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whatever it was, and the servants’ heads became so addled and muddled that they
thought they were doing wonders.

Now, this was very bad conduct on the part of the vicious old nuisance, and she
ought to have been strangled, even if she had stopped here ; but, she didn’t stop
here, as youshall learn. ~ For, a number of the Prince’s subjects, being very fond
of the Prince’s army who were the bravest of men, assembled togetherand provided
all manner of eatables and drinkables, and books to read, and clothes to wear, and
tobacco tosmoke, and candles to burn, and nailed them up in great packing-cases,
and put them aboard a great many ships, to be carried out to that brayve army il
the cold and inclement country where they were fighting Prince Bear. Then, up
comes this wicked Fairy as the ships were weighing anchor, and says, “How do
you do, my children? What are you doing here?"—** We are going with all
these comforts to the army, godmother.”—*Oho ! " says she. *“ A pleasant
voyage, my darlings.— Tape ! #  And from that time forth, those enchanted ships
went sailing, against wind and tide and thyme and reason, round and round the
world, and whenever they touched at any port were ordered off immediately, and
could never deliver their cargoes anywhere.

This; again, was very bad conduct on the part of the vicious old nuisance, and
she onght to have been strangled for it if she had dome nothing worse; buty
che did something worse still, as you shall learn. For, she got astride of an
official broomstick, and muttered as a spell these two: sentences, “On Her
Majesty’s service,” and 1 have the honour to be, sir, your most obedient ser-
vant,” and presently alighted in the cold and inclement country where the army of
Prince Bull were encamped to fight the army of Prince Bear. On the seashore
of that country, she found piled together, a number of houses for the army to live
in, and a quantity of provisions for the army to live upon, and 2 quantity of
clothes for the army to wear : while, sitting in the mud gazing at them, were a
group of officers as red to lock at as the wicked old woman herself. So, she
Cuid to one of them, *“ Who are you, my darling, and how do youdo?"—*1 am the
(Quarter-master General’s Department, godmother, and I am pretty well.”—Then
she said to another, ¢ Who are you, my darling, and how do yan do ?7'—** I am the
Commissariat Department, godmother, and 7 am pretty well.” Then she said to
another, ** Who are you, my darling, and how do you do?"—*1 am the Head of
the Medical Department, godmother, and I am pretty well.” Then, she said to
some gentlemen scented with lavender, who kept themselves at a great distance
from the rest, *And who are you, my pretly pets, and how doyordo?” And
they answered, “ We-atv-are-the-aw-Staff-aw- Department, godmother, and we are
very well indeed.”—*‘I am delighted to see you all, my beauties,” says this wicked
old Fairy, “—Tape!” Upon that, the houses, clothes, and provisions, all moul-
dered away; and the soldiers who were sound, fell sick ; and the soldiers who were
sick, died miserably: and the noble army of Prince Bull perished.

When the dismal news of his great loss was carried to the Prince, he suspected
his godmother very much indeed ; but, he knew that his servants must have kept
company with the malicious beldame, and must have given way to her, and there-
fore he resolved to tum those servants out of their places. So, he called to him
» Roebuck who had the gift of speech, and he said, ““ Good Roebuck, tell them
they must go.” So, the good Roebuck delivered his message, so like a man that
you might have supposed him to be nothing but a man, and they were ‘tumed
out—Dbut, not without warning, for that they had had a long time.

And now comes the most extraordimary part of the history of this Prince.
When he had turned out those servants, of course he wanted others, What was
his astonishment to find that in all his dominions, which contained no less than
twenty-seven millions of people, there were not above five-and-twenty servants
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:,]!Itog?ﬁhel! !lh_'l.f‘hey were So lofty about if, too, that instead of discussing whether
ey should hire themselves as servants to Prince Bull, they tarned things topsy-turvy,
%vr}%iffufﬁimdf-"he“m: as a @vou‘r they should hire Prince Bull to be their 'maste%’!
ki onYr e“ciLi:P Amging th'lb‘ Immt among themselves quite at their leisure, the
iy olcflel:g \xfa:,] m;egam[y.gomg up and down, knocking at the doors of
e - : of the fiv e-n.nd-c\.‘.'cnty, who were the oldest inhabitants in all
14t country, and whose united ages amounted to one thousand, saying, *“Will yow
hire Prince Bull for your master %—Will yoz hire Prince Bull for your master 7
To which one answered, “T will if next door will ;” and another, “‘I \lv&on’t‘il'
over the W does;” and another, **I can't if he; she, or they, 111iﬂhl,c0uld w.m‘ld
or j&‘:}u]_d. 2 ._And ;‘1111 this time Prince Bull's affairs were g(.:in:; to rack and ,min.l :
ey w':t: ml:lr::(]:\ek]’:;;ln}znttl;;};erﬁ}i ?{fi 1;'15 p:z}iIWIex%L}LaTSLln1eLI a thoughtful face, as
) - e_. ed. [ W ) CA T cppl e oy G
at his elbmlv‘directl-y, and said, ““ How do yu]: ‘dzﬁc ;;y (igt'lhfc‘;ni,nat;i;:%iﬂ;g Lo
thinking of2”—*T am thinking; godmother,” says ,he, £ that ::m:n‘q "all(the se w:u
:fu'i-ttwi?u%y millions of my subjects who have never been in sel'vicé: t‘here are :If@ll_l
am_]"lnef] efr';ite 32(1 1‘):11;1:53; r::]i;n} ”hii{:-';: i!]md; me yery {i\mous iljm’h among my friends
e S = Aye, truly T says the Fairy, —* Aye, truly,” says the Prince.—
o]&xglis‘:}:;?;gﬁ:]iq (fs)sz ]lﬁe ’lllrénry.;—‘; \t\fh}', then,l" says he, *f Si}m:e the regular
Servants ¢ 1, are so hard to get, and carry it with so hi 1and
perhaps I might Lty to'make good servants ofgso1me ofc:li?_:e].t”“ Izl{]ilzov\}l]{]ﬁgﬁailgjr;l(;
;(;cc!llégld }:.lalhbeltj.._]]l::i 31]_)::‘]\(]1&1} ”shg‘rctm'ncd, chuckling, *“¥You think so, ;io‘);tm?
of = c;'i)éd ; EILfa‘t;];ntz;If)D} ¥ t{.lu:rle;q's(m he du;ehcﬂ y forgot what he was thinking
T 0{1 ;?m- lfefn:g. :r.”n ants, ““ O, do come and hire your poor
” f;lg;];?irgorttlhct Ene‘icnt,i 1;1mshes the story of Prince Bull. T wish I could wind
S yi ghm‘ e lived happy ever afterwards, but T cannot in my conscience
; for, with Tape at his elbow, and his estranged children fatally repelled by

her from coming near hi
fron g near him, I do not, to tell you tl a elieve i
S el [U, - 3 you the plain truth; believe in the
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Purmineg up for the night in one of the chiefest towns of Staffordshire, T find it

to be by cans a live y fact i
e by no means a lively town. Infact is as dull and dead a towni as any one

con I It seems as if its whole population might be impri &
¢ 2 2

:lnisslitbaﬁsq\vn)’ Stf‘tmn.' The Refreshment-Room lﬂtI that Station 11:c:l11311‘t§:lec_::

W% In{figm}_?‘.‘ll.ed \‘;'uh trhf: extinct town-inn, the Dodo, in the dull High Street.
Stree!;yUSel?i.]u bi(:lu.t o W h)' 1@1‘ rather Low Street, Flat Street, L(va-Sph'ith
o t}?}ey = blw) :l;rleet‘.‘ 1‘.\ %lﬂl‘C are the people who belong to the High Street 7
ol }um];,m::.pre]mecrl 0\ er the face of the country, seeking the unfortunate
o beg}fm;inr a[{_ll o « u_amﬂpe_d‘ from the mouldy little Theatre last week, in
hioy ok ag;do fee‘:i ?](i?]:onagln(.ls ]}1‘;\ e;ii?q);tbl_lls({t;stlfg‘)), rep:‘:n{antly resolved to bring
their fathers in the two old churchv-xrd: nqcliz: to thgrilci?fn e o

e} ; yards nea e High Street—retirement i

;;g:}cllhd_ulmhyards appears to be a MEre ceremony, there 15 so very little }GI?; 2!11{10
s €ir confines, and such small discernible difference between being buried alive

in J i
the town, and buried dead in the town tombs? Over the way, opposite to: the
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staring blank bow windows of the Dedo, are 2 little iroumonger’s shop, a little
tailor's shop (with a picture of the Fashions in the small window and a bandy-
legged baby on the pavement staring at it)}—a watchmaker's shop, where all the
clocks and watches must be stopped, I am sure, for they conld never have the
courage to go, with-the town in general, and the Dode in particular, looking at
them. Shade of Miss Linwood, erst of Leicester Square, London, thou art wel-
comie here, and thy retreat is fitly chosen! 1 myself was ‘one of the last visitors to
that awfil storehouse of thy life's worlk, where an anchorite old man and woman
took my shilling with 2 solemn wonder, and conducting me to & gloomy sepulchre
of needlework dropping to pieces with dust and age and shrouded in twilight at
high noon, left me there, chilled, frightened, and alone. And now, in ‘ghostly
letters on all the dead walls of this dead town, I read thy honored name, and find
that thy Last Supper, worked in Berlin Wool, irvites inspection a5 a powerfil
excitement !

Where are the people who are "hidden with so much cry to this feast of little
wool? Where are they? Who are they? They arenot the bandy-legged baby
studying the fashions in the tailor’s window. They are niot the two earthy plough-
wmen lounging outside the saddler’s shop, in the stff square where the Town Hall
stands, like a brick and mortar private on parade. ‘They are not the landlady of
the Dodo in the empty bar, whose eye had trouble in it and no welcome, when T
acked for dinner. They are not the fuimlkeys of the Town Tail, looking out of the
gateway in their uniforms, as if they had locked upall the balance {as my American
friends would say) of the inhabitants, and could now rest a little. They are not
the two dusty millers in the white mill down by the ‘river, where the great water
wheel goes heavily round and round, like the monotonous days and nightsin this
forgotten place. Then who are they, for there is mo one else? No ; this depo-
nent maketh oath and saith that there is no one else, save and except the waiter at
the Dodo, now laying the cloth, I have paced the streets, and stared at the
houses, and am come back to the blank bow window of the Dodo ; and the town
clacks strike seven, and the reluctant echoes seem to cry, “Don’t wake us ! and
the bandy-legged baby has gone home to bed.

If the Dodo were only a gregarious bird—if be had only some confused idea of
makiag a comfortable nest—I could hope to get through the hours between this
and bed-time, without being consumed by devouring melancholy. But; the Dodo’s
habits are all wrong. It provides me with a trackless desert of sitting-room, with
a chair for every day in the year, a table for every month, and a waste of sideboard
where a lonely China vase pines in a corner for its mate long departed, and will
never make a match with the candlestick in the opposite corer if it live till Dooms-
day. ‘The Dodo has nothing in the larder, Even now, I behold the Boots return-
ing with my sole in a piece of paper; and with that portion of my dinmer, the
Boots, perceiving me at the Dlank bow window, slaps his leg as he comes across
the road, pretending it is something else. The Dodo excludes the outer air, When
1 mount up to my bed-room, a smell of closeness and flue gets lazily up my nose
lile sleepy snuff. The loose little bits of carpet writhe under my tread, and take

wormy shapes. I don’t know the ridiculous man in the looking-glass, beyond
b, 1 g-glass, bey 4

having met him once or twice 3n a dishecover—and I can never shave /ins to-
morrow mormning ! The Dodo is narrow-minded as to towels ; expects me 1o ‘wash
on a freemason’s apron without the trimming : when I asked for soap, gives me a
stony-hearted something white, with no more lather in it than the Elgin marbles.
The Dodo has seen better days, and possesses interminable stables at the back—
silent, grass-grown, broken-windowed, horseless.

This mournful bird can fry 4 sole, however, which ismuch, Can cook a steak,

too, which is mere, I wonder where it gets its Sherry ? If T were to send my 38
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g:;’; :1’ O\}’Lne ILLE} fomcﬁ famous chemist to be. analysed, what would it turn out to be
of! astes of pepper, sugar, bitter-almonds, vinegar, warm knives,
flat drinks, and a little biandy. ‘W i il e
o e lk ¢ brandy. 'Would it unman a Spanish exile by reminding
N :.;m i;.]e. ‘m:;d at all? Tthinknot. 1If there really be any tlownspeo le
e r;:ei;:1 13;(; 3}-:11(1:.{ a}:d hif z]1:) ca(;‘amn of them ever do dine, with a bottle of wii::'w
iy s desert of the Dodo, it must make good for tk t 3
. _ ake gq ie doctor next day !
get‘;];‘ill?:r? x}ra'sft.hﬁ 1vg11e2 born? How did he come here? Has he any hop)e: of
gelting away from hgre ? Does he ever receive a letter, or take a ride upon the
o ap}p ,cor stee }imyihmg 1hut the Dodo? Perhaps he has seen the Berlin Waol
ears tohave a silent sorrow on him, and it ' be :
e skl , and it may be that. He clears the
; Zy curtains of the great bow window, whict illi
consent to meet, that they must be pi i me by ekl D
: S pinned together ; leaves me by the fire wi
E to ey must ;: . S re
g}Y pint df?t&ntﬂf; and a little thin funn.cl-shape:‘l wine-glass, and a plate of wfliih'
le\c;z;ts—m themselves engendering desperation. . 3 % 23y
hweo]_]]gt)gillcj,wnt% ::e\\zf;?nlic]rg ! ]I ]left the Arabian Nights in the railway carriage, and
4 thing toread but Bradshaw, and ** that way madness lies.” iberi
what prisoners and shipwrecked tari Pt liemmnddien
: £ ked mariners. have done to exercise their mi i
! . ecked lo exercise their minds
13[111‘12:{]1:(12}@1:5??}31? Ihﬁl mulltllphcntlon table, the pence table, and the shilling tzlblt:r-1
ables 1 happen to know. What if T wri cthing? The
Sl bles ] ) ; at 1f I write something? The
pens but steel pens; and thos rays stick th
an‘ch},‘;m P accounIt‘. 3 ose T always stick through the paper,
at am I to do? Evenif I o
oL could have the -legged baby k
and brought here, I could offer hin; lntclliflzllx:rtr ﬂi; b;;l:g_:’ ]egg;ldjlh]l)y 1\DCiL‘1kit3€1 he
: e, L could ¢ ing but Ty, and that would be
ggattél lgdili?f;m,lfﬁi‘? ould never hold up his head ﬂt,'nin}i’l' he touched it I)g;l.l’ftj
{ : se I have conceived a mortal hatred for my bed-r ;
& canse I have v rtal he ny bed-room ; and I can't
%ur'ltlv.‘r.z];);, bi;?él?;;%e\\l;}?le 115, no (1:;1!1'[ for my place of destination until moming "’?‘é
seuits will be but a fleeting joy ; still it is i nd
el ;ltftla fieetmg: joy ; still it is a temporary relief, and here
E el S hall' I break the plate? First let me look at the back
e%who madeit. COPELAND, e
32 e ; S,
e tﬁzﬁ:nli{kh? glﬁ'flle?zomfuil \r\".tsfn.yestc-frday[ visited Copeland’s works, and
0 1mz ates? In the confusion of travelling about, it migt :
i e Y 5 elling about, it might be yester-
ght be yesterday month ; but I think it wi ste ey
o S e 1 3 hink it was yesterday. 1 appeal to
late, plate says, decidedly, yesterday i 2 plate i
g!‘(BVllng' oy (:nmpaniou_’ ¥; yesterday. [ find the plate, as I look at i,
L th?anlt) r}igoiltrillﬁfﬁ‘;aﬁ; 5;1}‘: tllte P!nz&) h;}w you steamed away, yesterday morming
sun ie east wind, along the vall f ] cling Trent ?
il ind, Ie valley of the sparkling Trent?
Jor’ ect how many kilns you fle ing li q .
oy ] : Sy ew past, looking like the bowls
%1%'1;_11;; toii)l:lz{rl:c:;l Frpes,] cut ahr;rt]oﬁ" from the stem and turned gpside down "Wlb'\n?{
— e smoke—and the roads made with bits of crock if all the
88 e in e civilised world ol boon Macianinl e
; shes sed world had been Macadamise cpressly fi
1&1;11111[% 1 a,]l Ll ey n Macadamised, expressly for the
i hi:: to}foll}.loi'enletl\l:llcr (says %hc plate) how you alighted at' Stoke—a pictur
; 1ses, kilns, smoke, wharfs, canals, and river, lyi i
appropriate) in a basin and how, 4 b e e e
a basin—: ow, after climbing up the sides hasi
=Py ¢} in a basin— A : g up the sides of'the bagin t <
pmc:eggzblé‘;ﬁ' ):J;ltlildi}dleti du;\-‘n again at a walking-match pace '11:(1 :11153:511;.
S o my father’s, Copeland’s, where the wl ity Bk n
il father's, Coy s, where the whole of my family, high
cm'ér?nc«:fl and poor, are turned ont upon the world from our nursery and selli}iiugn-d
i g some lfoui'tecn acres of ground? And den’t you remember what ?’
; irega])((ljm]'_)';s;:l?ﬁ eof ll;:l‘lps of Filﬂ}-i partially prepared and cleaned in Devo::-
L shire, whence said clay principally comes—and. hi R
2 et ‘clay 1 pally comes—and 5
."l‘t:]dmuast ?luuéi ‘EF ahou}d‘ want our ringing sound, uid should net"'el}gleqngisiﬁ U?It"‘
T undero T_]i eefo::t;rc-;dmi" t %IOL% rc-cloilect that it is first burnt in kilng, and is tcljen
' iton feet of 7 demon slave, subje riolent stampi )
! on slave, subject to violent stamping fits, who,
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when they come on, stamps away insanely with his four iron legs, and would crush
411 the fint in the Isle of Thanet to powder, without leaving off ¥ And as to the
clay, don’t you recollect how it is put into mills or teazers, and is sliced, and dug,
and cut at, by endless knives, clogged and sticky, but persistent—and is pressed
out of that machine through a square trongh, whose form it takes—and is cut off in
square lnmps and thrown into & vat, and there mixed with water, and beaten to a
pulp by paddle-whee _ and 3s then run into a rough house, all rugged beams and
{adders splashed with white,—superintended by Grindoff the Miller in his working
clothes, all splashed with white, —wherg it passes through no end of machinery-
oved sieves all splashed with white, arranged in an ascending scale of fineness
(some so fine, that three hundted silk threads cross-each other in a single sgoare
inch of their surface), and all in a violent state of ague with their teeth for ever
chattering, and their bodies for ever shivering i * And as to the flint again, isn't it
mashed and mollified and troubled and soothed, exactly as rags arein a paper-mill,
until it is reduced to a pap so fine that it contains no atom of “grit” perceptible
to the nicest taste?. And as to the fint and the clay together, are they not, after
a1l this, mixed in the proportion of five of clay to one of flinf, and isp't the com-
pound—known as ** siip” —run into oblong troughs, where its superfluous moisture
may evaporate ; and finally, isn't it slapped and Danged and beaten and patted and
kneaded and wedged and knocked about like butter, until it becomes a beantiful
grey dough, ready for the potter’s use?

In regard of the potter, popularly so called (says the plate), you don’t mean to
say you have forgotten that a workman called a Thrower is the man under whose
hatid this grey dough takes the shapes of the simpler household vessels as quickly
as the eye can follow? You don't mean to say you cannot call himup before you,
sitting, with his attendant woman, at his potter's wheel—a disc about the size of a
dinner plate, revolving on two drums slowly or quickly as he wills—who made you
a complete breakfast set for 2 bachelor, as a good-humonred little off-hand joke?
Fou remember how he took up as much dough as he wanted, and, throwing it on
his wheel, in a moment fashioned it into a teacap—canght up more clay and made
a saucer—a larger dab and whirled it into a teapot—winked ata smaller dab and
converted it into the 1id of the teapot, accurately fitting by the measurement of his
eye alone—coaxed a middle-sized dab for two seconds, broke it, turned 1t’ over at
the rim, and made a milkpot—langhed, and turned out a slop-basin—coughed, and
proﬂdcd for the sugar? Neither, 1 think, are you oblivions of the newer mode of
making various articles, but especially basins, according to which improvement 4
mould revolves instead of a d sc?  For you maust remember (says the plate) how
you saw the monld of a little basin spinning round and round, and how the work-
Than smoothed and pressed a handful of dough upon it, and how with an instrument
called a profile (a piece of wood, representing the profile of a basin’s foot) he
cleverly scraped and carved the ring which makes the base of any such basin, and
then took the basin off the Jathe like a doughey skull-cap fo be dried, and after-
wards (in what is called a green state) to be put intoa second lathe, there to be
finished and bumished with 2 cteel Dumnicher? And as to moulding in general
(says the plate), it can’t be necessary for me to remind you that all ornamental
articles, and indeed all articles not quite circular, are made in moulds. For you
st remember how you saw the vegetable dishes, for example, being made in
moulds ; and how the handles of teacups, and the spouts of teapots, and the feet
of tureens, and so forth, are all made in little separate moulds, and are each stuck

on to the body corporate; of which it is destined to form a part, with a stuff called
“¢ glag ™ as quickly as you can vecollect it, Further, you learnt-—you know you
did—in the same visit, how the beautiful sculptures in the delicate new material

called Parian, arg all constructed in moulds 5 how, into that material, animal bones;

sley s el o ade.
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;luce%io-“%{i gp, ?JEC.:I_II?E the phosphate of lime coutained in bones makes it trans.
i, i;tcsé:a) 'imrzg 15 moulc}e(}, bﬁfore going into the fire, one-fourth larger
ik J o come out of the fire, because it shrinks'in th ion in
the intense heat ; how, w tiniks. i il e
: se heat ; how, when a figure shrinks unequally, it is spoi 1
i -. A fis irinks qually, it is spoiled—emerging
andlath?"t"ilmilce a. !'I]lh-Shﬂ.'an bn-tl_1 ; a big'head and a little body, ora little |§>ﬁﬂﬁl
L body, or a Quasimodo with long arms and short legs; ora Miss Biffix
wi . nlclthcr legs nor arms worth mentioning =4 3 5
n A il 3 " - e
th; niorz(l_s T:::iclihe Rlltr_lsl, in whllch the firing takes pluce, and in which some of
¢ precious articles are burnt repeatedly, in various ei
ep t y arious stages of their pro-
cess towards completion,—as to § : o h th
—at the Kilns (says the plat mi i
e — | says plate, warming with the
- on't remember THEM with a horri inte 1
you i, a horrible interest, wk
¥ ‘ Lt Te 1 rest, what did
Ewerzﬁlbgo-[m ;,Opet)ﬂn{‘l’:..‘fm'_? When you stood inside of one of those
thmnq]i ‘ t0\; )Znomaf} reu.;}uan'nte tobacco-pipe, looking up at the blue wllcy
g > Of p far off, as you might have looked fi 1
under the centre of ‘the it h : e e
i { pavement of the Pantheom at R had y
e : at Rome, had you the least
? And when you found yourself sarr i
s . ( yourself surrounded, in that dome-
s, by innumerable columns of an uneartl rder i
) I s hly order of architecture, sip-
});11211.1]1%; :fmtthllnlg,lz}ﬁd Squeezed close together as if a Pre-Adamite ‘S'tm%;:l hl?’lt'd
A fsqgt ia;e;n h!L:s iu‘n;s and crushed it into the smallest possible =:p:a.cc had
: what they were? No (says the plate 3 ot Ar
e Y were! > (says plate), of coursenot! A
col:l._:eygt: fonnr,}ltl'inr‘ each of those pillars was a pile of inge,niouslv made ve%sel%nélf
i m(ii:l—;;acﬁp?:ﬁg{gerﬁ—éookmg, {;ﬂmn separate, like raised-bies for the table
1 ant Blunderbore,.and now all full of vari ticles
ranged in them in baking o he 3 B il
em in b rder, the bottom of each vessel I )
o e ' ttom of each yessel serving for the coyer of
s e whole Kiln rapidly filling with these, ti - i
(A : pialy -1 o with these, tier upon tier; unti
the last workman should have barely room to crawl out, hefore rlwr"lo ing of }tall
jagged aperture in the wall and the kindli dual il v
B e e el and the ml{”lilg of the gradual fire ; did you not stand
; all the year round these dread ct 'S art ing, whi
s 1k tha ! 1ese dread chambers are heating, whi
cooling—and filling—and emptyi i i e B
ptying—and being bricked ;
epen—humanly speaking, fi revi e e
¢ 2 speaking, for ever and ever? To be sure you did ! i
n one of those Kilns nearl ing : g
S y full, and seeing a free crow st :
i e il g row shoot across the aperture
arning e fire would wax hotter and hotter by
g ehow : otter and hotter by slow degrees, and
similarly through a space of from forty to si s, did no ren
i : g 2 orty to sixty hours, did no remem-
the days when human clay was 1 7Y -
S yS : ay was burnt oppress you? Yes, 1 thinkso!
5 hat some fancy of a fiery haze and a shorteni 3 o
o e I y of @ y haze and a shortening breath, and a growing
s a gasping prayer ; and a figure in black i ing b ol
iy g 5 gure black interposing between you and
s s fighres in black are very apt to do) 1 looki At
il ¥ apt to do), and looking down before it g
and live, upon the Heretic in his edifyi : i
n his edifying agony—I :
{says the plate) that some su ! e it Tl e
plate) such fancy was pretty strong upon you when you went

out into the air, and bless 3 2 bri i
il 5 essed God for the bright spring day and the degenerate

After th: ’t reming i
i 1:;; ;}él:,l nI rﬁgdl}‘th{em |_:'u}) you what a relief it was to’ see the simplest process
amenting this *“bisonit ¥ (as itis called whe C i ' : a
T i L 5 itis called when baked) with brown circles and
trees—conyerting it into the common grockery-ware that is e*cpnrtc:dm:ﬂ

Afric sed 1 § Y
T ;gnitn](}ez:;e{i}llr;lc‘i[;a%es 1:] home, F mlr (says the plate) I am well persuaded
3 ind how those particular jugs and mmugs wer :
upon a lathe and put in motion ; 0 gl e e
2 and how a man blew the br i
S e ; and how a man blew the brown color (having
: a y with the material in that conditi .
pipe as they twirled ; and 1 i g A BT
P! ; and how his daughter, witl 8
dias . y aughter, i a common brush, drop
;psmee;ofnbgﬁe :Illp&;n Ltlhem in the right places; and how, tilting the biml')éll}::};
: e made them run into rude images of tn :
o 3y Bhe i : ages of trees, and there an er
ing blutézi&ﬁg&u a?_«:‘l (s?‘ys thre plate) planted upon my own brother that a‘;it'ound-
, with knobbed and gnarled trunk, and foliage of blue ostrich
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feathers, which gives our family the title of ¢ willow pattern 7 - And didn’t you
observe, transferved upon him at the same time, that blue bridge which spans
nothing, growing out from the roots of the willow ; and the three blue Chinese
going over it into a blue temple, which has a fine crop of blue bushes sproufing
out of the roof ; and a blue boat sailing above them, the mast of which is burgla-
riously sticking itself into the fonndations of a blué villa, suspended sky-high,
surmounted by 2 lump of blue rock, sly-higher, and a. couple of billing blue
birds, sky-highest—together with the rest of that amusing blue, landscape,
swhich has, in deference to our reyered ancestors of the Cerulean Empire, and
in defance of every known law of perspective, adorned millions of our family
ever since the days of platters? Didn't you inspect the copper-plate on which
my pattern was deeply engraved? Didn’t you perceive an impression of it
talen in cobalt colour at a cylindrical press, upon a leaf of thin paper, streaming
from a plunge-bath of soap and water? Wasn't the paper impression daintily
snread, by 2 light-fingered damsel (you Anow you admired her!), over the surface
of the plate, and the back of tlie’ paper rubbed prodigiously hard—with a long
tight rell of flannel, tied np fike a round of hung beef—without o much as rutfling
the paper, wet as it was? Then (says the plate), was not the paper washed away
with a sponge, and didn’t there appear, set off upon the plate, #hés identical piece
of Pre-Raphaelite blue distemper which you now behold? Not to be denied !
T had seen all this—and more, I had been shown, at Copeland’s, patterns of
heantiful design, in faultless perspective, which are causing the ugly old willow to
wither out of public favour ; and which, being quite as cheap, insinuate good
wholesome natural art into the humblest households. When Mr. and Mrs. Sprat
have sabisficd their material tastes by that equal division of fat and lean which has
made their ménage immortal ; and have, after the elegant tradition, ““licked the
platter clean,” they can—thanks to modern artists in clay—feast their intellectual
tastes upon excellent delineations of natural objects.

This reflection prompts me to transfer my attention from the blue plate to the
forlorn but cheerfully painted yase on the ideboard. And surely (says the plate)
you have not forgotten Tiow the outlines of such groups of flowers'as you see thete,
are printed, just as 1 was printed, and are afterwards shaded and fillediin with
metallic colours by women and girls? - As to the aristocracy of our order, made
of the finer clay—porcelain peers and peeresses :—the slabs, and panels, and
fable tops, and tazze ; the endless nobility and gentry of dessert, breakfast, and
tea services ; the gemmed perfume bottles, and scarlet and gold salvers; you saw
that they were painted by artists, with metallic colows laid on with camel-hair
peneils, and afterwards burnt in.

‘And talking of burhing in (says the plate), didmtyou find that every subject, from
the willow-pattern to the landscape afier Turner—having been framed upon clay or
porcelain biscuit—has to be glazed !  Of course, you saw the glaze—composed of
various vitreous materials—laid over every article ; and of course you witnessed
the elose imprisonment of each piece in saggers upon the separate sysiem rigidly
enforced by means of fine-pointed earthenware stilts placed between the articles to
prevent the slightest communication ot contact. We had in my time—and I sup-
pose it is the same now—fotirteen. hours' firing ‘to fix the glaze and to make it
“ run” all over us equally, so as o put a good shiny and unscratchable surface
uponus, Doubtless, you observed that one sort of glaze—called printing-body—
is bumt into the better sort of ware dgfore it is printed,  Upon this yon saw some
of the finest steel engravings transferred, to be fixed by an after glazing—didn't
you? Why, of course you did !

Of course 1 did. I had seen and enjoyed everything that the plate recalled to
wme, and had beheld with admiration how the rotatory motion which keeps this
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ball of ours in.i ;

A1 its place in the eréat - . \

icoussity ﬂll't)ughgut = pmce:n: aﬂtn:ldlfgﬁ \;]:c}]; ]all 111:5 busy &mtes upon it, wag

56, listening He N F S r be dispensed with in the f

C\"E’n"i‘;t}‘ :'[’r’%; f“l’] ilmdplﬂf-ﬁ s reminders, and musing upon ghem, L got throuhcr(;x htﬁ::
g alter all, and went to bed. I made but one sleep of it—for Which I'have
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no.doubt I am also indebted to the ¢
1 bt I ndel to the plate—and left the 1 in the
g, quite at peace with it, before the bandy-legged baby \:Ilglﬁpn o

OUR HONORABLE FRIEND.

et

N iochted
ph};lﬁva;gtfuilﬂﬁ‘m to find t]hat he has gotin! :Our honorable friend is trigm
hantly re to serve in the next Parliament. Heis 1 :
Py ‘ arhament. He is the honor emb
foxo\ crll)o:,atyﬁ}—lthe best represented place in England g
ir hionorable friend has issued an address of congr i
which is worthy of tlll:u 110?}1\; cfs-ncsl;:ujﬁgi'ﬁ;ngf'?mg]aml&tmn gl o
it &% 8 S8 noble constituency, gad 5.2 very pretty piece of compe-
Eng-la‘ndll?'zfl}:u\mg _]“,M’ he says, they have covered thcmselvgs lwith glory ]al.]r?d
g pactic;ﬂ m?;?at? ue tro herself. (In ]f‘ns preliminary address he had remarked
S on of great rarity, that nougl uld i€ us if En i
to(l;ersclr el g ity, nought could make us rue, if England
= : i Tesarey)
{eeblé: 13‘?;31}:)19.131? I?Lnd delivers a prediction, in the same document, that il
2 = o R i
S r::)}]; cz‘ Hz'll ;u,.!l(t;n \n}x]l never }mld up their heads any more ; 'm’d that Llif{
g S iill point af them in their dejected state, thr i
e vlontat then o L}EILLCU state, through' countless ages of
- ng tools that would destroy the sacred bulwarks of

BT i ey
i ng.:ﬁ)_na{it}, are unworthy of the name of Englishman ; and that so long as 4
it q ar o e T i % 1 : : ; 5 3 2
shall roll around our ocean-girded isle; so long his motto shall be No%{u;r*;
i {0 she 5 . eil-

der.  Certai
+  Certain dogge SONS ¢ principles i

i bgd))?%]i\?fl‘;i}: ti:i low principles ;mdl no intellect, have disputed
W any. 5 minions are, or what the faction is, or i
o th ; B . s the faction 1s; or whic
bare . -f-er;’lll:ifi?f Zoo%b_flnd “hllc.h the sacred bulwarks, or what it is LIm?is ne‘;'(’l:'l(f;
i endered, and if not, why not? But, our ] rable friend the i
Ve_rbunlsuy ey ¥ y our honorable friend the member for

Our h le friend has sat i i
o lc:;;c])]rs.o‘tg;{;hf;uld lrum saf in several parliaments, and given' bushels of votes
at profundity in er of vote-giving : W
i, WiI:n : .y1 the matter of vote-giving, that you never know
e s, w}u. e seems to be voting pure white, he may be in realit
Hoe i 2 hen he says Yes, it is just as likely as not—or rather more c.y
T that];ana‘[{o-: This 1s the statesmanship of oir honorable friend ]LLi“-‘
= m;mt : @ differs from mere unpacliamentary men:  Vore may not know wi :
55 frc;m the]ef::-,stolinmmb hg m;:m}s} now ; but, our honorable friend knows aiﬁl
st know, both what he meant the 1 why i
e B At fpow, ant then, and what he means now ;
oe: igieoiald he didn’t mean it L‘._len, he did in fact say, that he meansmi‘t ’nm‘-d
i ﬂ}gen mean} to say that you did not then, and do not now, know what heoi‘}‘l
enlict dc;ﬁo_r t(' OFs mean now, our honorable fiiend will. be glad to rc:ceit'et':(
R aration from you whether you are prepared to destroy the s e
(_;& ari;s of our nationality. M
ur honorable friend, the m r i i
d, ember for Verbosity, has this gre: i
de always means something, and always means I‘hi’ ‘i‘ll*:;eﬂ:;;ng: eat‘.;z't}tlrﬂmte, S
O?Vén to that I10u§e and mournfully boasted in his place, as uz‘k o
i a¢ assembled Commons of this great and happy : 1
hand upon his heart, a 3
induce him,

ol e cane
individual member
country, that he could lay his
- A I . 3 =
et nd .:-;Olt.ml.]l} declare that no consideration on earth sh);ul(:l’
y time or under any circumstances, to 2o as far north as Berwick
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upen-Thweed ; and when he nevertheleéss, next year, did go to Berwick-upoiis
Tweed, and ever beyond it, to Edinburgh; he had one single meaning, ofe and
indivisible. And God forbid (our honorable friend says) that he should waste
another argument upon the man who professes that he cannot understand it ! el
do NOT, gentlemen,” said our’ honorable friend, with indignant emphasis antl
amid great cheering, on one such public oceasion, I do NOT, gentlemen, T am
free to confess, envy the feelings of that man whose mind is so canstituted as that
he can hold such language to me, and yet lay his head upon his. pillow, claiming
to be a native of that land, ;

Whose march is o'er the mountain-wave;
Whose home is on the deep y?

{Véhement cheering, and man expelled.)
When our honorable friend issued his preliminary address to the constituent
hody of Verbosity on the occasion of one particular glorious triumplh, it was
supposed by some of his enemies, that even he would be placed in asituation of
difficulty by the following comparatively trifling conjunction of circumstances.
“The dozen noblemen and gentlemen whom our honorable friend supported, had
“ come i, expressly to do a certain thing: Now, four of the dozen said, at a
certain place, that they didn't mean to do that thing, and had never meant to do
it » another four of the dozen said, at ‘another certain place, that they did mean to
do that thing, and had always meant to do it ; two of the Temaining four said, at
two other certain places, that they meant to do half of that thing (but differed
abaut which half), and to do a variety of nanieless wonders instead of the ather
halt ; and one of the remaining two declared that the thing itself was dead and
buried, while the other as strenuously protested that it was alive and kicking, Tt
was admitted that the parliamentary genius of our Tonorable friend would be
aite able to reconcile such small discrepancies as these; but, there remained the
additional difficulty that each of the twelve made entirely different statements at
different places, and that a1l the twelve called everything visible and invisible,
sacred and profane, to witness, that they were a petfectly impregnable phalanx of
unanimity: This, it was apprehended, would be a stumbling-block to out
honorable friend. .

The difficulty came before our honorable friend, in this Way. He went down
to Vethosity to meet his fres and independent constituents, and to render an
account (as he informed them in the local papers) of the trust they had confided to
his hands—that trust which it was one of the proudest privileges of an Englishman
to possess—that trust which it was the proudest privilege of an Englishmap to
hold. It may be mentioned asa proof of the great general interest attaching to
the contest, that a Lumatic whom nobody employed or Knew, went down to
Verbosity with several thousand pounds in gold, determinied to give the whole
away—which he actually did ; and that all the publicans opened their houses for
nothing,  Likewise, several fighting men, and a patriotic group of burglars
sportively armed with life-preservers, proceeded (in barouches and very drunk)
16 the scene of action at their own expense ; these children of mature having
conceived a wari attachment to ot honorable friend, and intending, i their
artless manner, to testify it by knocking the voters in the opposite interest un
the head.

Our honorable friend being come into the presence of his constituents, and
haying professed with great suavity that he was delighted to see his good friend
Tipkisson there, in his working dress—his good friend Tipkisson bemng an in-
veterate saddler, who always opposes him, and for whom he has a mortal hatred

— made tliem 2 brisk, ginger-beery sort of speech, in which he showed them how
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the dozen : i
i :1ngl?z'lgi?;;ﬂ??ie%m%ﬂ'mlw?f bad (in exactly ten days from their coming in)
Xercis : eficial effect on the whole financi ition of E
S i Sy he whole nancial condition of Euro
prev.-'entzrl]eleh ;hdc a-_tatefo[ the exports and imports for the current half-year, }11):&
i ra[“ll of gold, had made all that matter right about the glut of the
mble];}en :n,dm;e“ t]gl IESl]O]Ed ?ll s?rts of balances with which the :uperseded
: itlemen had played the deuc d all this, with Wl
e y : ce—and all this, with ‘wheat at's
e hm]:iz;:tf;, ;%?;Sla'; 50 muclh an ounce, and the Bank of E;lqland d.iscotmth:g
g at's ercent. ! He mi s rask = observed i
S ix . -l. Hi mtg}ht be asked, he observed in a peroration
e at iﬂre his principles ? His principles were what they always
e ‘,‘l":. }\r‘i?(:}p £8 were ymitten 10 the countenances of the lion and un);-
S“pp(,)rmd ;md f::}}):]: t;ﬂ(l?llbx}’ up?n ;he royal shield which those grand animals
S on the free words of fire which that shield bor strd)
Bt o ey ich that shield bore. His prineiples
peritgr cg.ir;?;:n?lnd hi}r heniﬁ\mg trident! His principles were, commer%:jinl plr;:
) he‘wouldy with pmfect and profound agricultural contentment ; but short
e o z1tr:i\ er st?p. His prn’unples werey these,—with the addition of
e e\;er}: mm::; h1e T{'lﬁ.t-‘, 1&very man’s heart in the right place, every man's eye
s an’s hand ready, every man’s mind il is princi
ol s £ady 3 on the alert. His principle
o g w:ég;:.c]\r]mu:en‘ti}i with a general revision of mmething—z‘-peakinglfrenerklﬁs
e P kHl_) e T{.,Iidx]ll“bhnﬁnt of something else, not to be mentioned more [‘Jary
1 . His' principles, to sum up all i g :
Hoboraad Cans L e m up in a word were, Hearths and Altay
apital, Crown and Sceptre, Eleph: = it hi
._ apital and Sceptre, Elephant and Castle, And p if hi
good friend Tipkisson required Fite R P L
i 58 ¢ any further explanation from him he )
abrlff.f‘l:?h(i] was there, willing and ready to g'i\'c-} it Ceh e
ipkiss tho all this time had stoo icu
fo]del()l al:,zn},]_v‘ahu n_iij.hls FllIlC had stood conspicuous in the crowd, with his arms
£ r)z-::r ;yof: n’;tlﬁmfl}“ f:i;tene.d on our honorable friend: Tipkisson, who
S : orable friend’s address had relax of his vi
L e E ss had not relaxed a muscle of his visage,
S her affectec t bieet &
s o Scome,t wholl}{'_unnﬂ"ez.hd by the torrent of eloquence : an abjectt’o'f
e oo 0 r!nanrxi‘ud.(by which we mean, of course, to the supporters
i _:n .13 e]. r }}leuu) ; Tipkisson now saidl that he was a plain man (Cries of
- are indeed ! ), and that what he wanted to know was, wi
e e _ ow was, what our honorable
e oblemen and gentlemen were driving at ?
- “'15.}111[(;1:1‘)1 e friend 1mm€«:lmtcl_v replied, * At the illimitable perspective.”
e ﬁ{m:i:gnszrlc'::‘.c.d]b:\‘r th‘e whole assembly that this happy statement of our honar
i coWm.dplo_i 1(,;1;. ‘Irteurs e_nght, immediately, to have settled Tipkisson’s business
e 1;m' \\.lt}; confusion ; but, that implacable person, regardless of the
E a 1.{! ]&It.i_ _!e:\.}{::d u(.l»on him from all sides (by which we mean of course
nerable friend's si rsisted in retaini @ ;
7 side), persisted in retaining-an unmoved conntemncc:

and obstmately retorted that i € il
| P I.lt f it ie i
e if our honorable friend meant that, he wished to knoy

1 . i . . ks >
L was in repelling this most objel Dl YOS =
elli 3 ctionable and indecent OpE osmfm, t]?iﬂ our

honorable friend displayed his hi if
e friend displayed lis highest qualifications for the repr

bosity. sentation of Ver-

( His warmest supporters prese: g
e TRPROcTs Bie ent, and those who were best acquainted wi
theiacieﬁil?;& ;;gfg;e;}ut:]i; E%x\:t}gz;nﬂnt\}t’as ceimi when he would f;l\ll hacﬁf 1:;:)}:
e lE T e - nat onality. No such thing. He replied thus: *1
%f“hat wf'ée;l]i (J; ;}J‘g:son{ g_,m.{tfe;ncn, wishes to know what I mean [whm‘) he asks };z
he wishes (if T ;lndg‘ :t: ill;tl when I candidly tell him, at the illimitable perspective
B e v (’.:. anc mn‘]‘ to know .\\'hat‘ Imean?” “Ido!” says Tipl\'i"scon’
bl friend, 1 .\v}illr?:.d ;md Dowg with lnrm_.” . “Gentlemen,” says our hc-ﬁmr:
i mean angl what 1 dGnt’ltgtilEEl gﬂ‘{légé’:m111{111)1{@50“;; "_V E?Ufi\g B, ot
L LEo o an. (Cheers and. cries of **Give it him !”) Be i
and llozgel;‘m'lntcllktrlllhiu}dlm fi]l whom it may concem, that Ido mean altars, :;ma]rfh:t
Sf T 5, @ i smll.t‘l_nean mosques and Mohammedanism!’? The eﬂ"’;,
this home-thrust was tewrifie, Tipkisson (who is a Baptist) was hooted dD\L\rE';:
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and hustled out, and lias ever since been regarded as a Turkish Renegade who
contemplates an early pilgrimage to Meeca. Nor was he the only discomfited
man, | The charge, while it stuck to him, was magically transferred to our honor-
able friend's opponent, who was represented in an immense variety of placards as
a firmi believer in Mahomet ; and. the men of Verbosity were asked to choose
between our honorable friend and the Bible, and our honorable friend’s oppounent
and the Koran, They decided for our honorable friend, and rallied round the
illimitable perspective.

It has been claimed for our honorable friend, with much appearance of reason,
that he was the first to bend sacred matters to electioneering tactics. However
this: may be, the fine precedent was undoubtedly set in'a Verbosity election : and
it ie certain that our honorable friend (who was 2 disciple of Bralima in his youth,
and was 2 Buddhist when we had the honor of travelling with him 2 few years ago, )
alivays professes in public more anxiety than the whole Bench of Bishops, regard-
ing the theological and doxological opiniens of every man, woman, and child, in
the United Kingdom,

As we began by saying that our honorable friend has got in again at this last
election, and that we are delighted to find that he has got in, so we will conclide.
Our honorable friend cannot come in for Verbosity too often, It is a good sign 3
it is a great example, It is to'men lile our honorable friend, and to contests like
those from which he comes triumphant, that we are mainly indebted for that ready
interest in politics, that fresh enthisiasm in- the discharge of the duties of eitizen-
ship, that ardent desire to rush to the poll, at present so manifest throughout
England. When the contest lies (as it sometimes does) between two such men as
our honotable friend, it stimulates the finest emotions of our nature, and awakens
the highest admiration of which our heads and hearts are capable.

It 35 not too much to predict that our honorable friend will be always at his post
it the ensning session, Whatever the question be, or whatever the form of its
discussion ; address to the crown, election petition, expenditure of the public
money, extension of the public suffrage, education, crime 3 in the whole hiouse, in
committee of the whole house, in select committee ; in every parliamentary discus-
sion of every subject, everywhere ; the Honorable Member for Verbosity will most
certainly be found,

OUR SCHOOL.
———

W went to look at it; only this last Midsummer, and found that the Railway
had cut it up oot and branch. = A great trunk-line had swallowed the playground,
sliced away the schoelroom, and pared off the: comer of the house: which, thus
curtailed of its proportions, presented itself, in a green stage of stucco, profilewise
towards the road, like aforlomn flat-iron without a handle, standing on end.

Tt seems as if our schools were doomed to be the sport of change. ‘We have
faint recollections of a Preparatory Day-School; which we have sought in- vain,
and which must have been pulled down to'make a new street, ages ago. ‘We hayve
dim impressions, scarcely amounting to a belief, that it was over a dyer’s shop.
We lnow that you went up steps'toit; that you frequently grazed your krees in
doing €0 3 that you generally got your leg oyerthe scraper, in trying to scrape the
mud off a very unsteady little shoe.. The mistress of the Establishment holds no
place in our mEmory ; butt, rampant on one eternal door-mat, in an ¢temal entry
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i?flu%n;gf 2:;0}}3111: a %E;lfiy E\lg},{-dog, with a. personal animosity towards us, who
Sl r 2 e bark of that baleful Pug, a certain radiating way he
% ({}a sm}%pmg at our undefended legs, the ghastly grinning of his moist black
uzzie and white teeth, and the insolence of his crisp tail curled like a pastoral
cr_{)i}k, ?ilé live and flourish. From an otherwise unaccountable association (‘;f him
\{{1! _ibal dle, we conclude that hg was of French extraction, and his name A¥dle,
e belonged fo some female, chiefly inhabiting a back-parlor, whose lifé appears
;«? u‘_] to hﬁve been consumed in sniffing, and in wearing a brown beaver boimel‘.
tw?;ltu?]i;adebwmﬂd sit up am;] balance cake upon _his nose, and not eat it until
e .4 . E.E}'l cmAmted. To the best of our belief we were once called in to
ness this performance ; when, unable, even in his milder moments, to end
our presence, he instantly made at us, cake and all. : s
Whya something in mourning, called * Miss Frost,” should still connect itself
:ﬁ}i’llthl our prepatatory school, we are unable to say. We retain no impresaioni"of
M{;q‘}%auti oflfh¥1ss I*' rr..:st_-lf she were beautiful ; or of the mental fascinations of
55 Frost—if she were accomplished ; yet her name and her black dress hold an
enduring place in our remembrance;  An equally impersonal boy, whose“ﬁa_mel h‘
long since shaped itsell unalterably into ** Master Mawls,” is nc;t to be dislnﬁceag
fr?m our brain. Retaining no vindictive feeling towards Mawls—no feeling what-
E&?T,_ mdeed'—we infer that neither he nor we can have loved Miss Frosé5 Our
[}f:t impression of Death and Burial is associated with this formless pair, We all
ree nestled awfully in a comer one wintry day, when the wind was blowin shrill
Eéi:ﬂl\g:i;ir?t’? pimﬁ‘)‘re over our heads ; and Miss Frost told us in a \ﬁ'\;\lispe;
omebody being ‘*screwed down.” It is the only distinet re ion wi
Ee_sen'e .q{ tl}esa impalpable creatures; except a suspic}i,(m ﬁmctt tlneec 0111‘?1;?12?‘;‘1?
. aste;) Mawls were susceptible of much. improvement. Generally speakinchwe
exa}]r (f. serv? that wheneve_r we see a child intently occupied with its nose t?), the
M:‘;lessx‘on of all other subjects of interest, cur mind reverts, in a flash, to!Master
W&I:utl,l itJ:aea-SdtII?OI that w{as Our Schgnl before the Railroad came and overthrew it
L \:'Jent Lh::)\ erdsnrt of pl}ﬂfe. We were old enough to be put into Virgil when
o accumuiL’t ﬂ.;l t_[() gut"lnzes for a variety of polishing on which the rust has
- umulated, It wasa School of some celebrity in its neighbouthood—no-
ody could haye said why—and we had the honor to attain and hold e
position of first boy. The master was sed us to K O(' the'emment
e oy, 11 was supposed among us to know nothing, and
& of the ushers was supposed to know everything, We are still inclined
Lhu'fl;c the first-named supposition perfectly correct. v el
bm‘z;ithit{qil gcne_ml idea th}t its subject had been in the leather trade, and had
gl meaning Qur School—of another proprietor who was immensely

"{S?:md' j\\-"hether this belief had any real foundation, we are not likely ever to
w now, The only branches of education with which he showed the Jeast

ﬁ:glll_fggltin:iﬁve:el ruling and corporally punishing. He was always ruling cipher~
g diq]-oi?- ..:[ (?at.ed mahlogany_ ruler, or smiting the palms of offenders with
S lla: J (I.: ulmtrumem1 or viciously drawing a pair of pantaloons tight with
st Hmtgth'iﬂm'?j and caning the wearer with the (3ther. We have no doubt
et Iioc:a,gpahon was the principal solace of his existence,

delx'ive% o ;luusrap‘c?t fi{r' money per\'adc_%d_ O'ur School, which was, of course
end, who suddenly appeared as a parlor-boarder, and was

n::loutred 'ltle- h-.}ve come by SE:!. from some mysterious part pof the t‘ar[l? uilc}:le“i;;
fo l(_ﬁrt cf 0 ]:d m.gold. He was usnally called ““Mr.” by the Chief, and was said
ol Df; !]n't e parlor on steaks and gravy; likewise to drink cmrrant wine, r-\nd
penlystated that if rolls and coffee were ever denied himn at brealfast, he would
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swrite home fo that unknown part of the globe from which he had come, and cause
himself to be recalled to the regions of gold. He was putinto no form or class,
but learnt alone, aslittle as he liked—and he liked very little—and there was a
helief among us that this was because he was too wealthy to be “taken down.”
His special treatment, and our vague association of him with ‘the sea, and with
storms, and sharks, and Coral Reefs occasioned the wildest legends to be circu-
Iated as his history. A tragedy in blank verse was written on the subject—if our
meiory does not deceive us, by the hand that now chronicles these recollections—
i which his father figured as Pirate, and was shot for a voluminous catalogue of
atrocities: first imparting to his wife the secret of the cave in which his wealth was
stored, and from which his only son’s half-crowns now issued. Dumblcdqn (the
boy's name) was represented as’ ‘*yet unborn” when his brave father met his fate;
and the despair and grief ‘of Mrs. Dumbledon at that calamity was movingly sha-
dowed forth as having weakened the parlor-boarder’s mind. = This production
was received with great favor, and was twice performed with closed doors in the
dining-room, But, it got wind, and was seized as libellous, and brought the un-
lucky poet into severe affliction. 'Some two years afterwards, all of 2 sudden ofie
day, Dumbledon vanished. It was whispéred that the Chief himself had taken him
down to the Docks; and re-shipped him for the Spanish Main ; but nothing certain
was ever known about his disappearance. At this hour, we cannot thoroughly
disconnect him from California,

Qur School was rather fanous for mysterious pupils. There was another—a
heavy young man, with a large double-cased silver watch, and a fat Jenife the
handle of which was a perfect tool-box—who unaccountably appeared one day at
a special desk of his own, erected close to that of the Chief, with whom he held
familiar converse. He lived in the parlor, and went out for his walks, and never
took the least notice of us—even of us, the first boy—unless to give us a depre-
catory kick, or grimly to take our hat off and throw it away, when he encountered
us out of doors, which unpleasant ceremony he always performed as he passed—
not even condescending to stop for the purpose. Some of us believed that the
classical attainments of this phenoménon were terrific, but ‘that his penmanship
and arithmetic were defective, and he had come there to mend them ; others, that
he was going to set up a school, and. had paid the Chief ““twenty-five pound
down,” for leave to see Our School at work. The gloomier spirits even said ‘that
he was going to buy US ; against which contingency, conspiracies were set on foot
for a general defection and running away, - However, he never did that, After
staying for a quarter, during which period, though closely observed, he was never
seen to do anything but make pens out of quills, write small hand in a secret port-
folio, and punch the point of the sharpest blade in his knife intohis desk all overit,
He too disappeared, and his place knew him no more.

There was another boy, a fair, meek boy, with a delicate complexion and tich
eurling hair, who, we found out, or thought we found out (we have no idea now,
and probably had none then, on what grounds, but it was confidentially revealed
from mouth to mouth), was the son of a Viscount who had deserted his lovely
mother. It was understood that if he had his rights, he would be worth twenty
thonsand a year. And that if his mother ever met his father, she would shoot him
with a silver pistol, which she carried, always loaded to the muzzle, for that pur-
pose. He was a very suggestive topic. So was a young Mulatto, who was always
believed (though very amiable) to have a dagger about him somewhere. Bul, we
think they were both outshene, upon the whole, by another boy who claimed to
have been bom on the twenty-ninth of February, and to have only one birthday
in five years. We suspect this to have been a fiction—but he lived upon it all the
time he was at Our School
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The principal curreney of Our School was slate pencil. It had some inexpli-
¢able value, that was never ascertained, never reduced to a standard, To have a
great hoard of it, was somehow to be rich. 'We used to bestow it in charity, and
confer it as a precious boon upon our chosen friends, When the holidays were
coming, contributions were solicited for certain boys whose relatives were in India,
and who were appealed for under the generic name of ** Holiday-stoppers,”—ap-
propriate marks of remembrance that should enliven and cheer them in their
homeless state.  Personally, we always contributed these tokens of sympathy in
the form of slate-pencil, and always felt that it would be a comfort and a treasure
to them.

Qur School was remarkable for white mice. Red-polls, linnets, and even
canaries, were kept in desks, drawers, hat-boxes, and other strange refuges for
birds; but white mice were the favourite stock., The boys trained the mice,
much better than the masters trained the boys. We recall one white mouse, whe
lived in the cover of a Latin dictionary, who ran up ladders, drew Roman chariats,
shouldered muskets, turned wheels, and even made a very creditable appearance
on the stage as the Dog of Montargis. He might have achieved greater things,
but for having the misfortue to mistake his way in a triumphal procession to the
Capitol, when he fell into a deep inkstand, and was dyed black and drowned.
The mice were the occasion of some most ingenious engineering, in the construc-
tion of their houses and instruments of performance. The famous one belonged
to a company of proprietors, some of whom have since made Railrodds, KEn-
gines; and Telegraphs; the chairman has erected mills and bridges in New
Zealand,

The usher at Our School, who was considered to know everything as opposed 1o
the Chief, who was considered to know nothing, was a bony, gentle-faced, clerical-
locking young man in rusty black. It was whispered that he was sweet upon one
of Maxby’s sisters (Maxby lived close by, and was a day pupil), and further that he
“favoured Maxby.” Aswe remember, he taught Italian to Maxby's sisters on
half-holidays. He once went to the play with them, and wore a white waistcoat
and a rose : which was considered among us equivalent to a declaration. We
were of opinion on that occasion, that to the last moment he expected Maxby’s
father to ask him to dinner at five o'clock, and therefore neglected his own dinner
at half-past one, and finally got none, We exaggerated in our imagimations the
extent to which he punished Maxby's father's cold meat at supper; and we agreed
to believe that he was elevated with wine and water when he came home. But, we
all liked him ; for he had a good knowledge of boys, and would haye madeita
niuch better school i he had had more power. He was writing master, mathema-
tical master, English master, made out the bills, mended the pens, and did all sorts
of things,  He divided the little boys with the Latin master (they were smuggled
through their rudimentary books, at odd times when there was nothing else o do),
and he always called at parents’ houses to inquire after sick boys, because he had
gentlemanly manners. He was rather musical, and on some remote quarter-day
had bought an old trombone ; buta bit of it was lost, and it made the miost extra-
ordinary sounds when he sometimes tried to play it of an evening. His holidays
never began (on account of the bills) until Tong after ours; but, in the summer
vacations he used to take pedestrian excursions with a knapsack ; andat Chiristimas
time, he went to see his father at Chipping Norton, who we all said (on ne
authority) was a dairy-fed-pork-butcher. Poor fellow! He was very low all day
on Maxby's sister’s wedding-day, and afterwards was thought to favour Maxby more
than ever, though he had been expected to spite him. He has been dead these
twenty years. Poor fellow !

Our remembrance of Our School, presents: the Latin master as a colorless




200 Our School.

dotbled-up near-sighted man with a cruteh, who was ahways cold, and always
putting onions into his ears for deafness, and always disclosing ends of flannel undet
all his garments, and almost always applying a ball of pocket-handkerchief to some
part of his face with a screwing action romnd and round. He was a very.good
scholar, and took great pains where he saw intelligence and a desive to learn:
otherwise, perhaps not, Qur memory presents him (unless teased into a passion)
with as little enercy as color—as having been worried and tormented into monoto-
nous feebleness—as having had the best part of his life ground out of him in a Mill
of boys. We remember with terror how he fell asleep one sultry afternoon with
the little smuggled class before him, and awoke not when the footstep of the Chief
fell heavy on the floor ; how the Chief aroused him, in the midst of a dread silence,
and said, * Mr. Blinkins, are youill, sir?” how he blushingly replied, **Sir,
rather so 3 ” how the Chief retorted with severity, *“ Mr. Blinkins, this is no place
to be ill in” (which was very, very true), and walked back solemn as the ghostin
Hamlet, until, catching a wandering eye, he caned that boy for inattention, and
happily expressed his feelings towards the Latin master through the mediumiof a
substitute.

There was g fat little dancing-master who used to come in a gig, and taught the
more advanced among us hornpipes (as an accomplishment in great social demand
in after life) ; and there was a brisk little French. master who used to come in the
sunniest weather, with 2 handleless umbrella, and to whom the Chief was always
polite; because (as we believed), if the Chief offended him, he would instantly
address the Chief in French, and for ever confound him before the boys with his
inability to understand or reply.

There was besides, a serving man, whose name was Phil. Our retrospective
glance presents Phil as a shipwrecked carpenter, cast away upon the desert island
of 4 school, and carrying into practice an ingemous inkling of many trades. He
miended whatever was broken, and made whatever was wanted. He was general
glagier, among other things, and mended all the broken windows—at the prime
cost (as was darkly rumoured among us) of ninepence, for every square charged
three-and-six to parents, We had a high opinion of his mechanical genius, and
generally held that the Chief *° knew something bad of him,” and on pain of
divitlgence enforced Phil to be his bondsman. 'We particnlarly remember that Phil
had a sovereign contempt for learning ; which engenders in us a respect for his
sagacity, as it implies his accurate observation of the relative positions of the Chief
and the ushers. He was an impenetrable man, who waited at table between whiles,
and throughout *“the half” kept the boxes in severe custody. He was morose,
even to the Chief, and never smiled, except at breaking-up, when, in acknowledg-
ment of the toast, **Success to, Phil! Hooray!” he would slowly carve a grin
out of his wooden face, where it would remain until we were all gone, Neverthe-
less, one time when we had the scarlet fever in the school, Phil nursed all the sick
boys of his own accord, and was like a mother to them.

There was another school not far off, and of course Our School.could have
nothing to say to that school. Itis mostly the way with schools, whether of hoys
or men. Well! the railway has swallowed up ours, and the locomotives now
run smoothly over its ashes.

So fades and langnishes, grows-dim and dies;
All that this world is proud of,

—and is not proud of, too. Tt had little reason to be proud of Our School, and
hias done much better since in that way, and will do far better yet.

OUR VESTRY.

i 1t

We have the glorious privilege of being always in hot water if we like, We are
g shareholder in a Great Parochial British Joint Stock Bank of Balderdash. ‘We
have a Vistry in our borough, and can vote for a vestryman—might even fe a
vestryman, mayhap, if we were inspired by a lofty and noble ambition. Which
we'are not,

Qur Vestry is a deliberative assembly of the utmost dignity and importance,
Like the Senate of ancient Rome, its awfil gravity overpowers (or ought to over-
power) barbavian visitors. It sits in the Capitol (we mean in the capital building
erccted for it); chiefly on Saturdays, and shakes the earth to its centre with the
echoes of its thandering eloquence, in a Sunday paper.

To getinto this Vestry in the eminent capacity of Vestryman, gigantic efforts
are made, and Herculean exertions used. It is made manifest to the dullest capa-
city at every election, that if we reject Snozzle we are done for, and that if we fail
to bring in Blunderbooze at the top of the poll, we are unwortliy of the dearest
rights of Britons. Flaming placards are rife on all the dead walls in the borough,
public-houses hang out banners, hackney-cabs burst into full-grown flowers of type,
and everybody is, or should be, in a paroxysm of anxiety.

At these momentous erises of the national fate, we are much assisted in our
deliberations by two eminent volunteers ; one of whom subscribes himself A Fellow
Parishioner, the other, A Rate-Payer. Who they are, or what they are, or where
they are, nobody knows; but, whatéver one assets, the other contradiets, They
are both voluminous writers, indieting more epistles than Lord Chesterfield in 2
single week ; and the greater patt of their feelings are too big for utterance in any-
thing less than capital letters, They require the additional aid of whole Tows
of notes of admiration, like balloons, to point their generous indignation ; and they
semetimes communicate a ¢crushing severity to stars.  As thus:

MEN OF MOONEYMOUNT,

Ts it, oris it not, 2 * * * to saddle the parish with a debt of £2,745 6s gd.,
yet claim to be a RIGID ECONOMIST !

Isit orisitnot,a * * * to state as a fact what is proved to be dofk @ moral and
@ PHYSICAL IMPOSSIBILITY ?
hls it, oris it not, a * * * to call £2,745 6s. 9d. nothing ; and nothing, some-
thing ?

=
Do you, or do you »of want a* * * * TO REPRESENT YOU IN THE VESTRY?
Your consideration of these questions is recommended to you by
A FELLOW PARISHIONER.

¥t was to this important public document that one of our first orators, Mr. MAGG
(of Little Winkling Street), adverted, when he opened the great debate of the
fourtéenth of November by saying, ““Sir, I hold in my hand an anonymous
slander”—and when the interruption, with which he was at that point assailed by
the apposite faction, gave rise to that memorable discussion on a point of order
which will ever be remembered with interest by constitutional assemblies. In the
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animated debate to which we refer, no fewer than thirty-seven gentlemen, many of
them of great eminence, including MR. Wicsey (of Chumbledon Square), were
geen upon their legs at one time ; and it was on the same great occasion that DoG-
GINSON—regarded in our Vestry as ““a regular John Bull :” we believe, in conse-
guence of his having always made up his mind on every subject without knowing
anything about it—informed another gentleman of similar principles on the oppo-
site side, that if he ““cheek’d him,” he would resort to the extreme measure of
knocking his blessed head off.

This was a great occasion. But, our Vestry shines habitually. In asserting its
own pre-eminence; for instance, it is very strong. On the least provocation, or on
none, it will be clamorous to know whether it is to be “dictated to,” or *“ trampled
o, or “ridden over rongh-shod.” Its great watchword is Self-government. ‘That
is to say, supposing our Vestry to favour any liftle harmless disorder like Typhus
Fever, and supposing the Government of the country to be, by any accident, in
such ridiculous hands, as that any of its authorities should consider it a dufy to
object to Typhus Fever—obviously an unconstitutional objection—then, our Vestry
cuts in with a terrible manifesto: about Self-goyernment, and claims its independent
tight to have as much Typhus Fever as pleases itself. Some absurd and dangerous
persons have represented, on the other hand, that though our Vestry may be able
to * beat the bounds” of its own parish, it may not be able to beat the bounds of
its own diseases ; which (say they) spread over the whole land, in an ever-expand-
ing circle of waste, and misery, and death, and widowhood, and orphanage, and
desolation.  But, our Vestry makes short work of any such fellows as these.

It was our Vestry—pink of Vestries as it is—that in support of its favourite
principle took the celebrated ground of denying the existence of the last pestilence
that raged in England, when the pestilence was raging at the Vestry doors.  Dog-
ginson said it was plums ; Mr. Wigsby (of Chumbledon Square) said it was
oysters 3 Mr. Magg (of Little Winkling Street) said, amid great cheering; it was
the newspapers. The noble indignation of our Vestry with that un-English insti-
tution the Board of Health, under those circumstances; yields one of the finest
passages 1n its history. It wouldn’t hear of rescue. Like Mr. Joseph Miller’s
Frenchman, it would be drowned and nobody should save it. Transported beyond
graminar by its kindled ire, it spoke in unknown tongues, and vented unintelligible
bellowings, more like an ancient oracle than the modern oracle it is admitted on
all hands to be. Rare exigencies produce rare things ; and even our Vestry, new
hatched to the woful time, came forth a greater goose than ever.

is, -again, was a special occasion, Qur Vestry, at more ordinary periods,
s meed of praise.

Our Vestry is eminently parliamentary. Playing at Parliament is its favourite
game. It is even regarded by some of its members as a chapel of ease to the
House of Commaons: a Little Go to be passed first. It hasits strangers’ gallery,
and its reported debates (see the Sunday paper before mentioned), and our Vestry-
men are in and out of order, and on and off their legs, and above all are: trans-
cendantly quarrelsome, after the pattern of the real original.

Our Vestry being assembled, Mr. Magg never begs to trouble Mr. Wigshy with
a simple inquiry. He knows better than that. * Seeing the honorable gentleman,
associated in their minds with Chumbledon Square, in his place, he wishes to ask
that hororable gentleman what the intentions of himself, and those with whom he
acts, may be, on the subject of the paving of the district known as Piggleum
Buildings? Mr. Wigsby replies (with his eye on next Sunday’s' paper) that in
reference to the question which has been put to him by the honorable: gentleman
opposite, he must take leave to say, that if that honorable gentleman had had the
courtesy to give him notice of that quegtion, he (Mr. Wigsby) would haye cors
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sulted with his colleagnes in reference to the advisability, in the present state of
the discussions on the new paving-rate, of answering that question. But, as the
honorable gentleman has Not had the courtesy to give him notice of that question
(great cheering from the Wigsby interest), he must decline to give the honorable
gentleman the satisfaction he requires. Mr. Magg, instantly rising to retort, s
received with loud cries of *“Spoke!” from the Wigsby interest, and with cheers
from the Magg side of the house. Moreover, five gentlemen rise to order, and one
of them, in revenge for being taken no notice of, petrifies the assembly by moving
that this Vestry do now adjourn ; but, is persuaded to withdraw that awful pro-
posal, in consideration of its tremendous consequences if persevered in. Mr. Magg,
for the purpose of being heard, then begs to move, that you, sir, donow pass to
the order of the day ; and takes that opportunity of saying, that if an honorable
gentleman whom he has in his eye, and will not demean himself by more particu-
larly naming (oh, oh, and cheers), supposes that he is to be put down by clamaur,
that honorable gentleman—however supported he may be, through thick and thin,
by a Fellow Parishioner, with whom he is well acquainted (cheers and counter-
cheers, Mr, Magg being invariably backed by the Rate-Payer)—will find himself
miistaken. Upon this, twenty members of our Vestry speak in suecession con-
cerning what the two great men have meant, until it appears, after an hour and
twenty minufes, that neitherof them meant anything, Then our Vestry begins
business,

We have said that, after the pattern of the real original, our Vestry in playing
at Parliament is franscendantly quarrelsome. Tt enjoys a personal altercation
above all things. Perhaps the most redoubtable case of this kind we have ever
had—though we have had so many that it is difficult to decide—was that on which
the last extreme solemnities passed between Mr, Tiddypot (of Gumption House)
and Captain Banger (of Wildemess Walk).

In an adjourned debate on the question whether water could be regarded in the
light of a necessary of life; respecting which there were great differences of
opinion, and many shades of sentiment; Mr. Tiddypot, in a powerful burst of
eloquence against that hypothesis, frequently made use of the expression that'such
and such a rumour had ““reached his ears.” Captain Banger, following him, and
holding that, for purposes of ablution and refreshment, a pint of water per diem
Was necessary for every adult of the lower classes, and half a pint for every child,
cast ridicule upon his address in a sparkling speech, and concluded by sayng that
instead of those rumouts having reached the ears of the honorable gentleman, he
rather thought the honorable gentleman’s ears must have reached ‘the rumours, in
consequerice of their well-known length. Mr. Tiddypot immediately rose; looked
the honorable and gallant gentleman full in the face, and left the Vestry.

The excitement, at this moment painfully intense, was heightened to an acite
degree when Captain Banger rose, and also left the Vestry. After a few moments
of profound silence—one of those breathless pauses never to be forgotten—Mr.
Chib (of Tucket’s Terrace, and the father of the Vestry) rose. He said that words
and looks had passed in that assembly, veplete with consequences which every
feeling mind must deplore, Time pressed, The sword was drawn, and while he
spoke the scabbard might be thrown away. He moved that those honorable
gentlemen who had left the Vestry be recalled, and required to pledge themselves
upon their honor that this affair should go no farther. The motion being bya
general union of parties unanimously agreed to (for everybody wanted to have the
belligerents there, instead of out of sight : which was noe fun at all), Mr. Mage was
deputed to recover Captain Banger, and Mr. Chib himself to go in search of Mr,
Tiddypot. The Captain wasfound in a conspicuous position, surveying the pass-
ing omnibuses from the top step of the front-door :mmediately adjoining the
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beadle’s box ; My. Tiddypot made & desperate attempt at resistance, but was over-
;powered by Mr. Chib (2 remarkably hale old gentleman of eighty-two), and
brought back in safety. 3

Mr. Tiddypet-and the Captain being restored to their places, and glaring en
each other, were called upon by the chair to abandon all homicidal intentions, and
give the Vestry an assurance that they did so. Mr. Tiddypot remained pro-
foundly silent. The Captain likewise remained profoundly silent, saving that he
was observed by those around him to fold his arms like Napoleon Buonaparte,
and to snort in his breathing—actions but teo expressive of gunpowder.

The most intense emotion now prevaled. Several members clustered in re-
monstrance round the Captain, and several round Mr. Tiddypot; but, both were
obdurate, = Mr. Chib then presented himself amid tremendous cheering, and said,
that not to shrink from the discharge of his painful duty, he must now move that
both honerable gentlemen be taken into custody by the beadle, and' conveyed to
the nearest police-office, there to be held to bail. The union of parties still can-
tinuing, the motion was seconded by Mr. Wigsby—on all usual occasions Mr,
Chilv’s opponent—and rapturously carried with only one dissentient voice. This
was Dogginson's, who said from his place *‘Let 'em fight it out with fstes ;™
but whose coarse remark was received as it merited.

The beadle now advanced along the floor of the Vestry, and beckoned with his
cocked hat to both members, Every breath was suspended. To say that a pin
might have been heard to fall, would be feebly to express the all-absorbing interest
and silence. Suddenly, enthusiastic chéering broke out from every side of the
Vestry, Captain Banger had risen—being, in fact, pulled up by a friend on
either side, and poked up by a friend behind.

The Captain said, in a deep determined wvoice, that he had every respect for
that Vestry and every respect for that chair; that he also respected the honor-
able gentleman of Gumption House ; but, that he respected his honor more.
Hereupon the Captain sat down, leaving the whole Vestry much affected. Mr.
Tiddypot instantly rose, and was received with the same enconragement. He
likewise said—and the exquisite ast of this orator communicated to the observation
an air of freshness and novelty—that he too had every respect for that Vestry; that
he too had every respect for that chair, That he too respected the honorablé and
gallant gentlc:m:m of Wilderness Walk ; but, that he too respected his hoher more,
**Hows'ever,” added the distingnished Vestryman, ““if the honorable or gallant
gentleman's honor is never more doubted and damaged than it is by me, he's all
right.” ~ Captain Banger immediately started up again, and said that after those
observations, involving as they did ample concession to his honor without compro-
mising the honor of the honorable gentleman, he would be wanting in honor as
well as in generosity, if he did not at once repudiate all intention of wounding the
honor of the honorable gentleman, or saying anything dishonerable to his henor-
able feclings. ‘These observations were repeatedly interrupted by bursts of cheers.
Mr. Tiddypot retorted that he well kuew the spirit of honor by which the honar-
able and gallant gentleman was so lonorably animated, and that he accepted an
honorable explanation, offered in a way that did him honor; but, he trusted that the
Vestry would consider that his (Mr, Tiddypot's) honor had imperatively demanded
of him that painful course which he had {felt it due to his honor to adopt. The
Captain and Mr. Tiddypot then touched their hats to one another across the
Vestry, a great many times, and it is thought that these proceedings (reported’to
the extent of several columns in next Sunday’s paper) will bring them in as
churchwardens next year.

ATl this was strictly after the pattern of the real original, and s6 are the whole
of our Vestry’s proceedings, In all their debates, they are laudably imitative of
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| the windy and wordy slang of the real original, and of nothing that is bettér in it.

They have headstrong party animosities, without any reference t6 the meérits of
questions ; they tack a surprising amount of debate to a very litfle business; they
set more store by forms than they do by substances:—all very like the real
original ! Tt has been doubted in our horough, whether our Vestry is of any
utility ; but our own conclusion is, that it is of the use to the Borough that a
diminishing mirror is to a painter, as enabling it to perceive in a small focus of
absurdity all the surface defects of the real original.

OUR BORE.

e

IT s unnecessary to say that we keep a bore., Everybody does. But, the bore
whom we have the pleasure and honor of enumierating among our particular friends,
15 such 2 generic bore, and has so many traits (as it*appears 1o us) in common with
the preat bore family, that we are tempted to make him the subject of ‘the present
notes. May he be generally accepted !

Our bore 15 admitted on all hands to be a good-hearted man. He may put filty
people out of temper, but he keeps his own. He preserves a sickly solid smile
upon his face, when other faces are ruffied by the perfection he has attained in his
art, and has an equable voice which never travels out of one key or rises above one
piteh. His manner is a manner of tranquil interest. None of his opiniens are
startling. Among his deepest-rooted convictions, it may be mentioned that he
considers the air of England damp, and holds that our lively neighbours—he
alivays calls the French our lively neighbours—have the advantage of us in that
particular.  Nevertheless he is unable to forget that John Bull is John Bull all the
world over, and that England with all her faults is England still,

Our bore has travelled. He could not possibly be a complete hore without
having travelled. He rarely speaks of his travels without introducing, sometinies
on his aym plan of construction, morsels of the language of the country—which he
always translates.  You cannot name to him any little remote town in France,
Italy, Germany, or Swilzerland but he knows it well; stayed there a fartnight
under peenliar circumstances. And talking of that little place, perhaps you know:
astatoe oyer an old fountain, up a little court, which is the sectmd—no; the third
—stay—yes, the third turning on the right, after you come out of the Post house,
going up the hill towards the market? You doz' know that statue ¥ Nor that
fountain ? You surprise him ! They are not usually seen by travellers (most extra-
ardinary, he has never yet met with a sinigle traveller who knew them, except one
German, the most intelligent man he ever met in his life ) but he thought that you
would haye been the man to find them out: And then he describes them, in a
Circumstantial lecture half an hour long; generally deélivered behind a door which
15 constantly being opened from the other side;; and implores you, if you ever
Tevisit that place, now do go and look at that statue and fountain i

Our bore, in a similar manner, being in Ttaly, made a discovery of a dreadful
Picture, which has been the terrer ‘of a large portion of the civilized world ever
since,  We have seen the liveliest men paralysed by it, across a broad dining-
fable,  He was lounging among the mountains, sir, basking in the mellow
influences of the climate, when he came to wna piccola chiesa—a little church—or
pethaps it would be more correct to say wra piceolissima cappella—the smallest ch apel
¥ou can possibly imagine—and walked in.  There was nobody inside but a czeco—
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a blind man—saying his prayers,and a secc/io padre—oid friar—rattling o motiey bot.
But, above the head of that friar; and immediately to the right of the altar as you
enter—to the right of the altat ? No. To the'left of the altar as you enter—or
say near the centre—there hung a painting (subject, Virgin and Child) so divine
in its expression, so pure and yet so warm and rich in its tone, so freshin its touch;
at once 50 glowing in its color and so statuesque in its repose, that our hore cried
out in an ecstasy, ““That’s the finest picture in Ttaly {" And so it is, sir.. There
is no doubt of it. It is astonishing that that picture is so little known. Even the
painter is uncertain. He afterwards took Blumb, of the Royal Academy (itis to
be observed that our bore takes none but eminent people to see sights, and that
nohe but eminent people take our bore), and you never saw a man so affected in
your life as Blumb was. He cried like a child! And then our bore begius his
deseription in detail—for all this is introdugtory—and strangles his hearers with
the folds of the purple drapery.

By an equally fortunate conjunction of accidental circumstances, it hiappened that
when our bore was in Switzerland, he discovered a Valley, of that superb character,
that Chamouni is not to be mentioned in the Same breath with it. Thisis how it
was, sir. He was travelling on % mule—had been in the saddle some days—hen,
as he and the guide, Pierre Blanquo : whom you may know, perhaps *—our bore
is sorry you don't, because he's the only guide deserving of the name—as he and
Pierre werd descending, towards evening, among those everlasting snows, to the
little village of La Croix, our bore observed a mountain track turning off sharply to
the right. At first he was uncertain whether it wasa track at all, and in fact, he
said to Pletre, ** Qu'est gue Jest done, mon ami ?—What is that, my friend?”
O, monsieur?” said Pierre—** Where, sit?”? ¢ Lag /~there | ” said our bore.
S¢ Monsienr, ce n'est rien de fout—sir, it's nothing at all,” said Pierre. ** Allons!—
Make haste. /I ze neiger—it's going to snow ! ” But, our bore was not to'be
done in that way; and he firmly replied, ““I wish {o go in that direction—/& zer p
aller.  Lam bent upon it—je suis déterminé,  En avant!—go ahead 1™ In con-
sequence of which firmness on our bore's part, they proceeded, sir, during two
hours of evening, and three of moonlight (they waited in a cavem till the moon
was up), along the slenderest track, overhanging perpendicularly the most awful
gulfs, until they arrived, by a winding descent, in a valley that possibly, and he
niay say probably, was never visited by any stranger before. What a valley!
Mountains piled on mountains, avalanches stemmed by pine forests ; waterfalls,
chalets, mountain-torrents, wooden bridges, every conceivable picture of Swiss
seenery ! The whole village turned out to receive our bore. « The peasant gids
kissed him, the men shook hands with him, one old lady of benevolent appearance
wept upon his breast. He was conduncted, in a primitive triumph, to the lhittle inn'z
where he was taken ill next morning, and lay for six weeks, attended by the
amiable hostess (the same benevolent old lady who had wept over night) and her
charming daughter, Fanchette. It is nothing to say that they were attentive to
him j they doted on him. They called him in their simple way, I’ dnge Anglais—
the English Angel. When our bore left the valley, there was not a dry eye in the
place ; some of the people attended him for miles. e begs and entreats of you as
a personal favour, that if you ever go to Switzerland again (you have mentioned
that your last visit was your twenty-third), you will go to that valley, and see
Swiss scenery for the first time, And if you want really to know the pastoral
people of Switzerland, and to understand them, mention, in that valley, our bore's
name |

Our bore has a crushing brother in the East, who, somehow or other, was
admitted to smoke pipes with Mehemet Ali, and instantly became an authority on
the whole range of Eastern matters, from Haroun Alraschid to the present Sultan,
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He is tn the habit of expressing mysterious opinions on this wide tange of subjects,
but on questions of foreign policy more particularly, to our bore, in letters ; and
our bore is continually sending bits of these letters to the newspapers (which they

_ 'mever insert), and carrying other bits about in his pocket-book. = It is eyen whis-

eved that he hds been seen at the Foreign Office, receiving great consideration
from the messengers, and having his card promptly bome into the sanctuary of the
temple. The havoe committed in society by this Eastern brother is beyond belief.
Our bore is always ready with him. We have known our hore to fall upon an
intelligent young sojourner in the wilderness, in the first sentence of a narrative,
and beat all confidence out of him with one blow of his brother. He became
oniniscient, &s to foreign policy, in the smoking of those pipes with Mehemet AlL
The balance of power n Europe, the machinations of the Jesuits; the gentle and
bumanising influence of Austria, the position and prospects of that hero of the
nable soul who is worshipped by happy France, are all easy reading to our bore's
brother. And our bore is so provokingly self-denying about him! *“I don't
pretend to more than a very general knowledge of these subjects myself,” says he,
after enervating the intellects of several strong men, ““but these are my brothet's
opinions; and I believe he is known to be well-informed.”

The commonest incidents and places would appear to have been made special,
expressly for our bore. - Ask him whether he ever chanced to walk, between seven
and eight in the morning; down St. James’s Street, London, and he will tell you,
never in his life but once. Buf, it’s curious that that once was in eighteen thirty ;
and that as our bore was walking down the street you have just mentioned, at the
liour you have just mentioned—half-past seven—or twenty minutes to eight. No!
Let him be correct |—exactly a quarter before eight by the palace clock—he met a
{resh-coloured, grey-haired, good-humoured looking gentleman, with a brown
umbrella, who, as he passed him, touched his hat and said, * Fine morning, sit,
fine morning! "—William the Fourth |

Ask our bore whéther he has seen Mr. Barry's new Houses of Parliament, and
he will reply that he has not yet inspected them minutely, but, that you remind
him that it was his singular fortune to be the last man to see the old Houses of
Pazliament before the fire broke out. It happened in thisway. Poor John Spine,
the celebrated novelist, had taken him over to South Lambeth to read to him the
last few chapters of what was certainly his best book—as our bore told him at the
time, adding, ““Now, my dear John, touch it, and yow'll spoil it ! "—and cur bore
was going back to the ¢lub by way of Millbauk and Parliament Street, when he
stopped to think of Canuning, and look at the Houses of Parliament. Now, you
know far more of the philosophy of Mind than our bore does, and are much better
able to explain to him than he is to explain to you why or wherefore, at that parti-
cular time, the thought of fire should come into his head. But, it did. Itdid.
He thought, What a national calamity if an edifice connected with so niany asso-
ciations should be consumed by fire I\ At that time there was not a single soul in
the street but himself, All was quiet, dark, and solitary. After contemplating the
building for @ minute—or, say a minute and a half, not more—our bore proceeded
on his way, mechanically repeating, What a national calamity if such an edifice
connected with such associations, should be destroyed by —— A man coming
towards him in a wiolent state of agitation completed the sentence, with the excla-
mation, Fire! ' Our bore looked round, and the whole structure was in 2 blaze.

In haimony and union with these experiences, our bore never went anywhere in
a steam-boat but he made either the best or the worst voyage ever known on' that
station,  Either he overheard the captain say to himself, with his hands’ clasped,
* We are all lost ! or the captain openly declared to him that he had never made
such a run betore, and never should be able to do it again. 'Our bore was in that




208 Our Bore,

express teain on that railway, when theymade (unknown to the passengers) the expes
riment of going at the 1ate of & hundred miles an hour. Our bore remarked on that
occasion to the other people in the carriage, *“ This is too fast, but sit still 1" He
was af the Norwich musical festival when the extraordinary echo for which science
has been: wholly unable to account; was heard for the first and last time, He and
the bishop heard it at the same moment, and caught each other’s eve. He was
present at that illumination of St, Peter’s, of which the Pope is known to have
remarked, as he looked at it out of his window in the Vatican, * O Cielo! Questa
COSE 0% Sara fatla, mai ancora, come questa—©O Heaven ! this thing will never be
done again, like this 1  He has seen every lion he ever saw, tinder some rematk-
ably propitious circumstances. He knows there is no fancy in it, because in every
case the showman mentioned the fact at the time, and congratulated him upon it.
At one period of his life; our bore had an illness. Tt was an illness of a dan-
gerous character for society at large.  Innocently remark that yon are very well, or
that somebody else is very well ; and our bore, with a preface that one never knows
what a blessing health is until one has lost it is reminded of that illness,; and drags
you through the whole of its symptoms, progress, and treatment. Innocently
remark that you are not well, or that somebody else is not well, and the same
mevitable result ensues.  Vou will learn how eur bore felt-a tightness about hers,
sit, for which he couldn’t account, accompanied with a constant sensation as if he
were being stabbed—or, rather, jobbed—that expressesit more correctly—jobbed—
with @ blunt knife, Well, sir!" This went on, until sparks began to flit before
his eyes, water-wheels to turn round in his head, and hammersto beat incessantly
thump, thump, thump, all dewn his back—along the whole of the spinal vertebre,
Our bore, when his sensations had come to this, thought it a duty he owed to him-
self to take advice; and he said, Now, whom shall T consult? He naturally thought
of Callow, at thattime one of the most eminent physicians in Londen, and he went
to Callow,  Callow said, “Liver!” and prescribed rhubarb and calomel, low diet,
and moderate exercise. Our bore went on with this treatment, getting worse every
day, until helost confidence in Callow, and went to Moon; whom half the town
was then mad abont. Moon was interested in the case ; to ‘do him justice lie was
very much interested in the case; and he said “Kidneys!? He altered the whele
treatment, sir—gave strong acids, cupped, and blistered. This went on, our bore
still getting worse every day, until he openly told Moon it would be a satisfaction
to him if he would have a consultation with Clatter. The moment Clatter saw our
bore, he said, ** Accumulation of fat about the heart!” Snugglewood, who was
called in with him, differed, and said, “Bram!” . But, what they all agreed upon
was, to lay our bore upon his back; to shave his head, to leech him, to administer
enormous quantities of medicine; and to keep him low ; so that he was rediiced to
a mere shadow, you wouldn't have known im, and nobody considered it possible
that he could ever recover,” This was his condition, sit, when he heard of Jillkins—
at that period in avery small practice, and living in the upper part of a house in
Great Portland Street ; but still, you understand, with a rising reputation among
the few people to whom he was known. Being in that condition in which &
drowning man catchies at a straw, our bore sent for Jilkins, Jilkins came.  Our
bore liked his eye, and said, ““Mr, Jilkins, T have a presentiment that you will do
me good.”™ Jilking's reply was characteristic of the man. Tt was, “Sir, I mean fo
do you good.” This confirmed onr bore’s opinion of his eye, and they went into
the case together—went completely into it TJilkins then got up; walked across the
room, came back, and sat down, His words were-these. ** You have been hume-
bugged. This is a case of indigestion; oceasioned by deficiency of power in  the
Stomach. Take a mutton chop in half-an-hour, with a glass of the finestold sherry
that ean be got for maney. Take two mutton chops to-morrow, and two glasses
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of the finest old shenry. Next day, Tll'come again.” Ina week our bore was on
his legs, and Jilkins's success dates from that period ! '

Our bore is great in secret information.  He happens to know many things that
nobody else knows. He can generally tell you where the splitis in the Ministry;
he knows a deal about the Queen ; and has little anecdotes to relate of the royal
nursery. He gives you the judge’s private opinion of Sludge the murderer, and
his thoughts when he tried him. He happens to know what such a'man got by
guch a transaction, and it was fifteen thousand five hundred pounds, and his income
is twelve thousand a year. 'Our bore is also great in mystery. He believes, with
an exasperating appearance of profound meaning, that you saw Parkins last Suns
day 7 —Yes, you did.—Did he say anything particular >—No, nothing particulat,—
Otir bore is surprised at that.—Why *—Nothing. Only he understood that-Par-
kins had come to tell you something.—What about ?—Well! our bore is not at
liberty to mention what about. But, he believes you will hear that from Parkins
himself, soon, and he hopes it may not surprise you as it did him. Perhaps, how-
ever; you never heard about Parkins's wife's sister 7—No.—Ah ! says our bore,
that explains it!

Our bore is also great in argument. He infinitely enjoys a long humdrum,
drowsy, interchange of words of dispute about nothing. He considers that it
strengthens the mind, consequently, he “ don’t see that,” very often. Or, he would
be glad to know what you mean by that. Or, he doubts that. Or, he has always
understood exactly the reverse of that.  Or, he can’t admit that. Or, he begs to
deny that.  Or, surely you don't mean that. And soon. He once advised us;
affered us 2 piece of advice, after the fact, totally impracticable and wholly impos-
sible of acceptance, because it supposed the fact, then eternally disposed of; to be
yetin abeyance. It was-a dozen years ago, and to this hour our bore benevolently
wishes, in a mild voice, on certain regular occasions, that we had thought better of
his opinion.

The instinct with which our bore finds out another bore, and closes with him, is
amazing. We have seen him pick his man out of fifty men, in a couple of minutes,

They love to go (which they do naturally) into & slow argument on a previously

exhausted subject, and to contradict each other, and to wear the hearers out, with-
out impairing their own perennial freshness as bores. Tt improves the good under-
standing between them, and they get together afterwards, and bore each other
amicably. Wheneéver we sce our bare behind a door with another bore, we know
that when he comes forth, he will praise the other bore as one of the most intelli-
gent men he ever met,  And this bringing us to the close of what we had to say
about our bore, we are anxiqus to bave it understeod that he never bestowed this
Praise on us.




A MONUMENT OF FRENCH FOLLY.

——

I was profoundly observed by a witty member of the Court of Common Couneil,
in Couneil assembled in the City. of London, in the year of our Lord one thousand
eight hundred and fifty, that the French are a frog-eating people, who wear wooden
shoes.

We are credibly informed, in reference to the nation whom this choice spirit so
happily disposed of, that the caricatures and stage representations which were
current in Kngland some half 2 century ago, exactly depict their present condition.
For example, we understand that every Frenchman, without exception, wears a
pigtail and curl-papers. That he is extremely sallow, thin, long-faced, and Jantern:
jawed. That the calves of his legs are invariably undeveloped ; that his legs fail
at the kriees, and that his shouldersare always higher than his ears. We are like-
“wite assured that he rarely tastes any food but soup maigre, and an onion ;. that he
always says, By Gar! Aha! Vatyou tell me, sare?” at the end of every sen-
tence he utters: and that the true generic name of his race is the Mounseets, or
the Parly-voos. 1fhe be nota dancing-master, or a barber, he must be a cook 3
since no other trades but those three are congenial to the fastes of the people, or
permitted by the Institutions of the country. He is a slave, of course. Theladies
of France {who are also slaves) invariably have their heads tied up in Belcher
handlerchiefs, wear long earrings, carry tambourines, and beguile the weariness of
their yoke by singing in head voices through their noses—principally to barrel-
organs.

It may be generally summed up, of this inferior people, that they have o idea
of anything,

Of'a great Institution like Smithfield, they are inable to form the least concep-
Hion., A Beast Market in the heart of Paris would be regarded an impossible
nutsance, Nor have they any notion of slaughter-houses in the midst of a city.
One of these benighted frog-eaters would scarcely understand your meaning, if you
told him of the existence of such a British bulwark.

It is agreeable, and perhaps pardonable, to indulge in a little self-complacency:
when our right to it is thoroughly established, At the present time, to be rendered
memorable by a final attack on that good old market which is the (rotten) apple of
the Corporation’s eye, let us compare our: elves, to-our national delight and pride
as to these two subjects of slaughter-house and beast-market, with the outlandish
foreigner.

The blessings of Smithfield are too well understood to need recapitulation ; all
who run (away from mad bulls and pursuing oxen) may read. Any market-day
they may be beheld in glovious action. Possibly the merits of our slaughter-hoyses
are not yet quite so generally appreciated,

Slaughter-houses, in the large towns of England, are always (with the exception
of one or two enterprising towns) most numerous in the most densely crowded

places, where there is the least circulation of air, They are often undergrotind, in 3
cellars 3 they are sometimes in close back yards ; sometimes (a5 in Spitalfields)in

the very shops where the meat is sold, Occasionally, under good pnvate
management, they are yentilated and clean, For the most part, they are unyentis
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lated and dirty § and, to the recking walls, putrid fat and other offensive animal
matter clings with a tenacious hold. The busiest slaughter-houses in London are
in the neighbourhood of Smithfield, in Newgate Market, in Whitechapel, in New-
port: Market, in Leadenhall Market, in Clare Market, All these places are
smrounded by houses of a poor description, swarming with inhabitants, Some of
them are close to the worst burial-grounds in London. When the slaughter-house
is below the ground, it is a common practice to throw the sheep down ‘areds, neck
and crop—which is exciting, but not at all cruel.  When it is on the level surface,
it is often extremiely difficult of approach. Then, the beasts have to be worried, and
goaded, and pronged, and tail-twisted, for a long time before they can be got TiE—
which is entirely owing to their natural obstinacy. When it is not difficult of
approach, but is'in a foul condition, what they see and scent makes them still more
reluctant to enter—which is their natural obstinacy again. ‘When they do get in
at last, after no trouble and suffering to speak of (for, there is nothing in the
previons journey into the Heart of London, the night's endurance in Smithfeld, the
strugale out apain, among the crowded multitude, the coaches, carts, waggons,
ommibuses, gigs, chaises, phaetons, cabs, trucks, dogs, boys, whoopings, TORTTIES,
and ten thousand other distractions), they are represented to be in a most unfit
state to be killed, according to microscopic examinations made of their fevered
blood by one of the most distinguished physiologists in the world, PROFESSOR
OWEN—but that's hutbug.,  When they a@re killed, at last, their, reeking carcases
are hung in impure air, to become, as the same Professor will explain to you, less
nutritions and more unwholesome—but he is only an wzcommon counsellor, so
don’t nind A, In half a quarter of a mile’s length of Whitechapel, at one time,
thete shall be six hundred newly slaughtéred oxen hanging up, and seven hundred
sheep—but, the more the merrier—proof of prosperity. Hard by Snow Hill and
Warwick Lane, you shall see the little children, inured to' sights of brutality from
their birth, trotting along the alleys, mingled with troops of horribly busy pigs, up
to their ankles in blood—but it makes the young rascals hardy, Into the imperfect
sewers of this overgrown city, youshall have the immense mass of corruption,
engendered by these practices, lazily thrown out of sight, to rise, in poisonous
pases, into your house at night, when your sleeping children will most readily
absorb them, and to find its languid way, at last; into the river that you drink—
but, the French are a frog-eating people who wear wooden shoes, and it's O the
roast beef of England, my boy, the jolly old English roast becf.

1t is quite a mistake—a new-fangled notion altogether—to suppose that there s
any natural antagonism between putrefaction and health. They know better than
that, in the Common Council, You may talk about Nature, in her wisdom,
always warning man through his sense of smell, when he draws near to something
dangerous ; but, that won't go down in the City. Nature very often don't mean
anything, Mrs. Quickly says that prunes ave ill for a green wound ; but whosoever
says that putrid animal substances are ill for & green wound, or for robust vigor, or
for anything or for any hody, is a humanity-monger and a humbug, Britons never,
never, never, &., thereforé, And prosperity to_cattle-driving, cattle-slaughtering,
bone-crushing, blood-boiling, trotter-scraping, tripe-dressing, paunch-cleaning, gut-
spinning, hide prepating, tallow-melting, and other salubrious proceedings, in the
midst of hiospitals, churchyards, workhouses, schools, infirmaries, refuges, dwellings,
provision-shops, nurseries, sick-beds, every stage and baiting-place in the journey
from birth to death !

These ncommon, counsellors, your Professor Owens and fellows, will contend
that to tolerate these things in a civilised city, is to reduce it to 'a worse condition
than BRuck found to prevail in ABYSSINIA, For there (say they) the jackals and
wild dogs came at night to devour the offal ; whereas, here there are no such
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natural scavengers, and quite as savage customs. TFurther, they will demonstrats -

that nothing in Nature is intended to be wasted, and that besides the waste which
such abuses occasion in the articles of health and life—main sources of the riches
of any community—they lead to a prodigious waste of changing maltters, which
niight, with proper preparation, and under scientific diréction, be safely applied to the
increase of the fertility of the land. Thus (they argue) does Natire ever avehge
infractions of her beneficent laws, and so surely as Man is determined to warp any
of her blessings into curses, shall they become curses, and shall he suffer heavily.
But, this is cant.  Just as it'is cant of the worst description to'say lo the London
Corporation, “ How can you exhibit to the people so plain a spectacle of dishonest
equivocation, as to claim the right of holding a market in the midst of the great
city, for one of your vested privileges, when you know that when your last market
hu?ding charter was granted to you by King Charles the First, Smithfield stood In
THE SUBURBS OF Lonnon, and isin that very charter so described in those five
words ?”"—which is certainly true, but has nothing to do with the question.

Now to the comparison, in these particulars of civilisation, between the capital of
England, and the capital of that frog-eating and wooden-shoe wearing country,
which the illustrious Common Councilman so sarcastically settled.

In Pars, there is no Cattle Market.  Cows and calves are sold within. the city,
but, the Cattle Markets are at Poissy, about thirteen miles off, on a line of railway;
and at Sceanx, about five miles off. The Poissy market is held every Thursday ;
the Sceaux market, every Monday.  In Paris, there are no slaughter-houses, in our
acceptation of the term. There are five public Abattoirs—within the walls, thongh
in the suburbs—and in these all the slaughtering for the city must be performed,
They are managed by a Syndicat or Guild of Butchers, who confer with the Minister
of the Interior on all matters affecting the trade, and who are consulted when any
new regulations are contemplated for its government,  They are, likewise, under the
vigilant superintendence of the police. Every butcher must be licensed : which
proves himat once to be a slave, for we don’t license butchers in England—we only
license apothecaries, atforneys, post-masters; publicans, hawkers, retailers of
tobaceo, snuff, pepper, and vinegar—and one or two other little trades, not worth
mentioning,  Every arrangement in connexion with the slaughtering and sale of
meat, is matter of strict police regulation. (Slavery again, though we certainlv
have a general sort of Police Act here.)

But, in order that the reader may understand what 2 monument of folly these
frog-eaters have raised in_their abattoirs and cattle-markets, and may compare it
with what common counselling has done for us all these years, and wonld still do
but for the innovating spirit of the times, here follows a short account of a recent
visit to these places :

It was as sharp 2 February morning as you would desire to feel at your fingers’
ends when I turned out—tumbling over a chiffonier with his little basket and rake,
who was picking up the bits of colored paper that had been swept out, overmight,
from 2 Bon-Bon shop—to take the Butchers’ Train'to Poissy. A cold, dim light
just touched the high roofs of the Tuileries which have seen such changes, such
distracted crowds, such riot and bloodshed ; and they looked. as calm, and as old,
all covered with white frost, as the very Pyramids;, = Theve was not light enough,
yety to strike upon the towers of Notre Dame across the water ; but I thoughtof the
dark pavement of the old Cathedral as just beginning to be streaked with grey ;
and of the lamps in the *‘House of God,” the Hospital close to- it, burning Iow
and being' quenched ; and of the keeper of the Morgue going about with a fading
lantern, busy in the arrangement of his terrible waxwork for another sunny day.

The sun was up, and shining mernly when the butchers and I announcing our
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departure with an engine shriek to sleepy Paris, ratiled away for the Cattle Market,
Actoss the country, over the Seine, among a forest of scrubby trees—the hoar frost
lying cold in shady places, and glittering in the light—and here we are at Paissy !
Out leap the butchers, who have been chattering all the way like madmen, and off
they straggle for the Cattle Market (still chattering; of conrse, incessantly), in hats
and oaps of all shapes, in coats and blouses, in calf-skins, cow-skins, horse-skins,
futs, shagey mantles, hairy coats, sacking, baize, oilskin, anything you please that
will keep a man and a butcher warm, upona fmsty nmming,

Many a French town have I seen, between this spot of ground and Strasburgh or
Marseilles, that might sit for your picture, little Poissy ! Barring the details of your
old church, T know you well, albeit we make acquaintance, now, for the first time.
I kiiow your narrow, strageling; winding streets, with a kennel in the midst, and
lamps shung across. Iknow your picturesque street-corners, winding up-hill Heaven
knows why or where! Tknow your tradesmen’s mscriptions, in letters not quite fat
enough; your barbers’ brazen basins dangling over little shops; your Cafés and Esta-
miinets, with cloudy bottles of stale syrup in the windows, and pictures of crossed
billiard cues outside. I know this identical grey horse with his tail rolled up i &
knigt like the * back hair” of an untidy woman, who won't be shod, and who
makes himself heraldic by clattering across the street on his hind legs, while twenty
yoices shriek and growl at him asa Brigand, an accursed Robber, and ‘an ever-
lastingly-doomed Pig. I know your sparkling town-fountain, too, my Poissy, and
am glad to see it near a cattle-market, gushing so freshly, under the ' auspices of
& gallant little sublimated Frenchman wrought in metal, perched upon the top.
Through all the land of France I know this unswept rcom at The Glory, with its
peculiar smell of beans and coffee, where the butchers crowd about the stove,
thinking the thinnest of wine from the smallest of tumblers ; where the thickest of
Coffee-cups mingle with the longest of loayes, and the weakest of lump sugar;
Where Madame at the counter casily acknowledges the homage of all entering and
depatting butchers ; where the billiard-table is covered up in the midst like a great
bind-cage—but the bird may sing by-and-by |

A bell!  The Calf Market! Polite departure of butchers; Hasty payment
and departure on the part of amateur Visitor. Madame reproaches Ma'amselle for
100 fine a suspeptibility in reference to the devotion of a Butcher in a bear-skin.
Monsienr, the landlord of The Glory, counts a double handful of sous, without an
unobliterated inseription, or an undamaged crowned head, among them

There is little noise without, abundant space, and no confusion. The open area
devated to the market is divided into three portions : the Calf Market, the Cattle
Market, the Sheep Market. Calves at eight, cattle at ten, sheep at mid-day. All
15 very clean:

The Calf Marlet is a raised platform of: stone, some three or four feet high, open
on all sides; with a lofty overspreading roof, supported on stone cohimns, which
give it the appearance of a sort of vineyard from Northern Ttaly.  Here, on the
riised pavement, lie innumerable calves, ‘all bound hind-legs and fore-legs together,
and all trembling violently—perhaps with cold, perhaps with fear, perhaps with
P for, this mode of tying, which seems to be an-absolute superstition with the
peasantry, can hardly fail to cause great suffering, Here, they lie; patiently in
30Ws, among the straw, with their stolid faces and mexpressive eyes, superintended
by mien and women, boys and gitls ; here they are inspected by ouwr friends, the
bButchers, bargained for, and bought.. Plenty. of time ; plenty of room ; plenty of

god humour, ¢ Monsieur Frangois in the bear-skin, how do you do, my friend ?
ou come from Paris by the train? The fresh air does you good. If you
are in want of three or four fme calves this market moming, my angel, I
Madame Doche, shall be happy todeal with-you, Behold ‘these calves, Monsieur
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Francois! Great Heaven, you are doubtful! Well, sir, walk round and loolk

ahout you,  If you find better for the money, buy them. If not, come to me 8

Monsienr Francois goes his way leisurely, and keeps a wary eye upon the stock.
No other buicher jostles Monsieur Frangois ; Monsiear Frangois jostles no ather
Tmtcher. Nobody is flustered and aggravated. Nobody is savage, In the midst
of the country blue frocks and red handkerchiefs, and the butchers’ coats, shagey,
furey, and hairy: of calfiskin, cow-skin, horse:skin, and bear-skin : towers a cocked
hat anil 4. blue cloak. Slavery! For our Police wear great-coats and glazed hats,

But now the bartering is over, and the calves are sold, * Ho ! Greguoire,
Antoine, Jean, Louis! Bring up the carts, my children | Quick, brave infants?!
Hola! Hi!” y

The carts, well littered with straw, are backed up to the edge of the raised
pavement, and various hot infants carry calves upon their heads, and dexterously
pitch them in, while other hot infants, standing in the carts, arrange the calves,
and pack them carefully in straw. Here is a promising young calf, not sold, whom
Madame Doche unbinds, Pardon me, Madame Doche, but I fear this mode of
tying the four legs of a quadruped together, though strictly & la mode, is not quite
right, You observe, Madame Doche, that the cord leaves deep indentations in the
gkin, and that the animal is so cramped at first as not to know, or even remotely
suspect that he 75 unhound, until you are so obliging as to kick him, in your delicate
little way, and pull his tail like a bell-rope. “Then, he staggers to his knees, not
being able to stand, and stumbles about like a drunken calf, or the herse at
Franconi's, whom you may have seen, Madame Doche, who is supposed to have
been mortally wotnded in battle. But, what is this mubbing against me, as I
apostrophise Madame Doche? It is another heated infant with a calf upon his
head, **Pardon, Monsieur, but will you have the politeness to allow me to pass?”
5 Ab, sir, willingly. T am vexed to obstruct the way.” On he staggers, calf and
all, and makes nd allusion whatever either to my eyes or limbs.

Now, the carts are all full. More straw, my Antoine, to shake over these top
rows; then; off we will clatter, rumble, jolt, and rattle, a long row of us, ont of the
first town-gate, and out at the second town-gate, and past the empty sentri-hox,
and the little thin square bandbox of a guardhouse, where nobody seems to live
and away for Paris, by the paved road, lying, a straight straight line, in the' long
long avenue of trees, We can neither choose our road, nor our pace, for that'1s all
prescribed to us. The public convenience demands that our carts should get to
Paris by such a route, and no other (Napoleon had leisure to find that ont, while
he had a little war with the world upon his hands), and woe betide us if ye infringe
orders.

Droves of oxen stand in the Cattle Market, tied to iron bars fixed into posts of
granite, Other droves advance slowly down the long avenue, past the second
town-gate, and the first town-gate, and the sentry-box, and the bandbox, thawing the
moming with their smoky breath as they come along. Plenty of room ; plenty of
fime. Neither man nor beast is driven out of his wits by coaches, carts, waggons,
omnibuses, gigs, chaises, phactons, cabs, trucks, boys, whoopings, roarings, and
multitudes. No tail-twisting is necessary—no iron pronging is necessary. There
are 1o iron prongs here. The market for cattle is held as quietly as the market
for calves. In due time, off the eattle go to Paris; the drovers can mo maere

choose their road, nor their time, nor the numbers they shall drive, than they cand

choose their hour for dying in the course of natare.
Sheep next. The sheep-pens are up here, past the Branch Bank of Paris

established for the: convenience of the butchers, and behind the two pretty foun-=

tains they are making in the Market, My name is Bull : yet T think I should like
to see as good twin fountains—not to say in Smithfieldl, but in England anywhere
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Plenty of room ; plenty of time. And here are sheep-dogs, sensible as ever, hut
with a certain French air about them—not without a suspicion of dominoes—with
a kind of flavour-of moustache and beard-—demonstrative dogs, shaggy and lopse
where an English dog would be tight and close—not so troubled with business
calculations as our English drovers’ dogs, who have always got their sheepupon
their minds, and think about their work, even resting, as you miay see by their
Faces 3 buf, dashing, showy, rather unreliable dogs : who might worry me instead of
their legitimate chorges if they saw occasion—and might see it somewhat suddenly.

The market for sheep passes off like the other two ; and away they go, by ther
allotted road to Pavis. My way being the Railway, I make the best of it at
twenty miles an hour ; whirling throtigh the now high-lighted landscape ; thinking
that the inexperienced green buds will be wishing, before long, they had nof been
tempted to come out so soon ; and wondering who lives in this or that chateau, all
window and lattice, and what the family may have for breakfast this sharp
morning.

After the Market comes the Abattoir. What abattoir shall T visit first? Mont-
martre is the largest.  So I will go there.

The abattoirs are all within the walls of Patis, with an eye to the receipt of the

octrol duty 5 but, they stand in open places in the suburbs, removed from the press

and bustle of the city. They are managed by the Syndicat or Guild of Butchers,
under the inspection of the Police. Certain smaller items of the revenue derived
from them ave in part retained by the Guild for the payment of their expenses, and
in_part deyoted by it to charitable purposes in connexion with the trade. They
cost six hundred and eighty thousand pounds ;. and they retur to the city of Paris
an interest on that outlzy, amounting to'nearly six and a-half per cent.

Here, in a sufficiently dismantled space is the Abattoir of Montmartre, covering
nearly nine acres of ground, surrounded by a high wall, and looking from the
outside like a cayalry barrack, At the iron gates is a small functionary in a large
cocked hat. *“Monsieur desires to see the abattoir? Most certainly.” Stale
‘being inconvenient in private fransactions, and Monsieut being already aware of
the cocked hat, the functionary puts it into a little official bureauw which it almost
fills, and nccompanies me in the modest attire—as to his head—of ordinary life.

Many of the animals from Poissy have come here. On the arrival of each drove,
il was turned into yonder ample space, where each butcher who had bought,
selected his own purchases. Some, we see now, in these long perspectives of
stalls with a high overhanging roof of woad and open tiles rising above the walls,
Wihile they rest here, before being slaughtered, they are required to be fed and
watered, and the stalls must be kept clean. A stated amount of fodder must
always be ready in the loft above; and the supervision isof the strictest kind.
The same regulations apply to sheep and calves ; for which, portions of these per-
spectives are strongly railed off, - All the buildings are of the strongest and most
salid description.

After traversing these lairs, through which, besides the upper provision for
vertilation just mentioned, there may be a thorough emrent of air from opposite
Wwindows in the side walls, and from doors at either end, we traverse the broad,
paved, courtiyard until we come to the slaughter-houses. They are all exactly
alike, and adjoin each other, to the number of eight or nine fogether; in blocks of
solid building,  Let us walk into the first.

It 15 firmly built and paved with stone. It is well lighted, thoroughly aired,
and lavishly provided with fresh water. Tt has two doors opposite each other ;
the first, the door by which I entered from the main yard ; the second, which is
Opposite, opening on another smaller yard, where the sheep and calves are killed
on benches,  ‘The pavement of that yard, I see, slopes downward to a gutler, for
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its being more éasily cleansed. The slanghter-house is fifteen feet high, sixtesn
feet and a-half wide, and thirty-three feet long. It 15 fitted with a powerful
windlass, by which one man at the handle can bring the head of an ox down to the
ground to receive the blow from the pole-axe that is to fell him—with the means
of raising the carcass and keeping it suspended during the after-operation of
dressing—and with hooks en which carcasses can hang, when completely prepared,
without touching the walls. Upon the pavement of this first stone chamber, lies
an ox scarcely dead, If I except the blood draining from him, inte a-little stone
well in a corner of the pavement, the place is free from offence as the Place de la
Concorde, It is infinitely purer and cleaner, I know, my friend the functionary,
than the Cathedral of Notre Dame. Ha, ha! Monsieur is pleasant, but; truly;
there is reason, too, in what he says.

1 look into another of these slaughter-houses. * Pray enter,” says-a gentleman
in bloody boots, “*This is a calf I have killed this moming, Having & little
time upon my hands, I have cut and punctured this lace pattern in the coats of
his stomach. It is pretty enough. I did it to divert myself.”—*1¢ is beautiful,
Monsieur, the slaughterer!” He tells me T have the gentility to say se.

1 look into: rows of slaughter-houses. In many; retail dealers, who have come
here for the purpose, are making bargains for meat. There is killing enough,
certainly, to satiate-an unused eye ; and there are steaming carcasses enough, to
suggest the expediency of a fowl and salad for dinner; but, everywhere, there is an
orderly, clean, well-systematised routine of work in progress—horrible work at the
best, 1f you please 3 but, so much the greater reason why it should be made the
best of. 1 don’t know (I think I have observed, my name is Bull) that o Parisian
of the lowest order is particularly delicate, or that his nature is remarkable for an
infinitesimal infusion of ferocity ; but, I do know, my potent, grave, and commion
counselling Signors, that he is forced, when at this work, to submit himself to 2
thoroughly good system, and to make an Englishman very heartily ashamed of you.

Here, within the walls of the same abattoir, in other roomy and commodions
buildings, ate a place for converting the fat into'tallow and packing it for market—
a place for cleansing -and scalding calves’ heads and sheep’s feet—a place for pre-
paring tripe—stables and coach-houses for the butchers—imnumerable conveniences,
aiding in the diminution of offensiveness to its Jowest possible point, and the raising
of cleanliness and supervision to their highest, Hence, all the meat that goes out
of the gate is sent away in clean covered carts.  And if every trade connected with
the slaughtering of animals were obliged by law to be carried on in the same
place, I doubt, my friend, now reinstated in the cocked hat (whose civility these
two francs imperfectly acknowledge; but appear munificently to repay), whether
there could be better regulations than those which are carried out at the Abattoir
of Montmartre. Adieu, my friend, for I am away to the other side of Paris, to the
Abattoir of Grenelle! And there 1 find exactly the same thing on a smaller seale,
with the addition of a magnificent Artesian well, and a different sort of conductor,
in. the person of a neat little woman with neat little eyes, and 2 neat little voice,
whe picks her neat little way among the bullocks in-a very neat little pair of shoes
and stockings,

Such 'is the Monument of French Folly which a foreigneering people have
erected, in a national hatred and antipathy for common counselling wisdom, “That
wisdom, assembled in the City of Lendon, having distinctly refused, after a debate
of three days long, and by a majority of nearly seven to one, to associate itself with
any Metropolitan Cattle-Market unless it be held in the midst of the City, it
follows that we shall lose the inestimable advantages of common counselling pro-
tection, and be thrown, for a market, on our own wretched resources, Inm all
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human probability we shall thus come, at last, to erect a monument of folly very

like this French mionument. 1f that be done, the consequences are obvious,  The
leather trade will be ruined, by the introduction of American timber, to bé manu-
factured into shoes for the fallen English ; the Lord Mayor will be required, by the
popular voice, to live entively on frogs ; and both these changes will (how, is not
at present quite clear, but certainly somehow or other) fall on that unhappy landed
interest which is always being killed, yet is always found to be alive—and ‘kicking.

A CHRISTMAS TREE.

—

1 5AVE been Jooking on, this evening, at a merry company of children assembled
round that pretty German toy,'a Christmas Tree, The tree was planted in the
middle of a great round table, and towered high above their heads. It was
brilliantly lighted by a multitude of little tapers; and everywhere sparkled and
glittered with bright objects. There were rosy-cheeked dolls, hiding behind the
green leaves; and there were real watches (with movable hands, at least, and an
endless capacity of being wound up) dangling from irmumerable fivigs; there were
French-polished tables, chairs, bedsteads, wardrobes, eight-da; clocks, and
various other articles of domestic furniture (wonderfully made, in tin, at W}olver-
hanipton), perched among the boughs, as if in preparation. for some faity house-
keeping ; there were jolly, broad-faced little men, much more agreeable in
appearance than many real men—and no wonder, for their heads took off, and
showed them to be full of sugar-plums ; there were fiddles and drims ; there were
tambourines, hooks, work-boxes, paint-boxes, sweetmeat-hoxes 1:)eep—;hrsw boxes
and all kinds of boxes ; there were trinkets for the elder girls, far brighter than
any grown-up gold and jewels; there were baskets and pincushions in all de-
Vices ; there were giums, swords, and banners ; there were witches standing in en-
chanted rings of pasteboard; to tell fortunes; there wete teetotums, hummi:ﬁg-ttms
needle-cases, pen-wipers, smelling-bottles, conversation-cards, bouquet-holders;
teal fruit, made artificially dazzling with gold leaf; imitation apples, pears, and
Walnuts, ctammed with surprises ; in short, as a pretty child, before me, delight-
edly whispered to another pretty child, her boson: friend, “There was evcwth?ng
and more.” This motley collection of odd objects, clustering on the tree like
magic fiuit, and flashing back the bright looks directed towards it from every side
—some of the diamond-eyes admiring it were hardly on a level with the table
and a few were languishing in timid wonder on the bosoms of pretty molhers,
aunts, and nurses—made a lively realisation of the fancies of childhood ; and set
me thinking how all the trees that grow and all the things that come into
f_l);::ence on the:‘earth, have their wild adornments at that well-remembered

Being now at home again, and alone, the only person’in the house awake; my
lhought_s are drawn back, by a fascination which I do not care to resisc, to m}
oWn c}lnldlwo(l. I begin to consider, what do we ‘all remember best upon the
dfi?;lg ;;stgfré}ég ﬁgj’nstmas Tree of out own young Christmas days, by which we

Sxfmn'g!it, in the middle of the room, cramped in the freedom ot its growth by no
encircling walls or soon-reached ceiling, a shadowy tree arises; and, Iogking w
o the dreamy brightness of its top—for | observe in this tree the' sifim &

g $ top—ior 1 observe in this tree the singular




