7'd never seen
or heard of 'em in all my life, but my bouncing cowed ’em a bit, and they kept off,
while Thompson was making ready to go. I thought to myself, however, that
they might be coming after me on the dark road, to rescue Thompson; so T said
to the landlady, * What men have you gotin the house, Missis?’ * We haven’t got
no men here,” she says, sulkily. * * You have got an ostler, I suppose 2” * Yes,
we've got an ostler.” ‘Let mesee him.” Presently he came, and a shaggy-headed
voung fellow he was. © Now attend to me, young man,’ says 1; ‘I'm a Detective
Officer from London. This man's name is Thompson. I have taken him into
custody for felony. Iam going to take him to the railroad station. I call upon
you in the Queen’s name to assist me ; and mind you, my friend, you'll get yoursell
into more trouble than you know of; if you don't I’ Vou never saw a person open
his eyes so wide. *Now, Thompson, come along !’ says T.  But when I took out
the handcuffs, Thompson cries, ‘No! None of that! I won't stand them! Tl
go along with you quiet, but I won’t bear none of that!” *Tally-ho Thompson,’
1 said, * I'm willing to behave asa man to you, if you are willing to behave as a
man tome. Give me your word that you'll come peaceably along, and I don't
want to handcuff you.! I will,” says Thompson, ‘ but I'll have a glass of brandy
fist.” * T don't care if I've another, said I. ¢ We'll have two more, Missis,’ said
the friends, ‘and con-found you, Constable, you'll give your man a drop, won't

ou?’ 1 was agreeable to that, so we had it all round, and then my man and I
took Tally-ho Thompson safe to the railroad, and I carried him to London that
night. He was afterwards acquitted, on account of a defect in the evidence ; and
1 understand he always praises me up to the skies, and says I'm one of the best
of men.”

This story coming to a termination amidst general applause, Inspector Wield,
after alittle grave smoking, fixes his eye on his host, and thus delivers himself:

% Tt wasn't a bad plant that of mine, on Fikey, the man accused of forging the
Son’ Western Railway debentures—it was only t'other day—because the reason
why? Tl tell you,

[ had information that Fikey und his brother kept a factory over yonder
there,”—indicating any region on the Surrey side of the river—*“ where he bought
second-hand carriages ; so after I'd tried in vain to get hold of him by other
means, I wrote him a letter in an assumed name, saying that I'd got a horse and
shay to dispose of, and would drive down next day that he might view the lot, and
make an offer—very reasonable it was, I said—a reg'lar bargain. Straw and me
then went off to a friend of mine that’s in the livery and job business, and hired a
turn-out for the day, a precious smart turn-out it was—quite a slap-up thing!
Down we drove, accordingly, with a friend (who’s not in the Force himself) ; and
leaving my friend in the shay near a public-house, to take care of the horse, we
went to the factory, which was some little way off, In the factory, there was
a number of strong fellows at work, and after reckoning "em up, it was clear to me
that it wouldn't do to try it on there. They were too many for us. ‘We must get
our man out of doors. ‘Mr. Fikeyat home?’ ¢No, he ain’t.” *Expected home
soon?’ “Why, no, not soon.” ‘Ah! Is his brother here? “Z’m his brother.”
©Oh! well, this is an ill-conwenience, this is, I wrote him a letter yesterday,
saying I'd got a little turn-out to dispose of, and T've took the trouble to bring the
turn-out down a’ purpose, and now he ain’t in the way.” * No, he ain’t in the way.
You couldn’t make it convenient to call again, could you?" * Why, no, I couldn’t,
I want tosell ; that's the fact ; and I can’t put it offt. Could you find him any-
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wheres ?' At first he said No, he couldn’, and then he'wasn't sure about it. and
then he'd go and try. So at last he went upstairs, where there was a sort of loft
a.n:il ?resenr.}y down comes my man himself in his shirt-sleeves, ’
; V\:g[l, he says, * this seems to be rayther a. pressing matter of yours." *Yes,'
: Isagr]sat JiL # ray_tl;{e]r a pressing matter, and you'll find it a bargain—dirt cheap:'
s o n partickler want of a bargain just now,’ he says, “but where is it %’
vt'ly', I says, “the turn-out’s just outside, Come and look at it.” He hasn’t an
stispicions, and away we go. And the first thing that happens is, that the horsi
::]1:5 awi'gr with my friend (who knows no more of driving than a child) when he
A ;(?u ?lilfl‘:zlt trot along the road to show his paces. You never saw such a game
* When the bolt is over, and the turn-out has come to st in, Fik
“Va]ks round and round it as grave as a judgewmce ttncf1 i&: l}:;n_s:ljl 3?1:.1!1?, Ir‘;lul\'esy
There's a neat thing !” It ain't a bad style of thing,” he says, * !Il;elieve k'oi: ’
says L. *And there’s a horse | *—for T saw him Ic}oki;g at it. * Rising cight}' 5§
says; rubbing his fore-legs. (Bless you, there ain’t a man in the world knows less
of horses than I do, but I’d heard my friend at the Livery Stables say he was
glght?}:enr old, so I says, as knowing as possible ¢ Rising Eight.’) Rising eight
is he? . says e, * Rising eight,” says I. ¢ Well,” he says, * what do 'gu \\?an;
forit? ¢ * Why, the first and last figure for the whole concern is ﬁ\'e-an}d-t\\'en
pnllmdl . " That'svery cheap !’ he says, Jooking at me. ‘Ain't it?? I says ‘t)Ir
io d You it was a bargain ! Now, _whhmg‘t any higeling and haggling about it what
want s to sell, and that's my price.  Further, I'll make it easy to you and take
half the money down, and you can do a bit of stiff* for the balance.” *Well? he
saysagain, ©that's very cheap.” ‘I believe you,” says I ; pet in and try it. d
Yolll‘ll buy it. Come! take a trial 1’ S - » 150
5 OI%L:Jld: he_igevls n:;,s:.u.ul we get in, and we drive along the road,; to show him to
ie railway clerks that was hid in the public-house window to identify him
fut t%le clerk was bothered, l:md didn’t know whether it was him, or \\':;S!‘:’l-—.-
“icialjl(ae the‘ reason \\'I_iy‘?' T'll tell you,—on account of his having shaved his
Vhiskers, It’s a clever little horse,” he says, ‘and trots well ; and the shay runs
light. . ' Not a doubt about it,” I says. *And now, Mr. F’i]ccy. I'ma ‘1{: well
make it all'nght, without wasting any more ‘of \'mn’" time, 'l.'h,e facty 1f- I'n
Inspector Wield, and you're my prisoner.” ¢ You don’t mean that ' he says, * ¢ ;
G:_‘mdf:cd.' * Then burn my body,’ says Fikey, * if this ain’t o bad{®

Perhaps you never saw a man so knocked over with surprise, ¢ I.ho e you'll
let me l}ave my coat ?’ he says. “By all means,’ * Well, then, let's driE"e t)u the
g:ictory. *W hy,_ not exactly that, I think,” said I; *Ive ’bver; there, once

fore, to day. Suppose we send forit.” He saw it was no g0, So he sent for it
and put it on, and we drove him up to London, comfortable,”” e,

This reminiscence is in the height of its success, wl
made to the fresh-complexioned, smooth-f
simplicity, to tell the ** Butcher’s Story.”

e fresh-complexioned, smooth-i:
began with a rustic smile;, and in
Bu‘if:?e’r’s Story, thus :

. its just about six years ago, now, since information was oiven at §
Yard of there being extensive robheries of {;1.‘\1\'15'lsn:::xl\lcll)i;il“l\;z‘iB el
Wholesale houses in the City. Directions were given for the l:u
mtﬁ ;“?lnd Straw, and Fendall, and me, we were all in it.”
1en you received your ins ions,” said we, * vou w
sort of Cabi);lct Coungil lézl‘ltrlllen:‘[lwcnon” said we, “‘ you went away, and held a

: ss, when a general proposal i§
aced officer, with the strange air of

aced officer, with the strange air of simplicity,
a soft, wheedling tone of voice, to relate the

going on, at some
siness being looked

* Give a bill,
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The stocoth-fced officer coaxingly replied; ** Ye-es. Just s0. We tlurnekc: it o?rgrs
amone ourselves a good deal. It _a.ppe?.red, whenswe went into it, that ii e goold
were chd.by the receivers extraordinarily cheap—much cheaper t'hm_'L lﬂey ::nu‘e
have heen if theyhad been honestly come by. The receivers were mf, he l;ag)é
and kept capital shops—establishments of the first respectablh@y—anz of 'em'a "
West' End, one down in Westminster After a lot of watching ari1 mdqu&?', a -
this and that among ourselves, we found that the job was maI}_agvec],ra?d 5 e ‘pl.{:
chases of the stolen goods made, at 2 little public-house near tfrmine{ , o.w? ]y
Saint Bartholomew's ; where the Warehouse Porters, .who were the tuflves, ntJl:
Yam for that purpose, don’t you see? and made appointments to‘metat the p_eo;iln
that went between themselves and the receivers. ’1}115 public-house was prmfcx.Pia g
used by journeymen butchers from the country, out-of place, and in‘want of Sitd

tions ; 80, what did we do, but—ha, ha, ha l—we agreed that I should be dressed

ik sher myself, and go and live there !”
11pl\}§i:§;,bs?1tl‘::];: ‘V;s a’fuculq:;. of observation better broughTt to bear :1‘p1rfn a 1:_1\:’-
pose, than that which picked out this officer: for the part. Nothing iyl crt]:ix ion
could have suited him better. Even while he spoke, he hecg}ne a gleasy,l)s tt,%pe:\;;
‘shy, good-natured, chuckle-headed, unsuspicious, and confiding young butcher.

Flis very hair seemed to have suet in it, as he made it smooth upon his head, and 3

i fre exi < icated by large quantities of animal food. :
}USE?‘C‘E}? }Iﬂ—ﬁ-\ﬁ:ml:g Etxi:ﬁ?hqécalf- }wilhb thlc confiding snigger of the foolish
young butcher) to I dressed my":\{clf in the regular way, madeup a 11&1& lbuln_d.le
of clothes, and went to the public-house, and ‘asked 1f, I could have ]3. doc ping
there? ‘They says, ‘yes, you can have a lodging here,’ and I got f. %ngotxlr]lé
and settled myself down in the tap, There was a number of people @ oul ¢
place, and coming backwards and forwards to the house; :1;151 h‘l’ift grielsays,‘a?l
then another says, ¢ Are you from the country, young man: es,’ 1 5ays,

A x i S
am. I'm come out of Northamptonshire, and I'm quite lonely here, for I don't

x : 3
know London at all, and it's sucrl} a }nighty‘bég‘lﬁwn,’d t‘%ﬁ ”I ?,;}g‘i f&:nﬁ,ﬂ SLEEI{
says. £ Oh, it’s a zery big town ! A I says. eally and truly 3
o town. 1t quite confuses of me !’—and all that, you know. P
% YWhen some of the Journeymen Butchers that u@.e«;l the house, foun it at 3
wanted a place, they says, ¢Oh, we'll get you a place!” And thf}ay actgai ¥ lt;m
me to a sight of places, in Newgate Market, Newport Market, Clare, Carna y—&
1 don't know where all. But the wages was—ha, ha, ha !—was not sufﬁctlc.n!:,f m;l
T never could suit myself, don’t you see? Some of the queer frequenters of the
house, were a little suspicious of me at first, am‘l I was (ﬂ;}lrgcdlto be very cauti_ous
indeed, how I communicated with Straw or Fendall bomet‘_m?es, when I went
ont, pretending to stop and look into the shop wn'u'lows,'and just c:’vitmg my :aye
pound, 1 used to see some of ‘em following me ; but, being pcrhz:ps better_ accus-
tormed than they thought for, to that sort of thing, I used to lead ’ém on a5 far as

I thought necessary or convenient—sometimes a long way—and then tun sharp

round, and meet ’em, and say, ‘Oh, dear, how glad I am to come upon }you SO
: L '8 o 3
fortumate! This London’s sich a place, I'm blowed if I an’t lost again!” And

then we'd go back all together, to the public-house, and—ha, ha, ha! and smoke

our pipes, don’t you see?

¢ They were very attentive to me, T am sure. Tt was a common thing, while 3
I was living there, for'some of 'em to take me out, and show me London. They

showed me the Prisons—showed me Newgate—and when they shmvcd‘me New-
grate, T stops at the place where the Porters pitch their Joads, and says, ¢ Oh dear,

i this where they hang the men? Oh Lor!” ‘That 17 they says, ‘whata simples
cove heis! That am'tic!’ And then, they pointed out which zies it, and T says

fLor " and they says, ‘Now you'll know it agen, won't you?” And 1 said I
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thought T should if T tried hard—and T assure you I kept a sharp look out for
the City Police when we were ont in this way, for if any of 'et had happened to
know me, and had spoke to me, it would have been all up in a minuté, However,
by good luck such a thing never happened, and all went on quiet : though the
difficulties I had in communicating with my brother officers were quite extra-
ordinary,

*The stolen ‘goods that were hrought to the public-house by the Warehouse
Porters, were always disposed of in a back parlor. For a long time, I never could
get into this parlor, or see what was done there. As I sat smoking my pipe, like
an imnocent young chap, by the tap-room fire, I'd hear some of the parties to the
yobbery, as they came in and out, say softly to the landlord, * Who's that? What
does 4e do here P’  * Bless your soul,” says the landlord, he's only a’—ha, ha, ha!l
—*he’s only'a green young fellow from the country, as is looking fora butcher's
sitiwation. Don’t mind 2im/’ So, in course of time, they were so convinced of
my being green, and got to be so accustomed to me, that I was as free of the
parlor as any of ‘em, and I have seen as much as Seventy Pouinds worth of fine
Tawit sold there, in one night, that was stolen from a warehouse in Friday Street.
Alter the sale the buyers always stood treat—hot supper, or dinner, orwhat fiot—
and they'd say on those occasions, *Come on, Butcher! Put your best leg fore-
most, young ‘un, and walk into it !* Which T used to do—and hear, at table, all
mianner of particulars that it was very important for us Detectives to know.

““This went on for ten weeks, 'I lived in the public-house all the time, and
tiever was out of the Butcher's dress—except in bed. At last, when I had followed
:seven of the thieves, and set 'em to rights—that's an expression of ours, don'’t you
see, by which T mean to say that I traced ’em, and found out where the robberies
were done, and all about *em—Straw, and Fendall, and I, gave one another the

= bifice, and at a time agreed upon, a descent was made upon the public-house, and

thie apprehensions effected.  One of the first things the officers: did, was to eollar
nie—for the parties to the robbery weren't to suppose yet, that I was anything but
& Butcher—on which the Jandlord cries out, *Don’t take Aém,” he says, “whaleyer
Woudo! He's only a poor young chap from the country, and butter wouldn't
melt in his mouth |” However, they—ha, ha, ha !—they took me, and pretended
o search my bedroom, where nothing was found but an old fiddle belonging to the
landlord, that had got there somehow or another. But, it entirely changed the
landiord’s opinion, for when it was produced, he says; ‘My fiddle ! “The Butcher's
@ pur-loiner ! I give him into custody for the robbery of a musical instrament 17
*“The mian that had stolen the goods in Friday Street was not taken yet. He
had told me, in confidence, that he had his suspicions there was something wrong
(o1 aceount of the City Police having captured one of the party), and that he was
gaing tomake himself scarce, I asked him, ** Where do you mean to go, Mr. Shep-
herdson 2" “ Why, Butcher,’ says he, ‘the Setting Moon, in the Commercial Road,
15 & srug house, and I shall hang out there foratime, I shall call myself Simpson,
which appears to me to be a modest sort of a name. Perhaps you'll give us a look
in, Butcher?’ “Well, says I, ‘I think I w/ give you a call " —which T fully
intended, don’t you see;, because, of course, he was to be taken ! I went over fothe
Setting Moon next day, with a brother officer, and asked at the bar for Simpson.
They pointed out his robm, upstairs. As we were going up, he looks down over
the banisters, and calls out, ‘Halloa, Butcher! is that you?’ *Yes, it's me.
How do find yourself?” *Bobbish,” he says; “but who's that with vou?? “It’s
only a young man, that's a friend of mine,” I says. ;

. young af ‘Come along, then,” says he ;
any friend of the Butcher's is as welcome as the Butcher !’ So, I made my friend
acquainted with him, and we took him into. custody, )

" You liave no iden, sir, what'a sight it was, in Court, when they first knew that
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T wasn't a Butcher, after all! I wasn’t produced at the first examination, when
tliere was a temand ; but T was at the second. And whenl stepped into the box, in
full police uniform, and the whole party saw how they had been done, actually a
groan of horror and dismay proceeded from "em in the dock !

%At the Old Bailey, when their trials came on, Mr. Clarkson was engaged for
the defence, and he couldn’¢ make out how it was, about the Butcher. He
thought, all along, it was a real Butcher. When the counsel for the prosecution
said, ‘I will now call before you, gentlemen, the Police-officer,” meaning myselfy
My, Clarkson says, ‘Why Police-officer? Why more Police-officers ? I don't
want Police. We have had a great deal too much of the Police. I want the
Butcher !’ However, sir, he had the Butcher and the Police-officer, both in one.
Out of seven prisoners committed for trial, five were found guilty, and some of
‘e wete transported. The respectable firm at the West End got a term of
imprisonment ; and that's the Butcher's Story !”

The story done, the chuckle-headed Butcher again resolved himsell into the
smooth-ficed Detective, But, he was so extremely tickled by their having taken
him about, when he was that Dragon in disguise, to show him Lendon, that he
conld not help reverting to that peint in his narrative ; and gently repeating with
the Butcher snigger, *° * Oh, dear,’ I says, ‘is that where they hang the men? Oh,
Tor!® *7%atl’ saysthey. * What a simple cove heis !"”

Tt being now late, and the party very modest in their fear of being too diffuse,
there were some fokens of separation ; when Sergeant Dornton, the soldierly-
Jooking man, said, looking round him with a smile :

¢ Before we break up, sir, perhaps you might haye some amusement in hearing
of the Adventures of a Carpet Bag. They are very short ; and, I think, curious,”

We welcomed the Carpet Bag, as cordially as Mr. Shepherdson welcomed the
false Bitcher at the Setting Moon, Sergeant Dornton proceeded.

“Tn 1847, 1 was despatehed to Chatham, in search of one Mesheck, a Jew. He
Tiad heen carrying on, pretty heavily, in the bill-stealing way, getting acceptaneces
from young men of good conmexions (in the army chiefly), on pretence of discount,
and bolting with the same.

e Mesheck was off, before T got to Chatham, Al I could learn about himi was,
that he had gone, probably to London, and had with him—a Carpet Bag.

4T came back to town, by the last train from Blackwall, and made inquiries
concerning a Jew passenger with—a Carpet Bag.

¢ The office was shut up, it being the last train. There were only two or three
portets left. Looking after a Jew with a Carpet Bag, on the Blackwall Railway,
which was then the high road to a great Military Depbt, was worse than looking
after a needle in a hayrick, But it happened that one of these porters had carried,
for a certain Jew, to a certain public-house, a certain—Carpet Bag,

T went to the public-house, but the Jew had only left his luggage there fora
few hours, and had called for it in a eab, and taken it away. I putsuch questions
there, and to the porter, as I thought prudent, and got at this description of—the
Carpet Bag.

$6Jt was a bag which had, on one side of it, worked in worsted, a green parrot

onastand, A green pamot on a stand was the means by which to identify that.

—Carpet Bag.

5] traced Mesheck, by means of this green parrot on a stand, to Cheltenham,
to Birmingham, to Liverpool, to the Atlantic Ocean. At Liverpool he was too
many for me, He had gone to the United States, and 1 gave up all thoughts of
Mesheck, and likewise of his—Carpet Bag.

¥ Many months afterwards—near a year afterwards—there was a bank in Ireland
robbed of seven thousand pounds, by a petson of the name of Doctor Dundey, who
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escaped to America ; from which ‘country some of the stolen notés came home
He was supposed to have bought a farm m New Jersey. Under proper manage-
ment, that estate could be seized and sold, for the benefit of the parties he had
defrauded, T was sent off to America for this purpose: '

I landed at Boston. Iwent on to New York. 1 found that he had lately
changed New York paper-money for New Jersey paper-money, and had banked
cgsh m New Brunswick. To take this Doctor Dundey, it was necessary to entra
him into the State of New York, which required a deal of artifice and trouble AI—E
one time, he couldn’t be drawn into an appointment. At another time, he
appointed to come to meet me, and 2 New York officer, on a pretext I made Cand
ihen his children had the me{;sles.r At last he came, per steam-boat, and 1 ’touk
you:,kigir,lc;g%%c'l him in a New York prison called the Tombs ; which I dare say

Editorial acknowledgement to that effect.

. 1 went to the Tombs, on the morning after his capture, to attend the examina-
tion before the magistrate: I was passing through the magistrate’s privaté room
when, happening to look round me to take notice of thcbplace as we genemll"
]m:r‘e‘%habét‘ ?f doing, I clapped my eyes, in one corner, on n—C:u"pet Bag. il
B 21}:3 ; zlfq 11;;56 2.1:?;};,}1&‘; Carpet Bag, if you'll believe me; but a green parrot
1 “‘[;e% (l)l;t(tsctzlgﬁt ]Ij}lgi.l 5“1;131:: t%lc repr({.senmlion of a green parrot on a stand,” said
0} e z w, named Aaron Mesheck, and to no other man, alive

e 3 g AT
surprIi SE\e you my word the New York Police Officers were doubled up with

:: :{I(])\y ?i(li yml]ever come to know that?’ said they.

think I ought to know that green parrot by this time,’ said T
hiad as pretty a dance after that bi rd,ba'. honpw, as siilisli::llf ’inS:lild [II]}” litfgr! ,I”ilavc

c P v =ar
:‘ And was it Mesheck’s 7" we submissively inquired.
b lWas it, sir? QF‘ course it was! He was in custody for another offence, in
Sai very identical Tombs, at that very identical time. And, more than that!
hinnzne memt}randta, reliahng to the fraud for which I had vainly endeavoured to take
, were found to be; at that moment, lying in that very indivi
T , lying ery same individual—

Such are the curious coincidences and such is the pecuiiar ability, always
sila}-penlng and being improved by practice, and always adapting itself to ever
variety of circumstances, and opposing itself to every new device that erverleryd
ingenuity can invent, for which this important social branch of the publiczervice is
:)%trziil;a}:gé rig; e(\i'er (;n 111@ watch, with their wits stretched to the utmost, these
e e fo ay to day and year to year, to set themselves against every

of trickery and dextf,:nty that the combined imaginations of all the lawless

raseals in England can devise, and to keep pace with every such invention that
comes out. In the Courts of Justice, the materials of thousands of such stories :‘x
we have namrated—often elevated into the marvellous and rowantic, by the cilf
cumstances of the case—are dryly compressed into the set Dhl"-t:e, “in conse-
ftience of information I received, I did so and so.” Huspiciun;wa‘s]S be ditected
by careful inference and deduction, upon the right person ; the right person was 5
pe taken, wherever he had gone, or whatever he was dniu;; to avoid z‘iclectiona-s 1‘0
is taken 5 there he is at the bar ; that is enough. From information I, the offi i
ml‘:;z'i:'ed, Ldid it ; and, according to the custom in these cases, 1 say 0 more, i
ese games of chess, played with live picces, are played before small audiences,
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and ate chroméled nowhere, The interest of the game Supports the plager. Its
yasults arz enough for Justice. To compate great things with small, suppose
T EvEREIER or ADAMS informing the public that from information he had recewed
e had discovered a mew planet ; or COLUMBUS informing the public of his day
that from. information he had received he had discovered a new continent ; so the
Tetectives inform it that they have discovered a new fraud or an old offender, and
the process is unknown. ;

Thus, at midnight, closed the proceedings of our curious and interesting party,
Biit one. ather circumstance finally wound up the evening, after our Detective
gneats had left us. One of thesharpest among them, and the officer best acquainted
with the Swell Mob, had his pocket picked, going home 1

THREE “DETECTIVE” ANECDOTES.

Siog ol
I —THE PAIR OF GLOVES.

% I1's a singler story, sir, ™ said Tnspector Wield, of the Detective Polic_e,_ who,
in company with Sergeants Dornton and Mith, paid us another ;wxhght visi, ong
July evening; “ and 1've been thinking you might like to kn?»y it.

“ ¢’s concerning the murder of the young woman, Eliza gmm\\:oo(l, SOMe years.
ago, over in the Waterloo Road. She was commonly called The Countess, becatisg
of her handsome appearance and her proud way of carrying of 11;1'5«:-]1'; and when 1
saw the poor Countess (I had known her well to speak to), lying dead, with her
tlivont cut, on the floor of her bed-room, you'll believe me that a varicty of reflec-
tions calerlated to make a man rather low in his spirits, came into my head.

% That's nejther here nor there. I went to the house the morning after the
murder, and examined the body, and made a general observation of the bed-room
where it was. Turning down the pillow of the bed with my hand, 1 found, under-
neath it, a pair of gloves. A pair of gentleman’s dress gloves, very dirty ; and
inside the lining; the letters TR, and a Cross. :

&Well, sir, I took them gloves away, and 1 showed ’em to the magistrate, over
at Union Hall, before whom the case was. He says, “Wield,” he says, “there’s
110 dotibt this i§ a discovery that may lead to something very important ; and what
you have got to do, Wield, is, to find out the owner of these gloves.’

¥ was of the same opinion, of course, and I went at it immediately. T looked
at the gloves pretty narrowly, and it was my opinion that they had been cleaned.
There was a smell of sulphur and rosin about ’em, you know, which cleaned gloves
usnally haye, more or less. 1 took 'em over to a friend of mine at Kennmgton,
‘who was in that Line, and I put it to him. ¢ What do yoit say now ?  Have these
gloves been cleaned?” ¢ These gloves have been cleaned,” says he. ‘Have you
Srividea who cleaned them?’ says I. ¢ Notat all,’ says he; * I've a very distinct

3d6a who d@idnt clean "em, and that's myself, But I'll tell you what, Wield, there
ain’t above eight or nine reg'lar glove cleaners in London, —there were not, af that
fime. it seems—<and I think I can give you their addresses, and you may find out,
by that means, who did clean tem.’ Accordingly, he gave me the ‘directions, and
T went here, and T went there, and I looked up this mun, and I looked up that
wan s but, though they all agreed that the gloves had been cleaned, I conldn’t find
the man, woman, or child, that had cleaned that aforesaid pair of gloves.
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. ““What with this person not being at honde, and that person being ‘expected hiome
in the afternoon, and so forth, theinguiry took me three days. On the evening of
‘the third day, coming over Waterloo Bridge from the Surrey side of the river, quite
beat, and very much vexed and disappointed, I thought I'd have a shilling’s worth
of entertainment at the Lyceum Theatre to freshen myself up. Sol went into the
Pit, at half-price, and I sat myself down next to a very quiet, modest sort of young
inan.  Seeing I was a stranger (which I thought it just as well to appear to be) he
told me the names of the actors on the stage, and we got into conversation. When
the play was over; we came out together, and I said, “We've been very companion+
able and agreeable, and perhaps you wouldn’t object to a drain?’  “ Well, you're
yery good,” says he ; ‘I shouldn'? object to a dmain.’ Accordingly, we went to 4
puiblic-house, near the Theatre, sat ourselves down in a quiet room upstairs on the
fiest floor, and called for a pint of half-and-half, a-piece, and a pipe.

“.\Vcll, sir, we put our pipes aboard, and we drank our half-and-half, and sat a
talking, very sociably, when the young man says, © You must excuse me stoppinge
Yery long,” he says, * because I'm forced to go home in good time. I must be a?‘
Work all night,” ¢ At work all night 2 says 1. ¢ You ain’t a baker?’ *No,’ he
says, langhing, ‘I ain't a baker” *I thought not,’ says I, “you haven't the ii}oks
of a baker.” *No,’ says he, ‘ I'm a glove-cleaner.’ 3 ¥ '

Y never was more astonished in my life, than when I heard them words come
out ‘of ]ns‘hps. “You're a glove-cleaner, are you?' says I. “Ves,’ he says, ©I
am." “Then, perhaps,’ says I, taking the gloves out of my pocket, *you can tell
e who cleaned this pair of gloves? It’s a rum story,’ I says, * I wasdining oyer
at Lambeth, the other day, at a free-and-easy—quite 1)1':.11111scuous-with a public
eompany—when some gentleman, he left these gloves behind him! Amnother gen-
tleman and me, you see, we Iaid a wager of a sovereign, that I woulda't ﬁnrf'cmt
who they belonged to, T've spent 2s much as seven shillings already, in trying to
discoyer ; but, if you could help me, I'd stand another seven and weleome, \bfou
see there's TR and a cross, inside,  * ./ see,” he says. ¢ Bless you, J know these
gloves very well ! T've seen dozens of pairs belongiing to the same {):Lrty.’ ‘No??
says I, “Yes,’ says he.  ‘Then you know who cleaned ’em?’ says I, ¢ 1'\’.:1Lh(-:|.'
80, says he. * My father cleaned ’em.?

¢ Where does your father live?’ says I. Just round the comer,’ says the
young man, © near Exeter Street, here, He'll tell you who they beleng to, directly.”
“Would you come round with me now?’ says I ¢ Certainly,” says he, *but you
needn't tell my father that you found me at the play, youJ know, b’ecau'se)he
mightn’t like it.” ¢ All right 1’ We went round to the place, and there we found

#n old man in a white apron, with two or three daughters, all rubbing and cleaning

?“];2{;: al%tsl‘s%t;i “gf:rf;:g 1?1:1({11'(?? bic)? iﬁ:\lut ‘:lfélg\agx‘i?fﬂf "0; ?1}\3 ‘t'hc' fyo]un'g oy
T've told him you ¢ T T Vi T B s dnd
: 1d iim you can settle it. Good evening, sir,” says I to the old gentleman,
_H?re s the gloves your son speaks of, Letters TR, you see, and a cross.’” *Oh
yes,” he says, * I know these gloves very well; I've cleaned dozens of pairs of ‘em
,They belong to Mr, Trinkle, the great upholsterer in Cheapside.” ¢ Did you gei:
em fr’om My, Trinkle, direct,” says I, “if you'll excuse my asking the question ?
No," says he ; “Mr. Trinkle always sends ’em to Mr. Phibbs's, the haberdasher’s
opposite his shop, and the haberdasher sends "em to me.” ¢ Perhaps yon \\;;ulr'ln’l’:
object to a drain?’ says], ‘Notin the least!’ says he., So I took the old
gentleman out, and had a little more talk with him and his son, overa glass, and
we P,;Il;r_ed ex-cl:ellent friends. : *7
“Thiswas late ona Saturday night. First thing on the Monday morni y
to the haberdasher's shop, opposite Mr, Tﬁnklc’s?the great upl]oﬂger(::r{’lﬁ% ghvc‘::llf
gide, ¢ Mr, Phibbs in the way?’ ¢ My name is Phibbs.' ™ *Oh! I believe y(l)u
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sent this pair of gloves to be cleaned?’ ¢ Yes, T did, for young M. Trinkle over
the way. There he is in theshop !’ “Oh! ’{lml':‘- him in the shop, isit? Him
in the green coat?' ‘The same individeal.’ * Well, Mr, Phibbs, .lhjs is an
unpleasant affair ; but the fact is, I am Inspuvtor Wield of the Detective Police,
antd I found these gloves under the pillow of the young woman t1hal was murdered
the other day, over in the Waterloo Road?’ ¢ Good Heaven !_ says he. ¢ He's
a most respectable young man, and if h her was to hear of it, it would be zhc;\
euin of him!? ¢ I'm very sorry for it,’ says I,  but I must take bim into custody,

¢ (3ood Heaven!’ says Mr. Phibbs, again ; ¢ can nothing be done !' ¢ Nothing,’
saveT. © Will you allow me to call him over here,’ says he, ¢ that his father may
not see it done?’ ¢ I don't object to that,’saysI ; ‘ butunfortunately, Mr. Phibbs,
I can't allow of any communication between you. If any was attempted, I should
live to interfere divectly. Perhaps you'll beckon him over here 2’ Mr. Phibbs went
i the door and beckoned, and the young fellow came across the street directly 5 a
smart, brisk young fellow. r - Ea 3 e

% ¢ Good morning, sir,’ says I. ¢ Good morning, sir,” says he. - Would you
allow mie to inguire, sir,’ says I, * if you ever had any acquaintance with a party of
the name of Grimwood?’ ¢ Grimwood ! Grimwood !’ says he, ‘No!* *¥on
know the Waterloo Road?’ *Oh! of course I know the \\r aterlog Road !’
* Happen to have heard of a young woman being murdered there?® \fesr, 71 read
it in the paper, and very sorry I was to readit.” * Here'sa pair of gloves belonging
to you, that T found under her pillow the morning af rwards | ]

“He was in a dreadful state, sir; a dreadful state! ¢ Mr. Wield,” he says,
¢ ypon my solemn oath I never was there. I never so 1’11‘\1ch as saw her, to my
knowledge, in my life !’ °Iam very sorry,” says | L I l'r:l'l you the truth; T
don’t think you are the murderer, but I must take you to Union Hall in a cab.
However, 1 think it's a case of that sort, that, at present, at all events, the magis-
grate will hear it in private.’ ! _

*: A private examination took place, and then it came out that this young man
was acquainted with a cousin of the unfortunate Eliza Grimwood, and that, calling
to see this cousin a day or two before the murder, he left these gloves upon the
table.  Who should come in, shortly afterwards, but Eliza [_}rmm"nf)rl.' ¢ Whose
gloves are these says, taking 'em up. ‘Those are Mr. 1 rinkle's g}l’.n‘c.\,’
cays her cousin. ‘Oh !’ says she, * they are very dirty, and of no use to him, I
amt sure, I shall take 'em away for my girl to clean the stoves with.'" And she
put 'em in her pocket. The girl had used 'em to clean the stoves, and, I have no
doubt, had left ’em lying on the bed-rcom mantelpiece, or on the drawers, or
somewhere ; and her mistress, looking round to see that the room was tidy, had
canight 'em up and put ‘em under the pillow where I found “em.

¢ That's the story, sir.”

II.—THE ARTFUL TOUCH.
% One of the most feantifisd things that ever was done, perhaps,” said Inspector
Wield, emphasising the adjective, as preparing us to expect dexterity or inge-
nuity rather than strong interest, * was a move of Sergeant Witchem's, It wasa
lovely idea! ! 2 :

# Witchem and me were down at Epsom one Derby Day, waiting at the station
for the Swell Mob. As I mentioned, when we were talking about these things
before, we are ready at the station when there’s races, oran Agricultural Show, or
a Chancellor sworn in for an university, or Jenny Lind, or any thing of that sott 5
and as the Swell Mob come down, we send 'em back again by the next train.  But
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goine of the Swell Mob, 6n the occasion of this Derby that T refet to, so far kidded
15 as to hire a horse and shay ; start away from London by Whitechapel, and miles
round ; come into Epsom from the oppaesite direction ; and go to work, right and
left, on the course, while we were waiting for 'em at the Rail. That, however,
atn’t the point of what I'm going to tell you.

£ While Witchem and me were waiting at the station, there comes up one Mr,
Tatt ; a gentleman formerly in the public line, quite an amateur Detective in his
way, and very much respected. * Halloa, Charley Wield,” he says. ¢ What are
you doing here ! On the look out for some of your old friends?’ * Yes, the old
move, Mr. Tatt.” *Come along,” he says, * you and Witchem, and have & glass of
sherry.! ¢We can't stir from the place,’ says I, “till the next train comesan ; but
after that, we will with pleasure.” Mr, Tatt waits, and the train comes in; and
then Witchem and me go off with him to the Hotel. Mr, Tatt he's got up quite
regardless of expense, for the occasion; and in his shirt-front there’s a beautiful
diamond prop, cost him fifteen or twenty pound—a very handsome pin indeed.
‘We drink our sherry at the bar, and have had our three or four glasses, when
Witchem cries suddenly, © Look out, Mr. Wield ! stand fast !” and a dash is made
into the place by the Swell Mob—four of 'em—that have come down as 1 tell you,
and in a moment Mr. Tatt’s prop is gone ! Witchem, he cuts 'em off at the door,
I'lay about me as hard as I can, Mr, Tatt shows fight like a good 'un; and there
we are, all down together, heads and heels, knocking about on the floor of the bar
—perhaps you never see such a scene of confusion! However, we stick to our
men (Mr. Tatt being as good as any officer), and we take ’em all, and carry 'em
off to the station. The station’s full of people, who have been took on the course ;
and if's a precie;-ux_‘ piece of work to get 'em secured. However, we do if at last,
and we search 'em; but nothing’s found upon ‘em, and they’re locked up ; and a
pretiy state of heat we are in by that time, I assure you !

*“1 was very blank over it, myself; to think that the prop had been passed
away ; and T said to Witchem, when we had set 'em to rights, and were cooling
ourselves along with My, Tatt, *we don’t take much by #iés move, anyway, for
nothing’s found upon 'em, and it's only the braggadocia,* after all.’ * What
do you mean, Mr. Wield?" says Witchem. “Here’s the diamond pinl’ and
in the palm of his hand there it was, safe and sound! *Why, in the name of
wonder,’ says me and Mr. Tatt, in astonishment, ‘ how did you come by that**
Tl tell you how I come by it,” says he. I saw which of "em took it ; and when
we were all down on the floor together, knocking about, I just gave him a little
tonch on the back of his hand, as I knew his pal would ; and he thought it WAS
hiis pal ; and gaveit me!’ It was beautiful, beau-ti-ful !

** Even that was hardly the best of the case, for that chap was tried at the
Quarter Sessions at Guildford. You know what Quarter Sessions are, sir.  Well,
it you'll believe me, while them slow justices were looking over the Acts of Par-
liament, to see what they could do to him, I'm blowed if he didn’t cut out of the
dock before their faces! He cut out of the dock, sir, then and there ; swam across
ariver; and got up into a tree to dry himself. In the tree he was took—an old
womay having seen him climb up—and Witchem's artful touch transported hins |

* Three months' imprisonment as reputed thieves;
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III.—THE SOFA.

“What young men will do, sometimes, to ruin themselves and break their
friends’ hearts,” said Sergeant Dornton, ““it’s surprising! T had a case at Saint
Blank’s Hospital which was of this sort. A bad case, mdeed, witha bad end !”’

% The Secretary, and the House-Surgeon, and the Treasurer, of St. Blank's
Hospital, came to Scotland Yaid to give information of numerous robberies having
been committed on the students. The students could leave nothing in the packets
of their great-coats, while the great-coats were hanging at the hospital, but it was
almost certain to be stolen.  Property of various descriptions was constantly being
lost 3 and the gentlemen were naturaily uneasy about it, and anxious, for the eredit
of the institution, that the thief or thieves should be discovered. The case was
entrusted to me, and I went to the hospital.

¢ Now, gentlemen,” said I, after we had talked it over; *I understand this
property is usually lost from one room.”

*Ves they said. It was.

% & 1 should wish, if you please,’ said I, ° to see the room.’

“ Tt was a good-sized bare room downstairs, with a few tables and forms in if,
and a row of pegs, all round, for hats and coats.

i ¢ Next, gentlemen,’ said I, ‘ do you suspect anybody 2’

“Ves theysaid. They did suspect somebody. They were sorry to say, they
stspected one of the porters,

¢ ¢ T should lile,” said I, ‘“to have that man pointed out to me,.and to have a
litfle time to look after him.’

¢ He was pointed out, and I looked after him, and then T went back to the
hospital, and said, ‘Now, gentlemen, it's not the porter. He's, unfortunately for
himself, a little too fond. of drink, but he’s nothing worse, My suspicion is, that
these robberies are committed by one of the students ; and if you'll put me a sofa
into that room where the pegs are—as there’s no closet—1I think I shall be able fo
“detect the thief. I wish the sofa, if ‘you please, to be covered with chintz, of
something of that sort, so that I may lie on my chest, underneath it, without
being seen.’

# The sofa was provided, and next day at eleven o'clock, before any of the
students came, I went there, with those gentlemen, to get underneath it. It twmed
oitt to be one of those old-fashioned sofas with a great cross-beam at the bottom,
that would have broken my back in no time if I could ever have got belowit. We
had quite a job to break all this away in the time ; however, I fell to work, and
they fell to work, and we broke it out, and made a clear place for me. I got under
the sofa, Jay down on my chest, took out my knife, and made a convenient hole in
the chintz to look through, It was then settled between me and the gentlemen
that when the students were all up in the wards, one of the gentlemen shonld come
in, and hang up a great coat on one of the pegs. And that that great-coat should
have, in one of the pockets, a pocket-book containing marked money.

i After I had been there some time, the students began to drop into: the room, .

by ones, and twos, and threes, and to talk about all sorts of things, little thinking
there was anybody under the sofa—and then to go upstairs; At last there came
it one who remained until he was alone in the room by himself, A tallish, good-
looking young man of one or two and twenty, with a light whisker. He went to
a particular hat-peg, took off a good hat that was hanging there, tried it on, hung
his own hat in its place, and hung that hat on another peg, nearly opposite to me,
1 then felt quite certain that he was the thief, and would come back by-and-by,

# When they were all upstairs, the gentleman came in with the great-coat. 1
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showed him where to hang it, so that I might have a good view of it ; and he went
away ; and I lay under the sofa on my chest, for a couple of hours or so, waiting.

AL Jast, the same young man came down. He walked across the room,
Svhistling—stopped and listened—took another walk and whistled—stopped again,
and listened—then began to go regularly round the pegs, feeling in the pockets of
all the coats. When he came to THE great-coat, and felt the pocket-book, he was
S0 eager and so hurried that ‘he broke the strap in tearing it open. As he began
to put the money in his pocket, I crawled out from under the sofa, and his eyes
et mine.

*“ My face, as you may perceive, is brown now, but it was pale at that time, my
health not being good ; and looked as long as a horse’s.  Besides which, there was
4 great draught of air from the door, underneath the sofa, and T had tied a hand-
kerchief round my head ; so what I looked like, altogether, I don’t know, He
turned blue—literally blue—when he saw me crawling out, and T couldn’t feel
surprised at it,

. “Taman officer of the Detective Police,’ said I, “and have been lying here,
‘since you first came in this morning. I regret; for the sake of yourself and your
friends, that you should have done what you have; but this case i complete,
You have the pocket-book in your hand and the money upon you; and T must
take you into custody !’

** It was impossible to make out any case in his behalf, and on his trial he
plea_ded guilty. How or when he got the means I don’t know ; but while lié was
awaiting bis sentence, he poiscned himself in Newgate.”

We inquired of this officer, on the conclusion of the foregoing anecdote, whether
the time appéared Tong, or short, when he lay in that constrained position nader
the sofa ?

“Why, you see, sir,” he replied, *if he hadn’t come in, the first time, and
I'had not been quite sure he was the thief, and would return, the time would have

seemed long;) But, as it was, I being dead certain of my man, the time seetmed
pretiy short. ;

ON DUTY WITH INSPECTOR FIELD.

i

How goes the night? Saint Giles’s clock is striking nine. The weather is
dull and wet, and the long lines of street lamps are blurred, as if we saw them
through tears. A damp wind blows and rakes the pieman’s fire out, when he
opens the door of his little furnace, carrying away an eddy of sparks.

Saint Giles’s clock strikes nine, - We are punctual.  'Where is Inspector Field ?
Assistent Commissioner of Police is already here, enwrapped in oil-skin cloak,
and standing in the shadow of Saint Giles's steeple. Detective Sergeant, wcar\:'
of speaking French all day to foreigners unpacking at the Great Exhibition, is
already here.  Where is Inspector Field ? by

Inspector Field is, to-night, the guardian genins of the British Museum, e is
bringing his shrewd eye to bear on every comner of its solitary galleries, before he
reports “all right,”  Suspicious of the Elgin marbles, and not to be done by
tat-gced Egyptian giants with their hands upon their knees, Inspector Ficld,
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sapacious, vigilant; lamp in hand, throwing monstrous shadows on the walls and
ceilings, passes through the spacious rooms.  If a mummy trembled in an atom of
its dusty covering, Inspector Field would say, “* Come out of that, Tom Green. I
know you!” If the smallest ““Gonoph™ about town were crouching ‘at the
bottam of a classic bath, Inspector. Field would nose him with a finer scent than
the ogre's, when adventurous Jack lay trembling in his kitchen copper. But allis
quiet, and Inspector Field goes warily on, making little outwar. show of attend-
ing to anything in particular, just recognising the Ichthyosaurns as a familiar
acquaintance, and wondering, perhaps, how the detectives did it in the days before
the Flood.

Will Inspector Field be long about this work? He may be half-an-hour longer,
e sends his compliments by Police Constable, and proposes that we meet at )
Giles's Station Flouse, across the road. Good. It were aswell to stand by the
fire, there, as in the shadow of Saint Giles’s steeple.

Anything doing here to-night? Not much, We are very quiet. A lost boy,
extremely calm and small, sitting by the fire, whom we now confide to a constable
to take home, for the child says that if you show him Newgate Street, he can
show you where he lives—a raving drunken woman in the cells, who has screeched
her voice away, and has hardly power enough left to declare, even with the
passionate help of her feet and arms, that she is the danghter of a British officer,
and, strike her blind and dead, but she’ll write a letter to the Queen! but who is
soothed with a drink of water—in another cell, a quiet woman with a child at her
breast, for begging—in another, her husband in a smock-frock, with a basket of
watercresses—in another, a pickpocket—in another, a meek tremulous old pauper
man who has been out for a holiday ““and has took but a little drop, but it'has
overcome him after so many months in the house”—and that’s all as yet,
Presently, a sensation at the Station House door.  Mr. Field, gentlemen !

Inspector Field comes in, wiping his forehead, for he is of a burly figure, and
has come fast from the ores and metals of the deep mines of the earth, and from
the Parrot Gods of the South Sea Islands, and from the birds and beetles of the

* tropics, and from the Aits of Greece and Rome, and from the Sculptures of
Nineveh, and from the traces ot an elder world, when these were not, Is Rogers
ready? Rogers is ready, strapped and great-coated, with a flaming eye in the
middle of his waist, like 2 deformed Cyclops. Lead on, Rogers, to Rafs’ Castle!

How many people may there be in London, who, if we had brought them
deviously and blindfold, to this street, fifty paces from the Station House, and
swithin call of Saint Giles’s church, would know it for a not remote part of the city
in which their lives are passed? How many, who amidst this compound of sick-
ening smells, these heaps of filth, these tumbling houses, with all their vile con-
tents, animate, and inanimate, slimily overflowing into the black read, would
believe that they breathe #is air? How much Red Tape may there be, that
could look round on the faces which now hem us in—for our appearance here has
caused a rush from all points to a common centre—the lowering foreheads, the
sallow cheeks, the brutal eyes, the matted hair, the infected, vermin-haunted heaps
of rags—and say ““I have thought of this. I haye not dismissed the thing. I
have neither blustered it away, nor frozen it away, nor tied it up and put it away,
nor smoothly said pooh, pooh! to it when it has been shown'to me? i

This is not what Rogers wants to know, however, What Rogers wants to
Ienow, is, whether you w#// clear the way here, some of you, or whether you
won't; because if you don’t do it right on end, he'll lock youup! What! You

are there, are you, Bob Miles? You haven’t had enough of it yet, haven't you?.

Vou want three months more, do you? Come away from that gentleman! ‘What
are you creeping round there for 77
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What am I a doing, thinn, Mr. Rogers?” says Bob Miles, appearing
w].langms, at the end of a lane of light, made by the lantern, i
Tl let you know pretty quick, if you don't hook it. 'WiLL you hook it?”

A sycophantic murmur_rises from the crowd. **Hook it, Bob, when M,
Rogers and Mr. Field tells you! Why dpn’t you hook it, when you are
told to1” 1 ‘ p

‘The most imporfunate of the voices strikes familiarly on Mr. Rogers’s ear. Hg
suddenly turns his Iantern on the owner. . t )

:: What ! }/L:H are there, are you, Mister Click? You hook it too—come 1*

What for? " says Mr. Click, discomfited.

*“ You hook it, will you!” says Mr. Rogers with stern emphasis,

_Both Click and Miles db ““hook it,” without another word, or, in plainer
English, sneak away. S

*Close up there, my men !” says Inspector Field to two constables on dity
who have followed. “Keep together, gentlemen; we are going down here
Heads 1" TR ;

Saint Giles's church strikes half-past ten. We stoop low, and creep down a
})rempltous flight of steps into a dark close cellar. There is a fire. There isa

ong deal table. There are benches. The cellar is full of company, chiefly very
young men in various conditions of dirt and raggedness. Some are eating supper.
There are no gitls or women present.  Welcome fo Rats’ Castle gentlemen, and
to'this company of noted thieves ! Wi ,

* Well, my lads! How are you, my lads? What have you been doing to-
day? Here's some company come to see you, my lads | Z%éres a plate of becf.
steak, sir, for the supper of a fine young man ! And there’s 2 mouth for a steak
sir! Why, I should be too proud of such a mouth as that, if I had it myself,.‘
Bltand_ up and show it, sir | Take off your cap, There’s a fine young man for a
nice little party, sir! An't he?” ; 3

Inspector Field is the bustling speaker. Inspector Field’s eye is the roving eye
that searches every corner of the cellar as he talks, Inspector Field's hand is the
well-ktown hand that has collared half the people here, and motiened their
b.ruthers? sisters, fathers, mothers, male and female frends, inexorably to New
South Wales. . Vet Inspector Field stands in this den, the Sultan of the piacc.
Every thief here cowers before him, like a schoolboy before his schoolmaster.
All watch him, all answer when addressed, all laugh at his jokes, all seek to pro-
pitiate him. This cellar company alone—to say nothing of the crowd surrounting
the entrance from the street above, and making the steps shine with eyes—is
strong enough to murder us all, and willing enough to do'it; but, let Inspector
Hield have a mind to pick out one thief here, and take him ; let him produce that
ghostly truncheon from his pocket, and say, with his business-aiv, **My lad, T
want you ! and all Rats’ Castle shall be stricken with paralysis, and not 2 ﬁné{:r
move against him, as he fits the handcuffs on ! ,

Where’s the Earl of Warwick *—Here he is Mr. Field! Here's the Earl of
V\‘:Lrwm]c, Mr. Field I—O there you are, my Lord. Come for'ard. There’s a
chest, sir, not to have a clean shirt on. An'tit, Take your hat off, my Lord.
Why, I should be ashamed if I was you—and an Earl, too—to sl:mw nyself
;(:lil gentleman with my hat on !—The Earl of Warwick laughs' and uncovers.
thusii; 'cu%pafg tlaughi.i U()ne }El?lfljn‘fl{“’t’ eq;')criiixll_y, ‘!aughs with gn?at ex-

what a jolly game it is, when Mr. Field comes down—and don'
want nobody !
Stﬂ.?!f‘i’il };?:{ are herc‘-,‘ :oo,r are you, you tal?, grey, lsnldigﬂy-iooking, grave man,
! hg by the fire 2—VYes, sir. Good evening, Mr, Field !—Let us see; You
liyed servant to a nobleman onge 7—Ves, Mr, Field, —And what s it you do now 3
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I forget *~Well, Mr. Field, I job about as wellias I can. I left my employ:
ment on account of delicate health. The family is still kind to me, . Mr.. Wik of
Piceadilly is also very kind to me when I am hard up. Likewise Mr. Nix of
Oxford Street;  I'get a trifle from them occasionally, and mub on as well as
I can, Mr, Field. Mr, Field’s eye rolls enjoyingly, for this pan is a notorious
beggmg-letter writer. — Good night, my lads! —Good night, Mr. Field, and
thank’ee, sir!

Clear the street here, half a thousand of you! Caut it, Mrs. Stalker—none of
that—we don’t want you! Rogers of the flaming eye, lead on to the tramps’
lodging-house !

A dream of baleful faces attends to the door. Now, stand back all of you! In
the rear Detective Sergeant plants himself, composedly whistling, with his strong
right arm across the narrow passage, Mrs. Stalker, T am something’d that need
not be written here, if you won't get yourself into trouble, in about half a minute,
if T see that face of yours again !

Saint Giles’s church clock, striking eleven, hums through our hand from the
dilapidated door of a dark outhouse as we open it, and are stricken back by the
pestilent breath that issues from within, Rogers to the front with the light; and
let us look !

Ten, twenty, thirty—who can count them! Men, women, children, for the
most part naked, heaped upon the floor like maggots in a cheese! Ho! In that
darle corner yonder! Does anybody lie there?  Me sir, Irish me; a widder, with
six children. And yonder? Me sir, Irish me, with me wife and eight poor bahes,
#And to the left there?  Me sir, Irish me, along with two more Irish boys as is me
friends. And to the right there? Me sir and the Murphy fam'ly, numbering five
blessed souls.  And what’s this, coiling, now, about my foot ? Another Irish me,
pitifully in want of shaving, whom I have awakened from sleep—and aeross my
other foot lies his wife—and by the shoes of Inspector Field lie their three eldest
—and their three youngest are at present squeezed between the open door and the
wall. And why is there no one on that little mat before the sullen fire ? Because
O'Donovan, with his wife and daughter, is not come in from selling Lueifers ! Nor
on the bit of sacking in the nearest corner? Bad luck | Because that Trish family
15 late to might, a-cadging in the streets !

They are all awake now, the children excepted, and most of them sit up, to
stare,  Wheresoever Mr. Rogers turns the flaming eye, there is a speetral figure
rising, unshrouded, from 2 grave of rags. Who is the landlord here?—T am, Mr.
Field'! saysa bundle of ribs and parchment against the wall, scratching itself.—
Will you spend this money fairly, in the morning, to Buy coffee for "em all #—Ves,
sir, T will I—O he'll do it, sir, he'll do it fair. He's honest ! cry the spectres, And
with thanks and Good Night sink into their graves again.

Thus, we make our New Oxford Streets, and our other new streets, never heed-
ing, mever asking, where the wretches whom we clear out, crowd. With such
scenes at our doors, with all the plagues of Egypt tied w= =ith bits of cobweb in
kennels so near our homes; we timorously make our ivtasance Bills' and Boards of
Health, nonentities, and think to keep away the Wolves of Crime and Filth, by
our electioneering ducking to little vestrymen and our gentlemanly handling of
Red Tape ! :

Intelligence of the coffee money has got abroad. The yard is full, and Rogers
of the flaming eye is beleaguered with entreaties to show other Lodging Houses.
Mine next! Mine! Idine! Rogers, military, obdurate, stifft-necked, immovable,
replies not, but leads away ; all falling back before him.  Inspector Field follows,
Detective Sergeant, with his barrier of arm across the little passage, deliberately
wails to close the procession, Ile sees behind him, without any sffort, and exceed-
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inply disturbs one individual far in the rear by coolly calling: out, "It won't do
Mr. Michael! Don't try it'!”

After council holden in the street, we enter other Iodging houses, public-houses,
miany lairs and holes ; all noisome and offensive ; none so filthy and so crowded as
where Irish are.  In one, The Ethiopian party are expected home presently—were
in Oxford Street when last heard of—shall be fetched, for our delight, within ten
minutes. In another, one of the two or three Professors who draw Napoleon
Buonaparte and a couple of mackerel, on the pavement, and then let the work of
art out to a speculator, is refreshing after his labors. In another; the vested inte-
rest of the profitable nuisance has been in one family for a hundred years, and the
landlord drives in comfortably from the country to his snug little stew in town, In
all, Inspector Field is received with warmth. Coiners and smashers droop before
huim ; pickpockets defer to him ; the gentle sex (not very gentle here) smile upon
himi.  Half-drunken hags check themselves in the midst of pots of beer, or pints
of gin, to drink to Mr, Field, and pressingly to ask the honor of his finishing, the
draught, 'One beldame in rusty black has such-admiration for him, that she’ runs
a whole street’s length to shake him by the hand ; tumbling into a heap of mud
by the way, and still pressing her attentions when her very form has ceased to be
distingmishable through it. Before the power of the law, the power of superior
sense—for common thieves are fools beside these men—and the power of a perfect
mastery of their character, the garrison of Rats’ Castle and the adjacent Forfresses
make but a skulking show indeed when reviewed by Inspector Field.

Saint Giles's clock says it will be midnight in_half-an-hour, and Tnspector Field
says we must hurry to the Old Mint in the Borough. The eab-driver is low-
spirited, and has a solemn sense of his responsibility,  Now, what's your fare, my
1ad #—0O gio2¢ know, Inspector Field, what's the good of asking me !

Say, Parker, strapped and great-coated, and waiting in dim Borough doorway
by appointment, to replace the trusty Rogers whom we left deep in Saint Giles's,
are you ready? Ready, Inspector Field, and at & motion of my wrist beliold my
faming eye. !

Ahis narrow street, ‘sir, is the chief part of the Old Mint, full of low lodging-
liouses, as you see by the transparent canvas-lamps and blinds, announcing beds
for travellers | But it is greatly changed, friend Field, from my former knowledge
of it ; it is infinitely quieter and more subdued than when I was here last, some
seven yearsago? O yes! Inspector Haynes, & first-rate man, is on this station
now and plays the Devil with them !

Well, my lads ! How are you to-night, my lads? Playing cards here, ¢h ? Who
wins '—Why, Mr. Field, 1," the sulky gentleman with the damp flat side-curls,
tibibing ‘my bleared eye with the end of my neckerchief which is like a dirty
eel-skin, am losing just at present, but I suppese I must take my pipe out of my
motth, and be submissive to yor—I hope I see you well, Mr. Field *—Aye, all
tight, my lad, Deputy, who have you got up-stairs? Be pleased to show the
Tooms !

Why Deputy, Inspector Field can’t say. He only knows that the man who takes
care of the beds and lodgers is always called so. Steady, O Deputy, with the
flating candle in the blacking-bottle, for this isa slushy back-yard, and the wooden
Staircase outside the house creaks and has holes in it.

Again, in these confined intolerable rooms, burrowed out like the holes of rats
or the nests of insect-vermin, but fuller of intolerable smells, are crowds of
sleepers, each on his foul truckle-bed coiled up benéath a rug. Halloa here!
Comel TLetusseeyou! Show yourface! Pilot Parker goes from bed to bed
and turns their slumbering heads towardsus, as a salesman might turn sheep. Some
Wake up with an execration and a_threat—What! who speke? 0! If it's the
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accursed glaring eye that fixes me, go where I will, T am helpless.  Here! Isit
up to be Iooked at. Is it me you want? Not you, lie down again! and T lie
down, with a woful growl.

Wherever the turning lane of light becomes stationary for a moment, some
sleeper appears at the end of it, submits himself to be scrutinisgd, and fades away
into the darkness,

There should be strange dreams here, Deputy. They sleep sound enough, says
Depiity, taking the candle out of the blacking-bottle, snuffing it with his fingers,
throwing the snuff into the bettle, and corking it up with the candle ; that's all £
know. What is the inscription, Deputy, on all the discoloured sheets? A pre-
caution against loss of linen. Deputy furns down the mug of an unoccupied bed
and discloses it, Stop THIEF !

To lie at night, wrapped in the legend of my slinking life ; to take the cry that

ursues me, waking, to my breast in sleep ; to have it staring at me, and clamour-
ing for me, as soon as conscionsness returns ; to have it for my first-foot on New-
Year's day, my Valentine, my Birthday salute, my Christmas greeting, my parting
with the old year. Stor THIEF!

And to know that T st be stopped, come what will. To know that T am ne
match for this individual energy and keenness, or this organised and steady
system! Come across the street, here, and, entering by a little shap, and
yard, examine these intricate passages and doors, contrived for escape, flap-
ping and counter-flapping, like the lids of the conjuror's boxes. But what
avail they? Who gets in by a nod, and shows their secret working to us? In-
spector Field,

Don't forget the old Farm House, Parker! Parker is not the man to forget it.
We are going there, now. It is the old Manor-House of these parts, and stood
in the country once. Then, perhaps, there was something, which was not the
beastly street, to see from the shattered low fronts of the overhanging woodén
houses we are passing under—shut up now, pasted over with bills about the litera-
ture and drama of the Mint, and mouldering away. This long paved yard was a
paddock or a garden once, or a court in front of the Farm House, Perchance,
with a dovecot in the centre, and fowls pecking about-—with fair elm trees, then,
where discoloured chimney-stacks and gables are now—noisy, then, with réoks
which have yielded to a different sort of rookery, It’s likelier than not, Inspector
Field thinks, as we turn into the common kitchen, which is in the yard, and many
paces from the house,

Well my lads and lasses, how are you all? Where's Blackey, who has stood
near London Bridge these five-and-twenty years, with a painted skin to represent
disease *—Here he is, Mr. Field —How are you, Blackey?—Jolly, sa! Not
playing the fiddle to-night, Blackey ™—Not a night, sa! A sharp, smiling youth,
the wit of the kitchen, interposes. He an’t musical to-night, sir. I've been giving
him a moral lecture ; I've been a talking to him about his latter end, you sée. A
good many of these are my pupils, sir, This here young man (smoothing down
the hair of one near him, reading a Sunday paper) is a pupil of mine, I'ma
teaching of him to read, sir. He's a promising cove, sir. He's a smith, he is, and
gets his living by the sweat of the brow, sir.  So do I, myself, sir. This young
woman. is my sister, Mr. Field. Ske's getting on very well too. I've a deal
of trouble with ’em, sir, but I'm richly rewarded, now I see ‘em all a doing so
well, and growing up so creditable, That's a great comfort, that is, an’t it, sir?
—In the midst of the kitchen (the whole kitchen is in ecstacies with this impromptu
“ chaff ) sits a young, modest, gentle-looking creature, with a beautiful child in
herlap. She seems to belong to the company, but is so strangely unlike it. She has
such a pretty, quiet face and voice, and is so proud to hear the child admired—
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thinks you would hirdly believe that he is only nine months old! Is she as bad
as the rest, I wonder?  Inspectorial experience does not engender a belief contra-
riwise, but prompts the answer, Not a ha'porth of difference !

There is a piano going in the old Farm House as we approach. It stops.
Landladyappears, Has no objections, Mr. Field, to gentlemen being broughe,
but wishes it were at earlier hours, the lodgers complaining of ill-conwenience.
Inspector Field is polite and soothing—knows his woman and the sex. Deputy (a
girl in this case) shows the way up a heavy broad old staircase, kept very clean,
into elean moms where many sleepers are. and where painted panels of an older
time look drangely on the truckle beds. The sight of whitewash and the smell
of soap—two things we seem by this time to have parted from in infancy —make
the old Farm House a phenomenon, and connect themselves with the so curiously
misplaced picture of the pretty mother and child long after we have left it,—long
after we hawe left, besides, the neighbouring mnook with something of a rustic
flavour in it yet, where once, beneath a low wooden colonnade still standing as of
yore, the eminent Jack Sheppard condescended to regale himself, and where, now,
two old bacheior brothers in broad hats (who are whispered in the Mint to have
made a compect long ago that if either should ever marry, he must forfeit his
share of the joint property) still keep a sequestered tavern, and sit o' nights
smoking pipes in the bar, among ancient bottles and glasses, as our eyes behold
them. :

How goes the night now? Saint George of Southwark answers with twelve
blows upon his b Parker, good night, for Williams is already waiting over in
the region of Ratcliffe Highway, to show the houses where the sailors datice,

I should like to know where Inspector Field was born. In Rateliffe Highway,
I would have answered with confidence, but for his being equally at home where-
€Yer we go. e does not trouble his head as I do, about the river at night.
4z does not care for its creeping, black and silent, on .our right there, rusﬁing
through sluice gates, lapping at piles and posts and iron rings, hiding strange
things in its mud, running away with suicides and accidentally drowned bodies
faster than midnight funeral should, and acquiring such various experience hetween
s eradle and its grave. It has no mystery for zim. Is there not the Thames
Police !

Accordingly, Williams leads the way. We are a little late, for some of the
houses are already closing. No matter. You show us plenty. All the landlords
know Inspector Field. All pass him, freely and good-humouredly, wheresoever he
wants to go. So thoroughly are all these houses open to him and our local guide,
that, granting that sailors must be entertained in their own way—as I suppose they
must, and have a right to be—I hardly know how such places could be better
regulated, Not that I call the company very select, or the dancing very graceful
—even so graceful as that of the German Sugar Bakers, whose assembly, by the
Minories, we stopped to visit—but there is watchful maintenance of order in every
house, and swift expulsion where need is. Even in the midst of drunkenness, both
o the lethargic kind and the lively, there is sharp landlord supervision, and
pockets are in less peril than out of doors. These houses show, singularly, how
much of the picturesque and romantic there truly is in the sailor, requiring to be
especially addressed. ~ All the songs (sung in a hailstorm of halfpence, which are
pitchied at the singer without the least tenderness for the time or tune—mostly from
great rolls of copper carried for the purpose—and which he occasionally dodges like
shot as they fly near his head) are of the sentimental sea sort. All the rooms are
decorated with nautical subjects. Wrecks, engagements, ships on fire, ships pass-
ing lighthouses on iron-bound coasts, ships blowing up, ships going down, ships
running ashore, men lying out upon the main yard in a gale of wind, sailors and
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ships i evet;y variety of peril, conslitute the illustrations of fact. Nothing can be
done in the fanciful way, without a thumping boy upon a sealy dolphin.

How goes the night now? Past one. Black and Green are waiting in White-
chapel to unveil the mysteries of Wentworth Street, Williams, the bestof friends
must part.  Adien !

Are not Black and Green ready at the appointed place? (O yes! They glide
out of shadow as'we stop. Imperturbable Black opens the cab-door; Impertur-
bable Green takes a mental note of the driver, Both Green and Black then open,
each his flaming eye, and marshal us the way that we are going.

‘The lodging-house we want, is hidden in a maze of streets and courts. Itis
fast shut. We knock at the door, and stand hushed looking up for a light at one
or other of the begrimed old lattice windows in its ugly fronf, when mother con-
stable comes up—supposes that we want ““ to see the school” Detective Sergeant
meanwhile has got over a rail, opened a gate, dropped down an drea; overcome some
other little obstacles, and tapped at a window, Now returns. The landlord will
send a deputy immediately.

Deputyis heard to stumble out of bed. Deputy lights a candle, draws back a
bolt or twe, and appears at the door. Deputy is a shivering shirt znd trousers by
110 means clean, a yawning face, a shock head much econfused extemally and inters
‘nally. We want to look for some one.  You may go up with the light, and take
“em all, if you like, says Deputy, resigning it, and sitting down upena bench in the
Kitchen with his ten fingers sleepily twisting in his hair.

Halloa here ! Now then! Show yourselves, That'll do. It'smot'yeu. Don't
disturb yourself any more! So on, throngh a labyrinth of airless rooms, each man
responding, like a wild beast, to the keeper who has tamed him, and who goes
into his cage. 'What, you haven’t found him, then ? says Deputy, when we came
down, A woman mysteriously sitting up all night ia the dark by the smouldering
ashes of the kitchen fire, says it's only tramps and cadgershere; it's gonophs over
the way. A man, mysteriously walking about the kitchen all night in the dark,
bids her hold her tonigne. We come out. Deputy fastens the door and goes to
bed again.

Black and Green, you know Bark, lodging-house keeper and. receiver of stelen
goods ?—O yes, Inspector Field.—Go to Bark’s next.

Bark sleeps in an inner wooden hutch, near his street-door.  As we parley on
the step with Bark’s Deputy, Bark growls in his bed. We enter, and Bark flies
oit of bed. Bark is a red villain and a wrathful, with a sanguine throat that looks
very much as if it were expressly made for hanging, as he stretches'it out, in pale
defiance, over the half-door of his hutch. Bark's parts of speech are of an awful
sort—principally adjectives, I won’t, says Bark, have no adjective police and
adjective strangers in my adjective premises ! I won't, by adjective and substan-
tive! Give me my trousers, and T'll send the whole adjective police to adjeetive
and substantive ! Give me, says Bark, my adjective trousers! Tl put an adjec-
tive knife in the whole bileing of 'em. TIl punch their adjective heads. T'llrip
up their adjective substantives, Give me my adjective trousexs ! says Bark, and
Ill spile the bileing of 'em !

Now, Bark, what’s the use of this? Here’s Black and Green, Detective Ser-
geant, and Inspector Field. You know we will come in.—I know you won't |
says Bark. Somebody give me my adjective trousers | Bark’s trousers seem diffi»
cult to find. He calls for them as Hercules might for his club. Give me my
adjective trousers ! says Bark, and I'll spile the bileing of ‘em.

Inspector Field holds that it's all one whether Bark likes the visit or don’t like
it. He, Inspector Field, is an Inspector of the Detective Police, Detective Ser-
geant z5 Detective Sergeant; Black and Green are constables in uniform. Don't
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you be 2 fool, Bark, or you know'it will be: the worse for you,—1 do't care, says
Bark. Give me my adjective trousers !

At two o'clock in the moming, we descend into Bark’s low kitchen, leaving
Bark to foam at the mouth above, and Imperturbable Black and Green to look at
him. IBa.rk’s kitchen is crammed full of thieves, holding a conversazione there by
lamp-light, It is by far the most dangerous assembly we have seen yet. Stimu-
lated by the ravings of Bark, above, their looks are sullen, but not a man speaks:
We ascend again.  Bark has got his trousers, and is in a state of madness in the
passage with his back against a door that shuts off the upper staircase, 'We observe
i other respects, a ferocious individuality in Bark. Instead of * Stop THies 1"
-on his linen, he prints ** SToLEN FrOM Bark's 17

Now Bark, we are going upstairs !—No, you ain’t '—You refuse admission to
the Palice, do you, Bark —VYes, Ido! 1 refuse it to all the adjective police, and
to al,l the adjective substantives. If the adjective coves in the kitchen was men,
they'd come up now, and do for you ! Shuf me that there door! says Bark, and
suddenly we are enclosed in the passage. They'd come up and do for yon "cries
Bark, and waits, Not a sound in the kitchen !~ They'd come up and do for you' !
cties Bark again, and waits. Not a sound in the kitchen! We are shut up, half-
a-dozen of us, in Bark’s house in the innermost recesses of the worst part of London,
it the dead of the night—the house is crammed with notorions robbers and ruffians
—and not a man stits. No, Bark. They know the weight of the law, and they know
Inspector Field and Co. too well,

We leave bully Bark to subside at leisure out of his passion and his trousers
and, I dare say, to be inconveniently reminded of this little brush before Jongz
Black and Green do ordinary duty here, and look serious.

As to White, who waits on Holborn Hill to show the courts thaf are eaten ot
of Rotten Gray's Inn Lane, where other lodging-houses are, and where (in one
blind alley) the Thieves’ Kitchen and Seminary for the teaching of the art to chil-
dren, is, the night has so worn away, being now

almost at odds with morning, which is which,

that they are quiet, and no light shines through the chinks in the shutters, As
nndlstmctw!e Death will come here, one day, sleep comes now, The wicked cease
from troubling sometimes, even in this life,
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A vERY dark night it was, and bitter cold ; the east wind blowing Meak,qanrl
bringing with it stinging particles from marsh, and moor, and fen—from the Great
Desert and Old Egypt, may be. Some of the component patts of the sharp-edge_d
vapour that came flying up the Thames at London might be mummx-dust, dry
atoms from the Temple at Jerusalem, camels’ foot-prints, crocodiles’ hatching
places, loosened grains of expression from the visages of blunt-nosed sphynxes,
waifs and strays from caravans of turbaned merchants, vegetation from jungles,
frozen snow from the Himalayas, O It was very very dark upon the Thames,
and it was bitter bitter cold. ! o -

 And yet,” said the voice within the great pea-coat at my side, *“you'll have
seen 4 good many rivers too, I dare say ?” i : o

“Fraly,” said I, “when I come to think of it, not a few. From the Niagara,
dowmward to the mountain rivers of Italy, which are like the national spirit—very
tame, or chafing suddenly and bursting bounds, only to dwindle away again, The
Maoselle, and the Rhine, and the Rhone ; and the Seine, and the Saone; and the
8t Lawrence, Mississippi, and Ohio ; and the Tiber, the Po, and the Arno; and
the——" .

Peacoat conghing as if he had had enough of that, 1 said no more, I could have
carried the catalogue on to a teasing length, though, if T had beenin the cruel
mind,

& And after all,” said he, *‘this looks so dismal?” =3

650 awful,” I returned, “at night. The Seine at Paris is very gloomy too, at
such a time, and is probably the scene of far more crime and greater wickedness ;
Bt this river looks so broad and vast, so murky and silent, seems such an image
of death in the midst of the great city's life, that—" /

That Peacoat conghed again, He could nof stand my holding forth,

Wi were in a four-oared Thames Police Galley, lying on our oars in the deep
shadow of Southwark Bridge—under the corner arch on the Strrey side—having
come down with the tide from Vauxhall. We were fain to bold on pretty tight,
though close in shore, for the river was swollen and the fide runming down very
strong.  We were watching certain water-rats of human growth, and lay in the
deep shade as quiet as mice; our Light hidden and our scraps of conversation
carried on in whispers, Above us, the massive iron girders of the arch were
faintly visible, and below us its ponderous shadow seemed to sink down to the
bottom of the stream. e

We had been lying here some half an hour. With our backs to the v.i"md, it 1s
true : but the wind being in a determined temper blew straight through us, ‘and
weotld not take the trouble to go round, I would have boarded a fireship to. get
into action, and mildly suggested as much to my friend Pea. ] ¢ :

“No doubt,” says he as patiently as possible ; “ but shore-going tactics wouldn’t
dowith us.  River thieves can always get rid of stolen property in a moment by
dropping it overboard. We want to take them itk the property, so we lurk
about and come out upon "em sharp. If they see us or hear us, oyer it goes.

Pea’s wisdom being indisputable, there was nothing for it but to sit there and
be blown through, for apother half hour. The yater-rats thinking it wise t9
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abscond at the end of that time without commission of felony, we shot out, disap-
pointed, with the tide.

¢ Grim they look, don’t they? " said Pea, seeing me glance over my shoulder at
the lights upon the bridge, and downward at their long erooked reflections in the
river,

“ Very,” said T, ““and make one think with a shudder of Suicides, ‘What a
night for a dreadful leap from that parapet !”

** Aye, but Waterloo's the favourite bridge for making holes in the water from,”
returned Pea.  “ By the bye—avast pulling, lads | —would you like to speak to
Waterloo on the subject ?”

My face confessing a surprised desire to have some friendly conversation with
Waterloo Bridge, and my friend Pea being the most obliging of men, we put
about, pulled out of the force of the stream, and in place of going at great speed
with the tide, began to strive against it, close in shore again. Every colour but
black seemed to have departed from the world, The air was black, the water was
black, the barges and hulks were black, the piles were black, the buildings were
black, the shadows were only a deeper shade of black upon a black ground. Here
and there, a coal fire in an iron cresset blazed upon a wharf ; but, one knew that
it too had been black a little while age, and would be black again soon. Uncom-
fortable rushes of water suggestive of gurgling and drowning, ghostly raftlings of
iron chains, dismal clankings of discordant engines, formed the music that accomi-
panied the dip of our oars and their rattling in'the rollocks. Even the noises had
a black sound to me—as the trumpet sounded red to the blind man.

Our dexterous boat’s crew made nothing of the tide, and pulled us gallantly up
to Waterloo Bridge. Here Pea and I disembarked, passed under, the black stone
archway, and climbed the steep stone steps. Within a few feet of their summit,
Pea presented me to Waterloo (or ‘an eminent toll-taker representing that
strueture), muffled up ‘to the eyes in a thick shawl, and amply great-coated and
fur-capped.

Waterloo received us with cordiality, and onserved of the night that it was “‘a
Searcher.” He had been originally called the Strand Bridge, he informed us, but
had received his present name at the suggestion of the proprietors, when Parlia-
ment had resolved to vote three hundred thousand pound for the erection of a
monument in honor of the victory. Parliament took the hint (said Waterloo, with
the least flayour of misanthropy) and saved the money. Of course the late Duke of
Wellington was the first passenger, and of course he paid his penny, and of conrse
a noble lord preserved it evermore. The treadle and index at the toll-house (a
most ingenious contrivance for rendering fraud impossible), were invented by Mr,
Lethbridge, then property-man at Drury Lane Theatre.

Was it suicide, we wanted to know about? said Waterloo. Ha! Well, he had
seen a good deal of that work, he did assure us. He had prevented some. Why,
ohe day a woman, poorish looking, came in between the hatch, slapped down a
penny, and wanted to go on without the change ! Waterloo suspected this, and
says to his mate, ** give an eye to the gate,” and bolted after her, She had got to
the third seat between the piers, and was on the parapet just a going over, when
he canght her and gave her in charge. At the police office next morning, she
said if was along of trouble and a bad husband,

“Tikely enough,” observed Waterloo to Pea and myself, as he adjusted his chin
in his shawl. *“There’s a deal of trouble about, you see—and bad hushands too |

Another time, a young woman at twelve o’clock in the open day, got through,
darted ‘along ; and, before Waterloo could come mear her, jumped upon the
parapet, and shot herself over sideways, Alarm given, watermen put off, Tucky
escape,—Clothes buoyed her up, ;
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**This is where it i5," said Waterloo. “If people jump off straight forwards
from the middle of the parapet of the bays of the bridge, they are seldom killed by
drowning, but are smashed, poor things ; that's what Zkey ave ; they dash them-
selves upon the buttress of the bridge. ‘But you jump off,” said Waterloo to me,
putting his forefinger in a button-hole of my great coat; **vou jump off from the
side of the bay, and you'll tumble, true, into the stream under the arch. What you
have got to do, is to mind how you jump in! There was poor Tom Stecle from
Dublin. Didn't dive! Bless you, didn't dive at all! Fell down so flat into the
water, that he broke his breast-bone, and lived two days !

I asked Waterloo if there were a favorite side of his bridge for this dreadful
purpose? He reflected, and thonght yes, there was, He thould say the Surrey
side.

Three decent locking men went throtigh one day, soberly and quietly, and wenf
on abreast for about a dozen yards: when the middle one, he sung out, all of a
sudden, “Iere goes, Jack !” and was over in a minute.

Body found? Well. Waterloo didn't rightly recollect about that, They were
compositors, ey were

He considered it astonishing how quick people were! Why, there was a cab
came up one Boxing-night, with a’young woman in it, who looked, according to
‘Waterloo’s opinion of her, a little the worse for liquor ; very handsome she was
too—very handsome. She stopped the cab at the gate, and said she’'d pay the
cabman then, which she did, though there was a little hankering about the fare,
because at first she didn’t seem quite to know where she wanted o' be drove to
However, she paid the man, and the toll too, and looking Waterlgo in the face
(he thonght she knew him, don’t you see !) said, ** I'll finish it somehow 1" Well,
the cab went off, leaving Waterloo a little doubtful in his mind, and while it was
going on at fall speed the young woman jumped out, never fell, hardly staggered,
Tan along the bridge pavement a little way, passing several people, and jumped
over from the second opening. At the inquest it was giv’ in evidence that she
had been quarrelling at the Hero of Waterloo, and it ‘was bronght in jealousy.
{One of the results of Waterloo's experience was, that there was a deal of jealousy
about. )

“Do we ever get madmen ?” said Waterloo, in answer to an inquiry of mine.
“Well, we do get madmen. Ves, we have had one or two; escaped from
'Sylums, T suppose. One hadn’t a halfpenny ; and because I wouldn't let him
throngh, he went back a little way, stooped down, took a run, and butted af the
hatch like a ram, He smashed his hat rarely, but his head didn’t seem no
Worse—in my opinion on account of his being wrong .in it afore. Sometimes
people haven't got a halfpenny. If they are really tired and poor we give 'em one
and let ’em through. - Other people will leave things—pocket-handkerchiefs
mostly. I fawetaken cravats and gloves, pocket-knives, tooth-picks, studs, shirt-
pins, rings (generally from young gents, early in the morning), but handkerchiefs
is the general thing.”

* Regular customers?” said Waterloo. ““Lord, yes! We have regular cus-
tomers, One, such a worn-out used-up old file as you can scarcely picter; comes
from the Surrey side as regular as ten o'clock at night comes ; and goes over, I
think, to some flash house on the Middlesex side. He comes back, he does, as
reg’lar as the clock strikes three in the morning, and then can hardly drag one of
his old legs after the other., He always turns down the water-stairs, comes up
again, and then goes on down the Waterloo Road. He always does the same
thing, and never varies a minute, Does it every night—even Sundays.”

I'asked Waterloo if he had given his mind to the possibility of this particular
customer going down the water-stairs at three o'clock some morning, and never
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coming wp agam? He dido’t think #af of him, he replied, Tn fact, it was
Waterloo's. opinion, foutided on his observation of that file, that he know'd 2
trick worth two of it.

** There's another queer old customer,” said Waterloo, “ comes over, as punctual
as the almanack, at eleven o’clock on the sixth of Jannary, at eleven o'elock on
the fifth of April, at eleven o'clock ‘on the sixth of July, at eleven o'clock onithe
tenth of October.  Drives 4 shaggy little, rough pony, in a sort of a rattle-trap
arm-chair sort of a thing. White hair he has, and white whiskers, and muffles
litmself up with all mauner of shawls. He comes back again the same afternoon,
and we never see more of him for three months. He is a captain in the navy—
retired —wery old —wery odd—and served with Lord Nelson. He is particular
about drawing his pension at Somerset House afore the clock strikes twelve every
_Aipmrter. I/ave heerd say that he thinks it wouldn’t be according-to the Act of
Parliament; if he didn’t draw it afore twelve.”

Havmmg related these anecdotes in a natural manner, which was the best war-
ranty in the world for their genuine nature, our friend Waterloo was sinking deep
into his shawl again, as having exhausted his communicative powers and taken in
endugh east wind, when my other friend Pea ina moment brought him to the
suirface by asking whether he had not been occasionally the subject of assault and
battery in the execution of his duty? Waterloo recovering his spirits, instantly
dashed into a new branch of his subject. We learnt how  hoth these teath "—
here lie pointed to the places where two front teeth were not—iwere knocked out
by an ugly customer who one night made a dash at him (Waterloo) while his (the
ugly customer’s) pal and coadjutor made a dash at the toll-taking apron where the
money-pockets were ; how Waterloo, letting the teeth go (to Blazes, he observed
Hdefinitely), grappled with the apron-seizer, permitting the ugly one to run away;
aiid how he saved the bank, and captured his man, and consigned him to fine and
imprisonment. Also how, on another night, ““a Cove™ laid hold of Waterlao,
then presiding at the horse gate of his bridge, and threw him unceremoniously over
Iis knce, having first cut his head open with his whip. How Waterlao ‘oot
right,™ and started after the Cove all down the Waterloo Road, through Stamford
Street, and round to the foot of Blackfriars Bridge, where the Cove * cut into -4
publie-house. How Waterloo cut in too; but how an aider and abettor of the
Cove's, who happened to ‘be takitg a promiscuous drain at the bar, stopped
Waterloo ; and the Cove cut out again, ran across the road down Holland Street,
and where not, and into a beer-shop. How Waterloo breaking away from his
detainer was close upon the Cove’s heels, attended by no end of people yho,
seemg him tunning with the blood streaming down his face, thonght something
worse was ““up,” and roared Fire! and Murder ! on the' hopeful chance of the
matter in hand being one or both.  How the Cove was ignominiously taken, in a
shied where he had run to hide, and how at the Police Coutt they at first wanted
10 make a sessions job of it ; but eventually Waterloo was allowed to be spoke
10, and the Cove made it square with Waterloo by paying his doctor's bill (W.
was laid up for a week) and giving him * Three, ten.”” Likewise we leamt
what we had fintly suspected before, that your sporting amateur on the Derby
day, albeit a captain, can be—“if he be,” as Captain Bobadil observes, ** so
generously minded "—anything but a man of honer and a gentleman ; not suffi-
ciently grafifying his nice sense of humor by the witty scattering of flour and
totten egas on obtuse civilians, but requiring the further excitement of * bilking
the toll,” and ¢ pitching into” Waterloo, and ** cutting him ahout the hedd with
his wiip;” finally being, when called upon to answer for the assaulf; what
Waterloo described as * Minus,” or, as T humbly conceived it, not to be found,
Likewise did Waterloo inform s, inreply tomy inquiries, admiringly and deferens
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tially preferred through my friend Pea, that the takings at the Bridge had more
than doubled in amount, since the reduction of the toll one half. And being
asked if the aforesaid takings included much had money, Waterloo responded,
with a look far deeper than the deepest part of the river, e should think not !—
and so retired into his shawl for the rest of the night.

Then did Pea and I once more embark in our four-cared galley, and glide swiftly
down the river with the tide. And while the shrewd East rasped and notched us,
as with jagged razors, did my friend Pea impart to me confidences of interest
relating to the Thames Police ; we betweenwhiles finding *“duty boats ™ hanging
in dark corners under banks, like weeds—our own was a ‘“supervision beat™—
and they, as they reported “all right ! * flashing their hidden light on us, and we
flashing ours on them. These duty boats had one sitter in each : an Inspeetor:
and were rowed *‘ Ran-dan,” which—for the information of those who never gra-
dunted, as I was once proud to do, under a fireman-waterman and winnerof
Kean's Prize Wherry : who, in the course of his tuition, took hundreds of gallons
of rum and egg (at my expense) at the various houses of note above and below
bridge ; not by any means because he liked it, but to cure a weakness in his liver,
for which the faculty had particularly recommended it—may be explained as rowed
by three men, two pulling an oar each, and one a pair of sculls,

Thus, floating down our black highway, sullenly frowned upon by the knitted
brows of Blackfriars, Southwark, and London, each in his lowering turn, I was
shown by my friend Pea that there are, in the Thames Police Force, whose dis-
trict extends from Battersea to Barking Creek, ninety-eight men, eight duty boats,
and two supervision boats ; and that these go about so silently, and lie in wait in
such dark places, and so seem to be nowhere, and so may be anywhere, that they
have gradnally become a police of prevention, keeping the river almost clear of
any great crimes, even while the increased vigilance on shore has made it much
harder than of yore to live by *“thieving " in the streets. And as to the various
kinds of water thieves, said my friend Pea, there were the Tier-rangers, who
silently dropped alongside the tiers of shipping in the Pool, by night, and who,
going to the companion-head, listened for two snores—snore number one, the
skipper's ; snore number two, the mate’s—mates and skippers always snoring great
sins, and being dead sure to be hard at it if they had turned in and were asleep.
Hearing the double fire, down went the Rangers-into the skippers’ cabins; groped
for the skippers’ inexpressibles, which it was the custom of these gentlemen to
shake off, watch, money, braces, boots, and all together, on the foor; and there-
with made off as silently as might be, Then there were the Lumpers, or labourers
employed to unload vessels. They wore loose canvas jackets with a broad hem in
the bottom, turned inside, so as to form a large circular pocket in which they
conld conceal, like clowns in pantomimes, packages of surprising sizes, A great
deal of property was stolen in this manner (Pea confided to me) from steamers;
first, because steamers carry a larger number of small packages than other ships ;
next, because of the extreme rapidity with which they are obliged to be unladen
for their return vogages. The Lumpers dispose of their booty easily to marine
store dealers; and the only remedy to be suggested is that marine store shops
should be licensed, and thus brought under the eye of the police as rigidly as
public-honses. Lumpers also smuggle goods ashore for the crews of vessels. The
smuggling of tobacco is so considerable, that it is well worth the while of the
sellers of smuggled tobacco to use hydraulic presses, to squeeze asingle pound
into a package small enough to be contained in an ordinary pocket. Next, said
my friend Pea, there were the Truckers—less thieves than smugglers; whose business
it was to land more considerable parcels of goods than the Lumpers could manage.
They sometimes sold articles of grocery and so forth, to the crews, in order to
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cloak their real calling, and get aboard without suspicion. Many of them had
boats of their own, and made money. Besides these, there were the Dredgermen,
who, under pretence of dredging up coals and such like from the bottom of the
river, hung about barges and other undecked craft, and when they saw an oppor-
tunity, threw any property they could lay their bands on overboard : in order slyly
to dredge it up when the vessel was gone. Sometimes, they dexterously used
their dredges to whip away anything that might lie within reach, Some of them
were mighty neat at this, and the accomplishment was called dry dredging. Then,
there was a vast deal of property, such as copper mails, sheathing, hardwood, &,
habitually brought away by shipwrights and other workmén from their employers’
vards, and disposed of to marine store dealers, many of whom escaped detection
through hard swearing, and their extraordinary artful w of accounting for the
possession of stolen property. Likewise, there were special-pleading practitioners,
for whom barges *“drifted away of their own selves ”—they having no hand in it,
except first cutting them loose, and afterwards plundering them—innocents, mean-
ing no harm, who had the misfortune to observe those foundlings wandering about
the Thames.

We were now going in and out, with little noise and great nicety, among the
tiers of shipping, whose many hulls, lying close together, rose out of the water
like black streets. Here and there, a Scotch, an Irish, or a foreign steamer,

~getting up her steam as the tide made, looked, with her great chimney and high
g g ) 4

sides, like a quiet factory among the common buildings. Now, the streets opened
into clearer spaces, now contracted into alleys ; but the tiers were so like houses,
in‘the dark, that I could almost have believed myself in the narrower bye-ways of
Venice. Everything was wonderfully still ; for, it wanted full three hours of flood,
and nothing seemed awake but a dog here and there,

S0 we took no Tier-rangers captive, nor any Lumpers, nor Truckers, nor Dred-
germen, mor other evil-disposed person or persons ; but went ashore at Wapping,
where the old Thames Police office is now a station-house, and where the old
Court, with its cabin windows looking on the river, is int charge room : with
nothing worse in it usually than a stuffed cat in a glass case, and a portrait, plea-
sant to behold, of a rare old Thames Police officer, Mr. Superintendent Evans,
now sicceeded by his son. We looked over the charge books, admirably kept,
and found the prevention so good that there were not five hundred entries (includ-
ing drunken and disorderly) in a whole year. Then, we looked into the store-
room ; where there was anoakum smell, and a nautical seasoning of dreadnought
clothing, rope yarn, hoat hooks, sculls and oars, spare stretchers, rudders, pistols,
cutlasses, and the like. Then, into the cell, aired high up in the wooden wall
through an opening like a kitchen plate-rack : wherein there was a drunken man,
not at all warm, and very wishful to know if it were morning yet. Then, into a
better sort of watch and ward room, where there was a squadron of stone bottles
drawn up, ready to be filled with hot water and applied to any unfortunate creatire
whe might be brought in apparently drowned. Finally, we shook hands with onr
worthy friend Pea, and ran all the way to Tower Hill, under strong Police sus<
picion occasionally, before we got warm,




A WALK IN A WORKHOUSE.
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ON 2 certain Sunday, T formed one of the congregation assembled in the chapel
of a large metropolitan Workhouse. 'With the exception of the clergyman and
cletk, and a very few officials, there were none but paupers present. The children
sat in the galleries ; the women in the body of the chapel, and in one of the side
aisles; the men in the remaining aisle. The service was: decorously performed,
though the sermon might have been much better adapted to the comprehension
and to the circumstances of the hearers. The usual supplications wete offered,
with more than the usual significancy in such a place; for the fatherless children
and widows, for all sick persons and young children, for all that were desolate and
oppressed, for the comforting and helping of the weak-hearted, for the raising-up
of them that had fallen ; for all that were in danger, necessity, and tribulation,
The prayers of the congregation were desired “ for several persons in the various

wards dangerously ill ;" and others who were récovering returned their thanks to”

Heaven. :

Among this congregation, were some evil-looking young wormen, and beetle-
browed young men; but not many—perhaps that kind of characters kept away.
Generally, the faces (those of the children excepted) were depressed and subdued,
and wanted colour. Aged people were there, in every variety. Mumbling, blear-
eyed, spectacled, stupid, deaf, lame ; vacantly winking in (he gleams of sun that
now and then crept in through the open doors, from the paved yard ; shading their
listening ears, or blinking eyes, with their withered hands poring. over their
books, leering at nothing, going to sleep, crouching and drooping 'in corners.
There were weird old women, all skeleton within, all bonnet and cloak witheut,
continually wiping their eyes with dirty dusters of pocket handkerchiefs; and there
were uply old crones, both male and female, with a ghastly kind of contentmient
upon them which was not at all comforting to see, Upon the whole, it was the
dragon, Pauperism, in a very weak and impotent condition ; toothless, fangless,
drawing his breath heavily enough, and hardly worth chaining up.

Whien the service was over, I walked with the humane and conscientions gentle-
man whose duty it was to take that walk, that Sunday morning, through the little
wotld of poverty enclosed within ‘the workliouse walls, It 'was inhabited bya
population of some fifteen hundred or two thousand paupers, ranging from the
infant newly born or not yet come into the pauper world, to the old man dying on
his bed.

In a room opening from a squalid yard, where a numberof listless wonien were
lounging to and fro, trying to get warm in the ineffectual sunshine of the tardy
May morning—in the *“Itch Ward,” not to compromise the truth—a woman such
as HOGARTH has often drawn, was hurriedly getting on her gown before a dusty
fire. She was the nurse, or wardswoman, of that insalubrious department—her-
self a pauper—flabby, raw-boned, untidy—unpromising and coarse of aspect as
need be. But, on being spoken to about the patients whom she had in charge,
she turned round, with her shabby gown half on, half off, and fell a crying with all
hermight. Not for show, not queralously, not in any mawkish sentiment, but in
the deep grief and affliction of her heart ; tuming away her dishevelled head :
sobbing most bitterly, wringing her hands, and letting fall abundance of great
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tears, that choked ler ulterance. WWhat was the matter with the tiurse of the iteli-
ward? Oh, “ihe dropped child” was dead{ Oh, the child that was found in
the street, and she had brought up ever since, had died an hour ago, and see where
the little creature lay, beneath thiseloth! The dear, the pretty dear |

The dropped child seemed too small and poor a thing for Death to be in earnast
with, but Death had taken it ; and already 1ts diminutive form was neatly washed,
composed, and stretched as if in sleep upona box. I thought I heard 2 voice from
Heaven saying, It shall be well for thee, O nurse of the itch-ward, when some less
gentle pauper does those offices to thy cold form, that such as the dropped child
are the angels who behold my Father's face !

In another room, were several ugly old women erouching, witch-like, round a
hearth, and chattering and nodding, after the manner of the monkeys, ““All well
hiere? “ And enongh to eat?” A general chattering and chuckling ; at last an
aniswer from a volunteer. “Oh yes gentleman! Bless you gentleman! Lord
Dless the Parish of St. So-and-So ! It feed the hungry, sir, and give drink to'the
thusty, and it warm them which is cold, so it do, and good luck to the parish of
St So-and-So, and thankee gentleman !”  Elsewhere, a party of pauper nurses
were at dimmer.  ““THow do you get on?” ““Oh pretty well, sir! We works
hard, and we Tives hard—like the sodgers!”

In‘another room, a kind of purgatory or place of transition, six ot eight noisy
madwomen were gathered together, under the superintendence of ane sane
attendant, Among them was a girl of two or three-and-twenty, very prettily
dressed, of most respectable appearance, and good manners, who had been brought
il from the house where she had lived as domestic servant (having, I suppose, no
fiiiends), on account of being subject fo epileptic fits, and requiring to be removed
under the influence of 2 very bad one.  She was by no means of the same stuff, or
the same breeding, or the same experience, or in the same state of mind, as those
by whom she was surrounded ; and she pathetically complained that the daily
association and the'nightly noise made her worse, and was driving her mad—which
was neriectly evident.  The case was noted for inquiry and redress, but she said
shic had aiready been there for some weeks.

TE this girl had stolen her mistress’s watch, 1 do not hesitate to say she wonld
have been infinitely better off.  We have come fo this absurd, this dangerous, this
monstrous pass, that the dishonest felon is, in respect of cleanliness, order, diet,
and accommodation, better provided for, and taken care of, than the honest
pauper,

And this conveys no special imputation on the workhouse of the parish of St.
Sg:and-So, where, on the contrary, I saw many things to commend. It was very
agreeable, recollecting that most infamous and atrocious enormity committed at
Tooting—an enormity which, a hundred years hence, will still be vividly remem-
bered ‘in the bye-ways of English life, and which has done more to engender a
gloomy discontent and suspicion among many thousandsof the people than all the
Chartist leaders could have done in all their lives—to find the pauper children in
this workhouse looking robust and well, and apparently the objects of very great
cate. ‘In the Infant School—a large, light, airy room at the top of the building—
the little creatures, being at dinner, and eating their potatoes heartily, were not
cowed by the presence of strange visitors, but stretched out their small hands to be
shaken, with a very pleasant confidence. And it was comfortable to see two
mangey pauper rockmg-horses rampant in a corner,  In the gitls” school, where the
dimner was also in progress, everything bore a cheerful and healthy aspect.  The
meal was aver, in the boys' schoul, by the time of our arrival there, and the. room
vas mot yet quite re-arranged ; but the boys were roaming unrestrained about a
large and airy yard, 1s any other schoolboys might have done. Some of them had
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leen drawing Targe ships upon the school-room wall 3 and if they had a mast witlt
shrouds and stays set up for practice (as they have in the Middlesex House of
Correction); it would be so much the better. At present, if a boy should feel a
strong impulse upon him to learn the art of going aloft, he could only gratify it 1
presume, as the men and women paupers grafify their aspirations after better board
and lodging, by smashing as many workhouse windows as possible, and being
promoted to prison.

In one place, the Newgate of the Workhouse, a company of boys and youths
swere locked up in a yard alone ; their day-room being a kind of kennel where the
casual poor used formerly to be littered down at night. Divers of them had been
there some long time. ** Are they never going away ? " was the natural inquiry.
% Most of them are crippled, in some form or other,” said the Wardsman, “and
not fit for anything.” They shink about, like dispirited wolves or hysnas ; and
made a pounce at their food when it was served out, much as those animals do.
Thie big-headed idiot shuffling his feet along the pavement, in the sunlight outside,
was a more agreeable object everyway.

Groves of Dabies in arms ; groves of mothers and other sick ‘women in bed 3
groyes of lunatics ; jungles of men in stone-paved down-stairs day-rooms, walting
tor their dinners ; longer and longer groves of old people, in upstairs Infirmary
wards, wearing out life, God knows how—this was the scenery throngh which the
walk lay, for two hours. In some of these latter chambers, there were pictures
stuck against the wall, and a neat display of crockery and pewter on.a kind of
sideboard ; now and then it was a treat fo see a plant or two ; in almost every
ward there was a cat.

In all of these Long Walks of aged and infirm, some old people were bedridden,
and had been for a long time; some were sitting on their beds half-naked ; sonme
dying in their beds; some out of bed, and sitting at a table near the fire. A
sullen or lethargic ‘indifference to what was asked, a blunted sensibility to every-
thing but warmth and food, a moody absence of complaint as being of no use, a
dogped silence and resentful desire to be left alone again, I thought were generally
apparent. On our walking into the midst of one of these dreary perspectives of
old men, nearly the following little dialogue took place, the nurse not being imme-
diately at hand :

s A1l well here 7"

Noanswer, An old man in a Scotch capsitting among others on a form at the
table, eating out of a tin porringer, pushes back his cap a little to look at us, claps
it down on his forehead again with the palm of his hand, and goes on eating.

i Al well here 77 (repeated.)

No answer. Another old man sitting on his bed, paralytically peeling 2 boiled

otato, lifts his head and stares.

& Enongh to eat?”

No answer. Another old man, in bed, tums himself and coughs.

“ Flow are you to-day 77 To the last old man.

That old man says nothing ; but another old man; a tall old man of very good
address, speaking with perfect correctness, comes forward from somewhere, and
volunteers an answer. The reply almost always proceeds from a volunteer, and
not from the person looked at or spoken to.

& We are very old, sir,” in a mild, distinct voice, “t We can't expect to Le
well, most of us.”

& Ave you comfortable ?”

<] have no complaint to make, siv.” With a half shake of his head. a balf
shrug of his shoulders, and a kind of apologetic smile,

#Enongh toeat?"
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Why, sir, 1 have but a poor appetite,” with the same air as before ; *and yet

1 g‘eLBr_hz'ough my allowance very easily.” ;
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ut,” showing a porringer with a Sunday di 1dtes s i i
ger S y dinner in it ; ** here is a pprtion
m%ft(())lﬁ and three potatoes.  You can't starve on that ? ; g
dear no, sir,” with the same apologetic ai By
s ame 2 etic air, ' Not starve.”

“What do you want?” A ;
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Ti“ e have very little bread, sir, It's an exceedingly small quantity of bread.”

'thw‘ PIurse_, }vho 15 now rubbing her hands at the questioner’s elbow, interferes
\\;11 s L_am & }nuch raly, sir.  You see they've only six ounces a day, and when
t EX‘ vetttlouk %l{elr brﬁa]kfzist, there can only be a little lef for night, sir.”

Another old man, hitherto invisible, rises out of his bed- Tothes, as out
S . 1-clothes, as out of a
“You have tea at might ?”' The questi is sti i
; he questioner is essing the well-spok
i 'y q still addressing the ‘well-spoken
:: }&eii sir, we have tea at night.”
l'l 0 ~ ¥ Qe ar , o H = 3

= E‘Jll_';:?tel what l?rcacl you can from the morning, to eat with it ?”

.- Yes, sir—if we can save any.

= And you want more to eat with it ?”

ThYes, sir,” With a very anxious face,

& questioner, in the kindness of his heart, appe i i
ks eart, appears a little discomposed, and

AT »

TI:V hat !ms be’come of the old man who used to lie in that bed in the corner 2"
" e {mme don’t remember what old man is referred to, There has been such a
2 a;;nge?n (é 1&1]@{1{ Thg gell-spok‘enBci]]d man is doubtful, The spectral old man who

ife in bed, says, *‘Billy Stevens.” Another old
¥ i ¢ 1S, d man who ha -

\lL:l‘lSﬁ‘y had his head in the fire-place, pipes out, i

4 Charley Walters.”

Something like a feeble interest is awak :

ing like st is awakened. e Char ‘alte

e lken ak I suppose Charley Walters had

EHL e e

He’s dead,” says the piping old man,

Another old man, wi ve screwed ur ST :
b an, with one eye screwed up, hastily displaces the piping old man;

:: Yes! Charley Walters died in that bed, and—and—"
s gjlly Stevens,” persists the spectral old man,
0, 10! and Joh Rogers died i
5 Byl s e very xtoningrytobim ;. e weak
: Loausl Bopyers Si& s very extraordinary to him ; ** he went ot 1”
With this he subsides, and all the old men (having had quite ::nough of it) sub-

Slde, and tlze SpECtl}li old man goes 15 grave aoain il fa
Bill g es into his [AVE § - 3
%4 g ! € again, ai takes the shade of

Aswi 5 : -

old m:: itlll:]ﬂ{%g@l out at the door, another previously invisible old man, a hoarse
annel gown, 15 standi sre, as if he had j ;

o g ,is standing there, as if he had just come up through the

“T beg your pardon, sir, 1

ardon, sir, could I take tl or saying a w
 Ves 5 What?is. o il I take the liberty of saying a word 1"
(14 I .
am greatly better in my health, sir; I :

ST Tl . my health, sir ; ut what I want, to get me quite
ound,” with his hand en his throat, “is a little fresh air, sir, :Il ha?al\\'uys (ilrmc

i o - e
soysi?crl?)};’;hm]l so much good, sir. The regular leave for going out, comes round
i 0, that if the gentlemen, next Friday, would give me leave to go out
‘Vi_lng, no;E and then—for only an hour or so, sir!—* 3
0. could wonder, i ough those weaty vi i
e e e
e 1 some other scenes, and assure himself that
! ning else on earth? Who could hel i
3 : g dl o ? ild help wondering why the old mer
d on as they did; what grasp they had on life; what cmgfnbs “of interest 3):’
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occupation they could pick up from its bave board ; whether Charley Walters had
ever described to them the days when he kept company with some old pauper
woman in the bud, or Billy Stevens ever told them of the time when he was a
dweller in the far-off foreignland called Home!

The morsel of burnt child, Iying in another room. so patiently, in bed, wrapped
in lint, and looking stedfastly at us with his bright quiet eyes when we spoke to
him kindly, looked as if the knowledge of these things, dnd of all the tender
things there are to think about, might have been in his mind—as if he thonght,
sith us, that there was a fellow-feeling in the pauper nurses which appeared to
make thiem more kind to their charges than the race of common nurses in the
hospitals—asif he mused npon the Future of some older children lying around
him in the same place, and thought it best, perhaps, all things considered, that he
should die—as i he knew, without fear, of those many coffins, made and unmade,
piled up in the store below—and of his unknown friend, “the dropped child,”
calm upon the box-lid covered with a cloth. But there was something wistful and
appealing, too, in his tiny face, as if, in the midst of all the hard necessities and

" jncongruities hie pondered on, he pleaded, in behalf of the helpless and the aged
poor, for 2 little more liberty—and a little more bread,

PRINCE BULL. A FAIRY TALE.

el

ONEE upon 4 time, and of course it was in the Golden Age, and I hope. you
may know when that was, for I'am sure T don’t, though I have tried hard to find
out, there lived in a rich and fertile country, a powerful Prince whose name was
Burr. He had gone through a great deal of fighting, in his time, about all sorts
of things, including nothing ; but, had gradually settled down 10 be & steady,
peaceable, good-natured, corpulent, rather sleepy Prince. .

This Puissant Prince was married to 2 lovely Princess whose name was Fair
Freedom. She had brought him a large fortune; and had borne him an immense
mumber of children, and had set them to spinning, and farming, and engineering,
andl soldiering, and sailoring, and doctoring, and lawyering, and preaching, and all
Linds of trades. The coffers of Prince Bull were full of treasure, his eellars-were
crammed with delicious wines from all parts of the world, the richest gold and
silver plate that ever was scen adorned his sideboards, his sons wete strong, his
daughters were handsome, and in short you might have supposed that if there ever
lived upon earth a fortunate and happy Prince, the name of that Prince, take him
for allin all, was assuredly Prince Bull.

But, appearances, as we all know, are not always to be trusted—far fromit ; and
if they had led you to this conclusion respecting Prince Bull, they would have led
you wrong as they often have led me.

Tor, this good Prince had two sharp thorns in his pillow, two hard knobsin his
crown, two heayy loads on his mind, two unbridled nightmares in his sleep, two
rocks ahead in his course.  He could not by any means get servants to suit him,
and he had a tyrannical old godmother, whose name was Tape.

She was a Fairy, this Tape, and was a bright red all over. She was disgustingly
prim and formal, and could never bend herself a hair's breadth this way or that
way, out of her naturally crooked shape. But, she was very potent in her wicked
art.  She could stop the fastest thing in the weorld, change the strongest thing into

Lape. 275
thc ‘ftc?ke“! 13{11;1 the most useful into the most useless, T do this she hiad only
al:\':l’i;:. zer cold hand upon it, and repeat her own name; Tape. Then it withered

At the Comrt of Privce Bull—at Teast T don’t mean literally at his court, becaus
he was a very genteel Prince, and readily yielded to his godn{other \\,.*hen‘ a.%}g
‘}!}}:nys !;CSETVﬁd that for his hereditary Lords and Ladies—in the dominions of

rince Bull, among the great mass of the community who were called in the lan-
guage of that polite country the Mobs and the Snobs, were a number of ver
ingenious men, who were always busy with some invention or other, for romotinj:
the prosperity of the Prince’s subjects, and augmenting the Prince’s )rm?‘t B lé.
whenever they stlbmilted their models for the Prince’s ﬂppr(;v;\i .hIis ;d'mc)tlu r
stepped forward, laid her hand upon them, and said “ Tape,” I',Icnce%t cam‘elfz
pass, that when any particularly good discovery was made, the discoverer usuall‘
c:.'irng}l.glt off IEI smrng_f)ther Prince, in foreign parts, who had no old gcdmolhe{"
who said Tape. This was not on the whole an advantageous state of thines f
Prince Bull, to the besp of my understanding, = ] e

The worst of it was, that Prince Bull had in course of years lapsed into such
state of s:ub]gctmn to this unlucky godmother, that he never made an e el
effart 1o vid himself of her tyranny. I have said this was the worst of il }l;u:;c[!;jm%b
I was wrong, because there s a worse consequence still, behind The Prin o
ntmerous family became so downright sick and tired of Tape ‘that when {i:fb
shauld have helped the Prince out of the difficulties into which that evil creat -
led hit, they fell into a dangerous habit of moodily keeping away from }1"1 i
En 1m[mssl:5e and indifferent manner, as though they had qubi’Le fm‘éatten th]-r:tl 1112
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t??;ﬁsei?rgs. happen o the Prince their father, without its inevitably affecting

Such was the aspect of affairs at the court of Prince Bull, when this eréat Prin
ffmn_d It necessary to go to war with Prince Bear. He had been forbsmne tin::
;'e;;_y dfoul;ltifu} 0_!' iu;i sel'v311t§, who, besides being indolent and addicted to enriching
h'H amilies at hrg, expense, domineered over him dreadfully ; threatening to di‘:
charge themselves if they were found the least fault with, pretending that 1i}:1e had
done a wonderful amount of work when they had done nothing making theymost
Unnieaning speeches that ever were heard in the Prince’s n;i;m nufléunifgrml
showing themselves to be very inefficient indeed. Though, that su:ue (;f them h: (\i
excellent characters from previous situations is not to ‘e denied. Well l’rirlﬁ‘
Bulll called his servants together, and said to them oneand all, ** Send outm 'u'n;l
agaimst Prince Bear,  Clothe it, arm it, feed it, provide it with all nececsarize‘: au)Ji
contingencies, and I will pay the piper! Do your duty by my brave troops,” & ?l
the Prince, ‘: and do it well, and I will pour my treasure out like wates Fo?dc?la"Ja(
L}ée liif]t Who 1:aver heard ME complain of money well laid out |7 Which indeeg
te nmnirgi:::]? Pi;:i;n:i‘)l,mg, Inasmich as he was well known to be a truly generous
Be}‘\rfhzﬁdlg;:e‘?ignﬁii 11115;1;1 tt‘jiljese I\-'orrls,]they &Lnlt out the army against Prince

ar, Y S¢ ar) allors to work, and the army provisi { 5
i?;{{z}:e n;z;.k(ﬂ*s i.Jf guns hL){s] great and small, and the gunpbv&'dcr Jxllzllielrr:,mai?jltlﬁ:;
o s of ball, b]‘ff.:“, and shot ; and they bought up all manner of storesand ships
without troubling their heads about the price, and appeared to be so busy that llhe
gﬁ(}q ];rnlfts:’e rubbed his bands, and (using a favourite expression of his), said, “It’s

Hght 1® But, while they-were thus employed, the Prince’s godmolh’er who w
a great favourite with those servants, looked in upon them continually all ,d e
and w-heneve; she popped in her head at the door said, I'Iowfld}cr)a'oua}{' g
children® What are you doing here i . Official business, godmolhcr.)” “(Ooimn"]’):

says this wicked Fairy, “—Tape!”™ And then the business all went wrong
=3




