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THE BUSINESS OF PLEASURE.

P S —

CHAPTER L
INTRODUCTORY.

Ir, as Froissart says, we English take our
pleasure sadly after our fashion, it is very cer-
tain that we take it coolly. We will have
it, be it in what shape it may, though dress-
makers die in working against time for the
preparation of our court-robes, and bakers’
lives are sacrificed to our partiality for hot
rolls. But when we have got it, we think
very little of it, and very much less of those
who, some by great natural gifts, combined
with much labour, industry, and perseverance,
minister to the pleasure of which we make so
light. Great actors and singers are, by a
certain portion of society, classed with cooks,
mountebanks, and horse-jockeys. * That man
who wrote the book, you know,” is the phrase
by which Mr. Tennyson or Dr. Darwin would
- VOL. I. B






INTRODUCTORY. 3

that on some future day they shall be per-
mitted to minister to pleasure in London, and
earn the meed reserved for a few such minis-
trants. In the Business of Pleasure acres and
acres of English ground, and Rhenish moun-
tain, and French and Spanish plain, are set
apart and cultivated to the highest degree of
perfection: in the same interest hardy Norse-
men are salmon-fishing ; heavy Westphalian
boors, preposterously accoutred, are boar-hunt-
ing; blue-bloused Alsatian peasants are fatten-
ing bilious geese; dirty Russians are oiling
cod-sounds. Those engaged in the Business
of Pleasure are of various stations, of various
temperaments, of various degrees of useful-
ness; but from all is there required as strict
honesty, punctuality, and fidelity, as proper
and earnest a performance of their duties, as
thorough rectitude, as in any other condition
in life.

It is my purpose in these Essays to show
the inner life of some of those carrying on the
Business of Pleasure, and bringing thereto as
much energy, honesty, and industry, as great
aptitude for business, as much self-abnegation,
as much skill and talent for seizing opportu-
nities and supplying promptly the public de-
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life of some of those establishments where
pleasure is carried on as a regular business
and in regular business fashion; showing, so
far as is practicable and just, the method,
manner, and expense of its conduct. To these
I have added a few Papers descriptive of the
actual business details; the cost and conduct,
of certain of the sports and pastimes of Eng-
lishmen, such as hunting, shooting, &c.; the
organisation of an excursion-agent; the inner
life of a newspaper-office; some articles de-
scriptive of the behind-the-scenes of the Vo-
lunteer movement; and some other papers
illustrative of London society.
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impossibility of finding any work of reference,
and in the final discovery of the third volume
of Rabelais lurking shamefacedly behind Nel-
son’s Fasts and Festivals. So I sat down on an
enormous pile of volumes in the middle of the
library-floor, and I looked at the row of empty
bookcases, glaring in a very ghastly manner
from the walls, and I began my task; very
seldom, however, settling more than a dozen
books without again sitting down to peer be-
“tween the leaves of some volume which I had
not seen for a very long time. They were of
all sorts: some of my father’s old Charterhouse
schoolbooks; editions of the Classics, free from
all that erudite annotation which has been so
productive of headache to schoolboys of more
recent date; some of my own schoolbooks
with names once familiar, now long forgotten,
scrawled on the margin of the pages, and a
fancy portrait of Euripides (very fancy) on
the fly-leaf of the Orestes; Jones’s early poems,
Twilight Musings, with my name inscribed on
the title-page in Jones’s own hand, “from his
devoted friend and cue-fellow.” Jones is
now principal vitriol-thrower on the Scalpel
literary newspaper, and is popularly believed
to have written that review of his devoted
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friend and cue-fellow’s last book of travels,
which caused the devoted f. and c.-f. to spend
an evening rolling on his hearthrug in agonies
of rage and despair. Here are other given
books : Manna in the Wilderness, or the Smitten
Rock, presented to me at “ Crismass 1844,”
as the written legend records, by my cousin
Augustus, who was great at morality, but
weak in orthography, and who in the next
spring ran away and joined Herr Carlos Wil-
kinsoni'’s travelling cirque, after having forged
his father’s name to a check for twenty pounds.
Here is my first copy of Shakespeare, with
my name in faded ink, and underneath it two
sets of initials in different handwritings, the
owners of which, long separated by death, are,
I pray Heaven, more happily reunited; and
here is a copy of Blugg’s collected works, with
the sixpenny label of the book-stall still stick-
ing to it. Poor Dick Blugg, who combined
so much capacity for writing and gin-and-
water, and whose life was divided between a
bare room containing a desk, a blotting-pad,
an ink-bottle, and a pile of paper, where he did
his work, and the night-houses in the Hay-
market, where he spent his money. Other
books, acting as milestones in one’s life: copy
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of Mr. Thomas Moore’s Lalla Rookh, with
the “young gazelle” bit very much pencil-
scored; Byron's Giaour, Childe Harold, and
works generally, with marginal pencilled re-
ferences expressive of my entire concurrence
in the noble poet’s views of human nature (by
the date it must have been just after J. M.
married that stockbroker); and a copy of the
Vauzhall Comic. Songster, with the portrait
and autograph of a once-celebrated comic
singer. Milestones indeed! Where is the
comic singer? Dust and ashes! The Yorick
of the orchestra, with his white waistcoat and
his thumbs in his arm-holes, his queer merry
eyes and thin pursed lips, with his riddles and
his jokes and his tol-de-rol choruses—dust
and ashes! And Vauxhall? with its thousand
of extra lamps, and its gritty arcades, and its
ghastly Italian walk, and its rickety firework
gallery, and its mildewy Eve at the fountain,
and Joel Il Diavolo’s terrific descent with
the crackers in his heels, and the skinny fowls
and the dry ham and the rack-punch, and the
enclosure outside Mr. Wardell’s house where
all the hansom cabs were inextricably mixed
together—where are these ? On what the
bills used to call the ““ royal property” (at this
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tin beasts which slowly revolve, and the whiz-
zing rush of the rockets, and the roar of the
final firework explosion (which must be so
comforting to any neighbour suffering with
sick-headache, and just in his first sleep); and
sometimes, I am given to understand, there
may be heard by young couples at Cremorne
the voice of love! I heard all these except
the last (but then I am not young, and on
this occasion I was not a couple); but I heard
something else. For as I wandered about the
grounds and looked in at the open coffee-room
windows, and lounged into the theatre, staring
for a few minutes at the ballet, as I noticed
the thoroughly trim and neat appearance of
the gardens, as I marked the extensive prepa-
rations for the fireworks, and as I endeavoured
to dodge the rather meandering steps of a
gentleman in armour whom I encountered in
a back-walk, whose vizor rendered him doubt-
ful as to his eyesight, and whose shining
greaves rendered him unsteady on his legs,—
I began to ponder on the magnitude of the
undertaking, and to wonder how the various
wheels in the great whole worked with such
unceasing regularity. Here must be large
capital involved, very many people engaged,
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with glee,” I sat calmly discussing statistics,
and gleaned the following information anent
the wherewithal necessary for carrying out
the business of pleasure at Cremorne.

So quietly, orderly, and well is this place
conducted, and with such sensible regard to
the interest of its frequenters (who, by the
way, are of all classes, ranging from old wo-
men and children who come for an early tea
and a stroll in the grounds, who are possessed
with wild desires to see the dogs and mon-
keys, and listen to the band, down to gentle-
manly gentlemen who eat suppers, and are far
too grand to express their desire to see any
thing at all), that, by its non-frequenters and
by a huge class of amiable people who look
upon any amusement as emanating from Mo-
loch and beckoning towards the gallows, it
would never be heard of, were it not for the
practical wit of certain exquisite humorists,
who annually mark certain festive days in
London’s calendar by breaking the proprie-
tor’s glasses and the waiters’ heads. This
amiable class may perchance be strong in its
notions of the diffusion of capital and the em-
ployment of labour ; it may be always pub-
lishing pamphlets in which these subjects are
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rary gentleman attached to the establishment
sits down in his cabinet to compose the an-
nouncement of approaching festivities, and
eight bill-posters convey the result of his co-
.gitations to an admiring public.

In the season of 1863 the Gardens opened
early in the spring with a dog-show; and the
estimate for the preparation—for gardeners,
painters, roofers, carpenters, smiths, labourers,
and gravel-diggers—amounted to 35007, inde-
pendent of the cost of material, galvanised
iron, timber, ironmongery, wire-work, &e.,
about 2000/. more. While the exhibition
was open, the expenses of keepers, police, at-
tendants, and music, were about 300. a week,
and a very large sum was expended in adver-
tisements and prizes. This dog-show, how-
ever, was an extraneous affair, not calculated
in the regular round of expense. In the same
category was the tournament, to produce which
the services of three hundred ¢ supers,” six
armourers, thirty-two horses, and ten grooms
were specially engaged. When the Gardens
are open for the season, the regular staff is
wery large and very costly. It comprises six-
teen money-takers, seven gasmen, two scene-
painters, three house-painters, one resident
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master-carpenter, and seventeen wardrobe men
and women. The stage department requires
the services of twenty-five carpenters to work
the scenes, a prompter, a hundred members of
the corps de ballet, two principal dancers, three
principal pantomimists, several vocalists, and
a turncock, without whose aid the fairy foun-
tains would not flow. Add to this a firework
manufacturer with seven assistants, fifteen
riders, and several horses in the circus; a set
of twenty dogs and monkeys, with their mas-
ter, in the Octagon Theatre; a set of mario-
nettes and their master, in another part of the
grounds; twenty-five members of the regular
orchestra and two peripatetic bands; a gentle-
man who delivers a lecture on the Australian
explorers; three regular policemen, and on
extra nights six others;—and you have some
notion of what the management of Cremorne
Gardens has to meet on Saturday mornings,
as the cost of the amusement it provides.

The hotel department, belonging to the
same proprietary, is, of course, worked by a
totally different staff. The in-door division
has the services of a manager and house-
keeper, fifteen barmaids, two head-waiters,
eighteen other waiters, a booking-clerk, two
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hall-keepers, and three porters. , The outer
division is managed by a head-waiter with
fifty subordinates. In the kitchen there are
four professed cooks with assistants, a kitchen-
boy, a vegetable cook, two scullery-men, two
bakers . and confectioners, who are all over-
looked by a larder clerk. There is also a
man whose sole business is the production of
soda-water and ginger-beer; and there is a
cowkeeper.

A few years ago supper was the great meal
at Cremorne; but under the present manage-
ment dinners have been made a feature of at-
traction in the programme; and the number
- of diners is now large. You can dine at va-
rious prices, and have almost any thing you
like to order, for the commissariat is on the
most extensive scale. Regarding the con-
sumption of food at this single establishment
at the height of the season, the following list
may be taken as a daily average: six salmon,
twenty pairs of soles, twelve gallons of white-
bait, one turbot, twenty-five pounds of eels,
twenty dozen of lobsters, twenty gallons of
shrimps, one saddle of mutton, one haunch,
six quarters of lamb and six legs, six joints
of roast-beef, two fillets of veal, fifty pounds

VOL. I c






CHAPTER III.
THE GREENWICH DINNER.

WHEN you invite a friend to “dinner,” before
specifying the when and where, you leave him
in a pleasant state of uncertainty as to your
intentions and his chances of pleasure. You
may mean the domestic dinner, than which,
when well done, nothing can be better. By
well done I mean not more than half-a-dozen
people, all of them knowing and understanding
each other; soup, fish, joint, a couple of en-
trées, a bird, a pudding, and some maccaroni;
a neat-handed Phyllis instead of a stupid wai-
“ter; sound wine, and a small cigar before going
up to the ladies; where you have some really
good music, and get away by eleven. This is
doing it well: it can be badly done in many
different ways. In the “pot-luck” style: a bit
of hard loin-of-mutton swimming in coagulated
grease, dank dabs of greens, mild beeswax of
cheese, warm flat Romford ale, two glasses of
fiery sherry, and a tumbler of diluted turpen-
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Greenwich dinner knows he cannot be asked
to a bad one. The whitebait get large in
July; the salmon-cutlets can have been sent
up and sent down, and sent up again, too
often; the duck ‘may be tough; the waiting
(notably when there are three City-companies,
the staff of a daily newspaper, and a hundred
- people in the coffee-room, all clamouring and
dining at once) somewhat tiresome; but, on
the whole, you cannot dine badly at Green-
wich.

The mere fact of dining out of town is
agreeable. It is a hot staring June day; the
heat reflected from the pavement permeates
every where; the air is still and sirocco-like;
one side of the way (that on which the sun is
shining) is deserted ; while on the other, those
men who are strong-minded enough are mop-
ping their bald forcheads and carrying their
hats boldly in their hands. Vagabond dogs
with lolling tongues, unpleasantly suggestive
of hydrophobia, loiter at the corners of the
streets, and regard the legs of the passers-by
with furtive and maniacal glances; boys for-
get the charms of toffee, buns, and pegtops,
and devote their pocket-money to the pur-
chase of clinging dabs of nastiness known as
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and the letters, and with much-besilvered
splinter-bars attached to the rails of the hind-
seat ; stock-brokers’ high-wheeled mail-phae-
tons, all brass and lacquer and fresh garish
|' paint; roomy family clarences, dowagers’ yel-

low-bodied chariots, dissipated-looking dog-

carts, with the oilcloth on the suspended trap

much torn and trampled by unsteady, not to
~ say drunken, feet; rakish hansoms, and even
" one or two four-wheeled cabs.

A constant stream has been pouring in
ever since we have been here, and when we
enter the coffee-room we find it nearly filled.
Observe that the best tables (those nearest
the window, with the good look-out on the
river) are nearly all occupied by solitary
diners,—elderly big men with bald heads,
huge stomachs, stolid expression, and succu-
lent protruding under-lips. These be your
City merchants, your magnates of Lloyds’
and the Exchange, your lunchers at Garra-
way’s and the Jerusalem, your Gordon-Square
dwellers, bank directors, vestry wranglers,
charitable-parochial-rate supporters ; these be
your fathers of Mudie-subscribing daughters,
and of club smoking-room-haunting sons ;
these be your autumnal-touring Britons, who
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And now let us glance at the internal eco-
- nomy of this house—The Vessel.

From the 1st of April to the 30th of Sep-
tember, Pleasure’s business is in full swing
here, and never allows the smallest relaxation.
With a view to such business, and nothing
else, The Vessel was built. On the heading of
its bills it calls itself an hotel; but you might
search in vain on The Vessel’s basement for
the commercial-room; you might pass the re-
mainder of your life hunting without success
for the large family bedrooms, or the stuffy
cupboards in which bachelors are made to
pass the night. There are no baths and no
billiard-room, no quaint assembly-room lead-
ing up three steps at the end of the first-floor
passage, and smelling as if the ghosts of our
gavotte-dancing grandmothers still inhabited
it. You will never find rows of boots with
number-chalked soles standing outside its
chamber-doors, nor regiments of bed-candle-
sticks on its hall-table; no “boots” lurks up its
. stairs at the chilly hours of the morning to call
any one who is going by the first train, nor has
such a thing as a “breakfast order” ever been
heard within its capacious walls. From its
cellar to its attic The Vessel means dinner, and
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particular room named. The system of check

is thus treble, and at the end of the evening,

when accounts are made up, three entries of

‘every order are brought forward—that is to

say, the waiter’s who gives it, the booking-
clerk through whom it passes, and the cellar-
man who executes it. The cellars are perfect
marvels of order and systematic detail; and so
thorough is the supervision, and so accurate
the check, that the superintendent, looking at
the last stock-taking, can reckon the consump-
tion to the moment of inquiry, and can at any
time give you to a bottle the exact state of
any bin in the vast cellarage. While on this
subject, it is worth noticing that though the
cellar contains numerous specimens of rare
wines and curious vintages, it is very seldom
indeed that they are called for. Punch,
sherry, and champagne with the dinner,—
and nearly always champagne,—it seems to
be a fixed idea with Greenwich diners,
more especially with those who but seldom
indulge in such a luxury, that champagne is a
positive necessity. After dinner, by men of
the present generation, and at parties where
ladies are present, claret is generally drunk;
but at the great feeds of the City-companies, at
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_cutlery and glass; each is accountable for
“every thing supplied to him; each has, as the
ﬁ'st mstalment of his day’s labour, to cut up
a huge brown loaf into that timber-yard ar-
rmgement of delicious slices, without which
m Greenwich dinner would be complete.
.Addcd to this, on every floor in the secret
k;recesscs unexplored by the general public,
hangs a written code of laws and a table of
s applicable to waiters’ irregularities. At
the Greenwich houses the majority of the
vaiters will be found to be foreigners, and
'they are mostly sons of German innkeepers,
imany of them men of worldly position, who
ave come over here to acquire a knowledge
of their business, and an insight into the ways
of the world. The hecad-waiter at such a
house as The Vessel is a superior man; at large
dinners he draws a regular sketch of the table,
which is generally in horse-shoe form, and on
an average holds thirty-five dishes, seventeen
n either side, and a huge centre-piece before
chairman; he arranges them artistically,
1d can in an instant denote the exact place
f any dish. The daily list of eatables is pre-
ed each morning by the superintendent
of the partners), and nearly every article
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feet below the surface until nearly the ebb or
~ flood, as the case may be. At the commence-
- ment of the spring whitebait first appear, but
not in large quantities, as these are old fish
who escaped the last year’s netting ; about
the middle of April the young fry, perfectly
transparent, arrive, and in the first week in
May come to perfection. So it continues for
a couple of months; then gradually whitebait
get larger and larger, and about the close of
september are lost sight of altogether. There
is a speciality for dressing “bait;” and the
fisherman who, assisted by his son, for up-
wards of a score of years has supplied The
Vessel, not ‘only catches the whitebait, but
¢ooks them. On a glowing coke-fire is placed
a large frying-pan full of boiling lard; the
fish, first thoroughly rolled in flour, are placed
1 & cloth, which is plunged into the hissing
at. The cook, a perfect Salamander, utterly
mpervious to the frightful heat which makes
trangers wink and beat a hasty retreat, takes
the handle of the frying-pan and turns it from
right to left, peering in at the seething mass.
An two minutes the cooking is accomplished,
and the fish are emptied out of the cloth on to
adish. Ye who would taste your bait in per-






CHAPTER IV.
RIDING LONDON : OF OMNIBUSES.

WeicHiNG thirteen stone, standing six feet
high, possessed of an indomitable laziness, and
javing occasion constantly to go from one
art of town to the other, I want to know
ow I am to have my requirements attended
o with ease and comfort to myself. If my
ame were Schemsiluihar, and I had lived
ves ago at Bagdad, I should have gone
juietly into the garden, and, after rubbing
ny ring on my lamp, or burning my incense,
should have prostrated myself before an
ormous genie, who would have been very
nuch hurt by my humility, would straight-
way have proclaimed himself my slave, and, "
r hearing my wants, would immediately
have provided me with four feet square of
dest Turkey carpet, on which I had only to
deposit myself to be wafted through the air
0 my destination; or he would have pro-
duced a roc for me to sit astride on; or an
VOL. I. D
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when I state that I have never yet been the

- subject of a commission de lunatico, I need of-

fer no further explanation of my declining to
ride in a velocipede—a humorous conveyance
like the under-carriage of a chariot, the occu-
pant of which apparently rests himself by using
his arms as well as his legs for his propulsion.

When I was a boy at school, I récollect in
the shop-windows prints of an aerial machine,
a delightful conveyance like an enormous bat,
sailing over London (which was represented
by the dome of St. Paul's and a couple of
church-spires), and filled with elegantly-dress-
ed company, who were chatting to each other
without the smallest appearance of astonish-
ment. I cannot positively state that there
was a captain depicted as in command of this
atmospheric vessel, though my belief leans
that way ; but I perfectly well remember a
“man at the wheel,” grasping a tiller like a
cheese-cutter, and directing the course with
the greatest easc and freedom. This would

“have been an eligible mode of conveyanc'e had

the scheme ever been carried out; but the
mventor only got as far as the print, and
there apparently exhausted himself, as I never
heard any thing further of it. And this, by
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we go as fast, the crowded state of the streets
considered, as ever did the York Highflyer or
the Brighton Age. My associations with om-
nibuses are from my youth upward. As a
child I lived in a very large thoroughfare,
and I used to stand for hours at the window
watching the red Hammersmith omnibuses,
luminous with the name of “ Georce CLoup,”
and the white Putney and Richmond omni-
buses, and the green “ Favourites,” boldly de-
claring the ownership of “Erizasera and
Jou~N WiLsoN,”—grand ’buses those, with
drivers and conductors in green liveries, al-
ways renewed (with an accompaniment of
nosegay for buttonhole, and favours for whip,
and rosettes for horses’ ears) on the occasion
of the Queen’s birthday. I was originally
taken to school in a hackney-coach,—I per-
fectly well recollect kneeling at the bottom in
the straw as we (I and a broken-hearted aunt)
ascended Highgate Hill, and imploring tear-
fully to be taken back home, even in the
lowest menial capacity,—but I came back in
an omnibus, in a high state of effervescence,
and with a large stock of worldly experience.
I first saw her who, as the bagmen’s toast
says, doubles the pleasures and halves the
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sorrows of my life, as I stepped oft an omnibus.
I first went down to my office on an omni-
bus ; and I still patronise that same convey-
ance, where, I may incidentally mention, I am
a “regular,” that I always have the seat next
the coachman on the off-side, and that my
opinion on the news from America is always
anxiously expected by my fellow-passengers.
Long since, however, have the omnibuses of
my childhood been “run off the road.” Mr.
George Cloud and his compeers have retired ;
and the whole metropolitan service, with very
few exceptions, is worked by the London Ge-
neral Omnibus Company ; concerning which,
—its rise, origin, and progress, and the man-
ner in which it is carried on,—I have, under
proper official authority, made full inquiry,
and now intend to report.

If the present Emperor of the French had
succeeded in his memorable expedition with
the tame eagle to Boulogne, it is probable
that we in England might still be going on
with the old separate proprietary system of
omnibuses ; but as the tame-eagle expedition
(majestic in itself) was a failure, its smaller
component parts had to escape as they best
could. Among these smaller component parts
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was one Orsi, captain of the steamer convey-
ing the intruding emperor ; and Orsi, flying
from justice, flew, after the manner ofhis kind,
to England, and there established himself.
Years after, in 1855, this M. Orsi bethought
himself of a scheme for simultaneously im-
proving his own fortunes and bettering the
condition of London omnibus-traffic, by assi-
milating its management to that which for a
long time had worked admirably in Paris. He
accordingly associated with himself a crafty
long-headed man of business, one M. Foucard,
and they together drew up such a specious
prospectus, that when they submitted it to
four of the principal London omnibus-pro-
prietors, Messrs. Macnamara, Wilson, Willing,
and Hartley, these gentlemen, all thoroughly
versed in their business, so far saw their way,
that they at once consented to enter into the
proposal, and became the agents for Messieurs
Orsi and Foucard. The division of labour
then commenced : the Frenchmen started for
Paris, there to establish their company (for
our English laws on mercantile liability and
the dangers of shareholding were, a few years
ago, much foggier, and thicker, and less in-
telligible, and more dangerous than they are
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now) ; and so well did they succeed, that, in
a very short time, they had raised and per-
fected as a “Société en Commandite” the
“ Compagnie Générale des Omnibus de Lon-
dres,” with a capital of 700,000.., in shares of
100 francs (or 41.) each ; three-fourths of the
capital—such was our neighbours’ belief in
our business talents and luck in matters
touching upon horseflesh—being subscribed
in France. Meantime, the English section
were not idle : as agents for the two French-
men they bought up the rolling stock, horses,
harness, stabling, and good-will of nearly all
the then existent omnibus-proprietors ; they
became purchasers of six hundred omnibuses
and six thousand horses, of an enormous staff
of coachmen, conductors, time-keepers, horse-
keepers, washers, and other workmen ; and,
what was very important, they possessed
themselves of the “times” of all the import-
ant routes in London and the suburbs. These
“times” are, in fact, the good-will of the
roads, and were considered so valuable, that
in some cases as much as from 200L to 250L
were given for the *times” of one omnibus.
Under this form, then, the company at once
commenced work, Messrs. Macnamara, Car-
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teret, and Willing acting as its gérants (man-
- agers), with no other English legal standing ;
and under this form, that is to say, as a French
company with English managers, it worked
until the 31st of December 1857, when, the
Limited Liability Act having come into ope-
ration, by resolution of the French share-
holders the “Société en Commandite” was
transformed into an English company, and
bloomed-out, in all the glory of fresh paint on
all its vehicles, as the London General Omni-
bus Company (Limited). With this title, and
under the managerial arrangements then made,
it has continued ever since. .
With the exception of some very few pri-
vate proprietors, and one organised opposition
company (the “ Citizen”), the entire omnibus
service of the metropolis and its suburbs, ex-
tending from Highgate in the north to Peck-
ham in the south, and from Hampstead in the
north-west to Greenwich in the south-east, em-
bracing more than seventy routes, is worked
by—as it is called familiarly—the “ London
General.” In this traffic are engaged upwards
of six hundred omnibuses and six thousand
horses, the working of which is divided into
ten separate districts, each with a head district
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establishment. Each of these omnibuses tra-
vels on an average sixty miles a day, and to
each is attached a stud of ten horses, under
the care of a horsekeeper, who is responsible
for them, and who knows the exact times
when they will be wanted, and whose duty
it is to devote himself to them. A horse is
seldom changed from one stud to another, or
removed, except in case of illness; each horse
is numbered, and all the particulars relating
to him are entered in a book kept by'thc fore-
man of the yard. The purchase-cost of these
horses averages twenty-six pounds apicce, and
the majority of them come from Yorkshire,
though agents of the company attend all the
principal fairs in England. They are of all
kinds: long straggling bony hacks, short thick
cobs; some looking like broken-down hunters,
some like ‘ cast” dragoon-chargers, some like
Suffolk Punches who have come to grief; but
the style most valued is, I am told, a short
thick horse, low in the leg, round in the
barrel, and with full strong quarters, whence
all the propelling power comes. They are of
all colours,—blacks, bays, chestnuts, browns,
grays,—though the predominant shade is that
reddish bay so ugly in a common horse, so
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splendid (more especially when set off by
_ black points) in a velvet-skinned thorough-
bred; a colour particularly affected by the
manufacturers of the studs in those toy-sta-
bles which are always furnished with a mov-
able groom in top-boots, a striped jacket, and
a tasselled cap, with a grin of singular vacuity
on his wooden countenance. The average
work of each horse is from three to four hours
a day, and each horse consumes daily an allow-
ance of sixteen pounds of bruised oats and ten
pounds of mixture, formed of three parts hay
and one part straw. Their general health is,
considering their work, remarkably good; to
attend to it there are eight veterinary sur-
geons, who are responsible for the health of
the whole horse-establishment, and who are
paid by contract, receiving four guineas a year
for each stud of ten horses. The shoeing is
also contract-work, twenty-five farriers being
paid two pounds per month for each stud. At
Highbury, where there is a large dépot of six
hundred horses, there are exceptions to both
these rules; a veterinary surgeon and a farrier,
Hueach the servant of the company, being at-
tached to the establishment. I went the round
of the premises—a vast place, covering alto-
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gether some fifteen acres—with the veterinary
surgeon, and saw much to praise and nothing
to condemn. True, the stables are not such
as you would see at Malton, Dewsbury, or any
of the great racing-establishments, being for
the most part long low sheds, the horses being
separated merely by swinging bars, and rough
litter taking the place of dry beds and plaited
straw; but the ventilation was by no means
bad, and the condition of the animals certainly
good. My companion told me that glanders,
that frightful scourge, was almost unknown;
that sprains, curbs, and sand-cracks were the
commonest disorders; and that many of his
cases resulted from the horses having become
injured in the feet by picking up nails in the
streets and yards. There are a few loose
boxes for virulent contagious disorders and
“ suspicious” cases, but it appeared to me that
more were wanted, and that as “overwork” is
one of the most prevalent of omnibus-horse
disorders, it would be a great boon if the com-
pany could possess itself of some large farm or
series of field-paddocks, where such members
of their stud as are so debilitated could b
turned out to grass to rest for a time. Som
such arrangement is, I believe, in contempl



RIDING LONDON: OF OMNIBUSES. 45

tion; but the company has only a short lease
of their Highbury premises, and is doubtful as
to its future arrangements there. While on
this subject I may state that an omnibus-horse
generally lasts from three to four years, though
some are in full work for six or seven, while
there are a few old stagers who have been on
the road ten or twelve.

The coach-building department also has its
head-quarters at Highbury, and employs one
hundred and ninety men, whose average wages
are two hundred and fifty pounds a week,
Here all the omnibuses (with the exception
of some six-and-twenty provided by two con-
tractors) are built and repaired, as are also
the vans used in conveying the forage to the
outlying establishments from the central dépdt
(of which more anon), and the chaise-carts
and four-wheelers in which the superintend-
ents visit their different districts. Every
morning at six A.M. three compact little vans
leave Highbury for the various districts, each
- containing three men, and an assortment of
wheels, axles, and tools, for any repairs that
may be wanted. One of these men is always
left behind at the head district-dépdt, to meet
any contingency that may arise during the



46 THE BUSINESS OF PLEASURE.

day. When an accident occurs in the street,
an omnibus is immediately despatched to take
the place of that which has broken down; the
“ plates” (i. e. the legal authorisation of the
Inland Revenue) are shifted from one to the

other; and if the smash has been serious, a

large van arrives and brings off the disabled
omnibus bodily up to Highbury. But such
accidents are very rare, owing to the constant
supervision given to the axles, tons of which
are constantly thrown aside. These axles
are all manufactured on the premises, and
are composed of ten or twelve pieces of iron
“fagoted” together. The trade or cost
price of an ordinary omnibus is one hundred
and thirty pounds; but the large three-horse
vehicles, which are of tremendous weight
(those from Manchester, in use in 1862
plying to the Exhibition, weighed thirty-six
cwt.), cost two hundred pounds. The ordi-
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nary time of wear is ten years; after that

they are of little use, though some last seven-
teen years. The wheels require entire re-
newal every three years, and during that time
they are under frequent repairs, the tires last-
ing but a few months. So soon as an omnibus
is condemned, it is broken up; such portions
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of it as are still serviceable are used up in re-
- pairing other omnibuses, but in a new omnibus
every bit is thoroughly new. The condemned
omnibuses stand out in an open yard abutting
on the line of the North-London Railway; and
the superintendent of the coach-builders told
me he had often been amused at hearing the
loudly - expressed indignation of the railway
passengers at the shameful condition of the
company’s omnibuses — they imagining that
the worn-out old vehicles awaiting destruc-
tion, which they saw from their railway car-
riage-windows, were the ordinary rolling stock
of the London General. The wood used in
the composition of the omnibuses is English
and American ash, elm, deal, and Honduras;
but the poles are invariably formed, of stout
English ash. The superintendent told me
that these poles last far less time than for-
merly; and this he attributes to the stoppages
having become so much more frequent, owing
to the introduction of short fares; the strain
upon the pole, occasioned by constant pulling-
up, gradually frays the wood and causes an
untimely smash. Before I left I was shown
an ingenious contrivance for defeating the
attacks of those universal enemies, the street-
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chasers, and a transaction with them saves a
- long day’s waiting in the market. On this
same account the company are gainers in the
deal, to the extent of the expenses which a
day’s waiting in the market must involve for
rest and refreshment for driver and horses.
When a sample-load is driven into the yard
and approved of by the superintendent, a
couple of trusses are taken from it and placed
under lock and key, to serve as reference for
quality; and when the general supply comes
in, every truss which is not equal to the
“quality of the sample is rejected by the fore-
man, who carefully watches the delivery. The
whole of the machinery-work of the building
i1s performed by steam-power, erected on the
basement-floor, and consisting of two engines
of two-hundred-and-fifteen-horse power, con-
suming four tons of coal a week. By their
agency the hay received from the country
wagons is hoisted in “cradles” to the top-
most story of the building, where it is un-
packed from its tightened trusses; to the same
floor come swinging up in chain-suspended
sacks, the oats from the barges on the canal,
and these are both delivered over to the
steam-demon, who delivers them, the hay se-
VOL. 1. E
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a mass of chaff, the basket is full, a man seizes

_ it, and empties it into a huge square trough

before him; from another shoot, another bas-
ket is filled with bruised oats: these he emp-

ties into the trough on the top of the chaff;

he pauses for one minute; a whistle, forming
the top of a pipe descending into the base-
ment-story, is heard, that signals “All right
and ready.” He turns a handle, and presto!
the floor of the trough turns into tumbling’
waves of metal, which toss the oats and the
chaff’ hither and thither, mix them up, and
finally drop them, a heterogeneous mass of
horse-food, into sacks waiting their arrival
below. Three of these sacks are sent away
daily as food for each stud of ten horses;
seven large provender-vans are, throughout.
the whole of the day, conveying sacks to the
different district establishments ; twenty-six
men are engaged at this dépét, each from six
AM. to six P.M.; and the whole affair works
without a hitch.

I have treated of the horse service, the
coach-building service, and the foraging ser-
vice of the company. I may in conclusion
come to its human service, the drivers and
conductors.
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THE BUSINESS OF PLEASURE.

Each man, before entering on his duties, is
required to obtain from the Chief Commis-
sioner of the Metropolitan Police, a license to
act. To obtain this, he must give reference
to three respectable householders, and deposit
five shillings for the expenses attendant on the

necessary inquiries and issue of the license.

If the references be satisfactory, a license, in
printed form, describing the name, address,
and general appearance of the holder, is
granted, and with it the metal badge to be
worn when on duty. These licenses are re-
newable on the first of June in each year, and
as the magistrates endorse on the paper every
conviction or reprimand, the renewal of the
license is necessarily dependent on the pos-
sessor showing a clean bill of health. If the
driver have no serious blot on his character,
and can prove to the satisfaction of the super-
intendent that he is competent for the manage-
ment of horses, he is generally at once ac-
cepted ; but the conductor’s character must
stand a greater test. He is virtually the re-
presentative of the company on the omnibus,
and to him is confided a large amount of dis-
cretionary power, such as the refusal to carry
intoxicated people, or such persons as by
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dress, demeanour, &c., may be “fairly objec-
~ tional to the passengers.” He is constituted
the arbitrator among “ brawling passengers,”
and has, indeed, a very stringent code of rules
laid down for his guidance—one of which is,
that he is to “abstain from any approach to
familiarity,” which—as in the case of a pretty
maid-servant with a not unnatural suscepti-
bility to approach—is, I take it, soul-harrow-
ing and impossible to be carried out. As
regards the collection of money, each con-
ductor is provided with a printed form of
“journey - ticket,” on which, at the end of
~every journey, he is required to render an
account, at some office on the route, of the
number of passengers carried, and the amount
of moneys received. At the end of the day
he makes a summary, on another form, of the
whole of his journey-tickets, and next morn-
ing he pays over, to the clerk in the office, the
money he has received during the previous
day, deducting his own wages and those of
the driver, and any tolls he may have paid.
Every driver receives six shillings a day,
every conductor four shillings, out of which
the driver has to provide his whip and apron,
and the conductor the lamp and oil for the
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interior of the omnibus. Both classes of men
are daily servants, liable to discharge at a
day’s warning, but either can rest occasionally
by employing an “odd man,” of whom there
are several at each district establishment,
ready to do “odd” work, from which they
are promoted to regular employment.

The receipts of the company are very
large, averaging between eleven and twelve
thousand pounds a week (in one week of the
Exhibition year they were above seventeen
thousand pounds), and I asked one of the
chief officers if he thought they were much
pillaged. He told me he had not the least
doubt that, by conductors alone, they were
robbed to the extent of twenty-five thousand
pounds a year ; and a practical superintendent 4
of large experience, on my repeating this to
him, declared that he believed that sum did
not represent the half of their losses from the
same source. I asked whether no check could
be devised, and was told none—at least, none
so efficient as to be worthy of the name. In-
dicators of all kinds have been suggested; but
every indicator was at the mercy of the con-
ductor, who could clog it with wood, and so
allow three or more persons to enter or de-
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part, while the indicator only recorded the
- entrance or exit of one; and unless some such
turn-table as the turn-table in use at Waterloo.
- Bridge could be applied (for which there is
obviously no space in an omnibus), check was
mpossible. The sole approach to such check
lay in the services rendered by a class of per-
' sons technically known as ‘hbookers,” who
_were, in fact, spies travelling in the omnibus,
~and yielding to the company an account of
i' every passenger, the length of his ride, and’
the amount of his fare. But it was only in
~ extreme cases, where the conductor was in-
cautious beyond measure, that such evi-
dence could be efficient against him. These
“bookers” are of all classes, men, women, and
children, all acting under one head, to whom
they are responsible, and who alone is recog-
nised by the company. The best of them is a
woman, who, it is boasted, can travel from
Islington to Chelsea, and give an exact ac-
count of every passenger, where he got in,
where he got out, what he was like, and the
fare he paid.

I think I have now enumerated most of
the prominent features of our omnibus sys-
tem. When I have casually mentioned to






CHAPTER V.

" RIDING LONDON : OF CABS, JOBS, AND BLACK
JOBS. :

" THERE is a very large class of Riding London,
which, while not sufficiently rich to keep its
private carriage, holds omnibus conveyance in
contempt and scorn, loathes flys, and pins its
~vehicular faith on cabs alone. To this class
belong lawyers’ clerks, of whom, red bag-hold-
ing and perspiration-covered, there are always
two or three at the Holborn end of Chancery
Lane flinging themselves into Hansoms, and
being whirled off to Guildhall or Westminster;
to it belong newspaper reporters, with their
note-books in their breast-pockets, hurrying
up from parliament debates to their offices,
there to turn their mystic hieroglyphics into
sonorous phrases; to it belong stockbrokers
having “time bargains” to transact; editors
hunting up “copy” from recalcitrant -contri-
butors; artists hurrying to be in time with
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‘slice,” the entrance to which was from the
back; the “tribus,” and other wild vehicles
which immediately succeeded the extinction of
the old cabriolet, which had their trial, and
then passed away as failures. There are still
about half-a-dozen hackney coaches of the
“go0d old” build, though much more modest
in the matter of paint and heraldry than they
used to be; but these are attached entirely to
the metropolitan railway stations, and are only
made use of by Paterfamilias with much lug-
gage and many infants on his return from the
annual sea-side visit. Cabs, both of the Han-
som and Clarence build, are the staple convey-
ance of middle-class Riding London; and of
these we now propose to treat.

Although there are, plying in the streets,
nearly five thousand cabs, there are only some
1alf-dozen large masters who hold from thirty
to fifty vehicles each, the remainder being
wned by struggling men, who either thrive
and continue, or break and relapse into ‘their
old position of drivers, horsekeepers, con-
ductors, or something even more anomalous,
according to the season and the state of trade.
My inquiries on this subject were made of one'
of the principal masters, whose name I knew
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from constantly seeing it about the streets, but
with whom I had not the smallest personal
acquaintance. I had previously written to
him, announcing my intended visit and its ob-
" ject; but when I arrived at the stables, I
found their owner evidently perceiving a di-
vided duty, and struggling between natural
civility and an enforced reticence. Yes, he
wished to do what was right, Lor’ bless me!
but—and here he stopped, and cleared his
throat, and looked, prophetically, afar off,
over the stables’ roof, and at the pigeons
carcering over Lamb’s Conduit Street. I
waited and waited, and at last out it came.
Would I be fair and 'boveboard ? I would!
No hole-and-corner circumwentin? 1 didn’t
clearly know what this meant, but I pledged
my word then there should be none of it.

Well, then—was I a agent of this new cab

company as he’d heard was about to be

started ? Explaining in full detail my er-

rand, I never got more excellent informa-
tion, more honestly and cheerfully given.

My friend had on an average thirty-five
cabs in use, and all of these were built on his
own premises and by his own men. There

was very little, if any, difference between the

|
.

|
1
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.price of building a Hansom or a Clarence cab,
the cost of each, when well turned out, ave-
raging fifty guineas. To every cab there are,
of necessity, two horses; but a careful cab-
master will allow seven horses to three cabs,
the extra animal being required in case of
overwork or illness, either or both of which
are by no means of unfrequent occurrence.
~These horses are not bought at any particular
place, but are picked up as opportunity offers.
Aldridge’s and the Repository in Barbican
furnish many of them. Many are confirmed
“screws,” some are well-bred horses with
unmistakable symptoms of imminent disease,
others with incurable vice—incurable, that is
to say, until after a fortnight’s experience of
“a Hansom’s shafts, when they generally are
~reduced to lamb-like quietude. There is no
average price, the sums given varying from
" ten to five-and-twenty pounds; nor can their
lasting qualities be reduced to an average, as
some knock up and are consigned to the
slaughterer after a few weeks, while other old
stagers battle with existence for a dozen years.
In the season, cabs are generally. out on a
stretch of fifteen hours, going out between
nine or ten A.M., returning to change horses
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and, having to pay him a certain sum, leaves
~ his own earnings to chance, to which amicable
~ arrangement we may ascribe the conciliatory
“manners and the avoidance of all attempts at
extortion which characterise these gentry.
“For Clarence cabs the masters charge sixteen
shillings a day, while Hansoms command from
two to three shillings a day extra; and they
are well worth it to the men, not merely from
their ordinary popularity, but just at the pre-
‘sent time, when, as was explained, there is
a notion in the minds of most old ladies
~ that every four-wheel cab has just conveyed a
patient to the Small-Pox Hospital, the free
“open airy Hansoms are in great demand. In
addition to his lawful fares, the perquisites
or “pickings” of the cabman may be large. To
him the law of treasure-trove is a dead letter;
. true, there exists a regulation that all property
eft in any public vehicle is to be deposited
“with the registrar at Somerset House; but a
very small per-centage finds its way to that
| governmental establishment. The cabman
thas, unwittingly, a great reverence for the
old feudal system, and claims over anything
which he may seize the right of freewarren,
| Saccage and soccage, cuisage and jambage,
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life, a hope 'long deferred, which, however
_sick it has made the heart for years, coming
“at last yields an amount of pleasure worth
the waiting for. Nine-tenths of these people
job their horses. Those pretty, low-quar-
tered, high-crested brougham-horses, with the
champing mouths and the tossing heads, which
career up and down the Ladies’ Mile; those
splendid steppers, all covered with fleck and
foam, which the bewigged coachman tools
round and round Grosvenor Square while
®waiting to take-up;” those long; lean-bodied,
ill-looking, but serviceable horses which pass
their day in dragging Dr. Bolus from patient
to patient,—all are jobbed. Itis said that any
man of common sense . setting-up his carriage
m London will job his horses. There are four
or five great job-masters in town who have
the best horses in the metropolis at command,
and who are neither ‘dealers nor commission-
agents, but with whom jobbing is the sole
vocation. And, at a given price, they can, at
a few days’ notice, provide you with any class
of animal you may require. Either in person,
or by a trusty agent, they attend all the large
horse-fairs in the kingdom; or should they by
any chance be unrepresented there, they are
VOL. I. F
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according to the length of the job. Many
country gentlemen bringing their families to
London for the season hire horses for a three
or a six months’ job, and- they have to pay in
proportion a much higher rate than those who
enter into a yearly contract. For the very
best style of horse, combining beauty, action,
and strength, a job-master will charge a hun-
dred guineas a year, exclusive of forage ; but
the best plan for the man of moderate means,
“who looks for work from his horses in pre-
ference to show, and who has neither time,
“knowledge, nor inclination to be in a perpetual
squabble with grooms and corn-chandlers, is
to pay for his horses at a certain price which
includes forage and shoeing. Under these
conditions, the yearly price for one horse is
ninety guineas; for a pair, one hundred and
| sixty guineas; and for this payment he may
be certain of getting sound, serviceable, tho-
roughly creditable-looking animals (which he
| may himself select from a stud of two or three
hundred), which are well-fed by the job-mas-
ter, and shod whenever requisite by the farrier
nearest to the hirer’s stables, to whom the.
job-master is responsible, and which, when
Pone falls lame or ill, are replaced in half an
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exhibiting their glory to their friends, and

_ this is aided by ignorant, unskilful, and cheap

drivers taking so much out of their hired
cattle as utterly to annihilate any chance of
gain on the part of the real proprietor of the
animal.

As a provision for sick or overworked
horses, each principal job-master has a farm
within twenty miles of London, averaging
about two hundred acres, where, in grassy
paddocks or airy loose-boxes, the debilitated
horses regain the health and condition which
the constant pelting over London stones- has
robbed them of. Generally speaking, how-

-ever, the health of a jobbed horse is wonder-

ful. In the first place, he is never purchased
unless perfectly sound, and known by the best
competent judges to be thoroughly fitted for

‘the work which he is likely to undergo; then

he is fed with liberality (six feeds a day are
on the average allowed when in full work);
and, lastly, there is generally a certain sense
of decency in his hirer which prevents him
from being overworked. This fact, however,
is very seldom realised until a gentleman,
urged by the apparent economy of the pro-
ceeding, determines upon buying a brougham-
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men, unaccustomed to riding, had better at

- once purchase a horse, on the advice of some

competent person; as hired hacks acquire,

‘under their various riders, certain peculiari-

ties of stumbling, backing, and shying, which
render them very untrustworthy. Some job-

masters have a riding-school attached to their

premises, and whenever an evident ‘ green

~ hand” comes to hire a hack for a term, the

job-master, who reads him like a book, asks,
with an air of great simplicity, whether he is
accustomed to riding. In nine cases out of
ten the answer will be, ““ Well! scarcely!—
long time since—in fact, not ridden since he
was a boy;” and then the job-master recom-
mends a few days in the school, which, to
quote the words of the card of terms, means
“six lessons when convenient, 2/. 2s.”
Probably the next day the victim will ar-
rive at the school, a large barn-like building,
and will find several other victims, old and
young, undergoing tuition from the riding-
master, a man in boots, with limbs of steel
and lungs of brass, who stands in the middle
of the school, and thence roars his commands.
This functionary, with one glance, takes stock
of the new arrival’s powers of equitation, and
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orders a helper to bring in one of the stock-
chargers for such riders, a strong old horse,
knowing all the dodges of the school, and ac-
customed, so far as his mouth is concerned, to
the most remarkable handling. He comes in,
perhaps, with a snort and a bound, but stands
stock-still to be mounted—a ceremony which
the pupil seems to think consists in grasping
handfuls of the horse’s mane, and flinging
himself bodily on to the horse’s back. The
stern man in boots advances and gives him
proper instruction ; off starts the horse, and
takes his position at the end of a little proces-
sion which is riding round the school. Then
upon the pupil’s devoted head comes a flood
of instruction. Calling him by name, the
riding-master tells him that * Position is every
thing, sir! Don't sit your horse like a sack!
Body upright, elbows square, clutch the horse
with that part of the leg between the knee
and the ankle, toes up, sir”—this is managed
by pressing the heel down—*where are you
turning them toes to, sir? Keep ’em straight,
pray! Trr-ot!” At the first sound of the
familiar word the old horse starts off in the
wake of the others, and the rider is jerked
forward, his hat gradually works either over
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his eyes or on to his coat-collar, his toes go
~down, his heels go up, he rows with his legs
as with oars. When the word “Can-tarr!” is
ven, he is reduced to clinging with one
hand to the pommel; but this resource does
not avail him, for at the command ¢ Circle
left!” the old horse wheels round unexpect-
edly, and the new pupil pitches quietly off on
the tan-covered floor. The six lessons, if they
do not make him a perfect Nimrod, are, how-
ever, very useful to him; they give him "con-
fidence, and he learns sufficient to enable him
to present a decent appearance in the Row.
(Until a man has ridden in London, he is un-
aware of the savagery of the boy population,
or of their wonderful perseverance in attempt-
ing to cause fatal accidents.) These riding-
schools are good sources of income to the job-
master, and are generally so well patronised
that the services of a riding-master and an
assistant are in requisition, with very little
intermission, from seven A.M. till seven P
The middle of the day is devoted to the
ladies, who sometimes muster very strongly.
In the winter evenings the school is also much
used by gentlemen keeping their private hacks
at livery with the job-master; and being warm,
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sons not in their employ. These horses are
[fine, strong, handsome animals, costing 507
a-piece, and are all imported from Holland
‘and Belgium. They are all entire horses, no
‘mares are ever used in the trade, and their
breeding—for what reason I know not—is
never attempted in this country. They are
imostly of a dull blue-black colour, but they
ivary in hue according to their age; and, as
Itheir personal appearance is always closely
scanned by bystanders, they are the recipients
lof constant care. A gray patch is quickly
painted out; and when time has thinned any
of the flowing locks of mane or tail, a false
plait, taken from a deceased comrade, is
iquickly interwoven. They are for the most
part gentle and docile, but very powerful, and
often have to drag their heavy burdens a long
idistance. The black-job masters manufacture
itheir own hearses, at a cost of forty-five pounds

ch ; but mourning-coaches are never built
expressly for their dreary work. They are
nearly all old fashionable chariots, which, at
their birth, were the pride of Long Acre, and
in their heyday the glory of the Park; but
iwhich, when used up, are bought for the black-
job business, and covered with japan, varnish,







.y CHAPTER VI.

RIDING LONDON: OF THE PARCELS-DELIVERY
COMPANY, AND ‘‘ PICKFORD’S.”

{

'YEARS ago, not merely when “ this old cloak
iwas new,” but when this old cloak (which I
pever possessed, by the way, and which is a
ere figurative garment to be hung on pegs
of trope or hooks of metaphor) was a short
jacket, ornamented with liquorice-marks and
fruit-stains, and remarkably puffy in the re-
igion of the left breast with a concealed peg-
Itop, half a munched apple, and a light trifle of
lint-stone used in the performance of a game
called “ duck,” I was presented with a ser-
iviceable copy of Shakespeare, and immediately

ntered on an enthusiastic study of the same,
En a very little time I had made such pro-
gress as to identify very many persons with
ithe characters in the plays; thus, a hump-
backed blacksmith, a morose ill-conditioned
fellow, always snarling at us boys over the
half-hatch door of his forge, stood for Caliban;
]

1.
i
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and an invariable crape hatband, respected by
the masters, popular with the boys (we made
a subscription for him when his gray mare
was supposed to have staked herself in the
night in Upton’s fields, and bought him a
fresh horse, only regretting our money when
we learned that Cokeham himself had staked
her to trot against a butcher’s horse, and won
the match, and had then sold her for fifteen
pounds to the loser), punctual in his delivery
of home-sent cakes and play-boxes, and never
“telling” when a shower of stones would rattle
against his tilted cart as he passed the play-
iground wall. There was not very much dif-
ference, possibly, between the Rochester car-
riers of Henry the Fourth’s time and Cokeham.
Until very lately, “ carrying” seems to have
been a fine old Conservative institution, and
with the exception of the substitution of a
tilted-cart for Cut’s pack-saddle, and a few
other minor details of that kind, to have gone
on in a very jog-trot fashion. In a small and
very humble fashion the Rochester men, even
to this day, have their descendants: walking
throngh some behindhand suburb, one may
still observe a parlour-window decorated with
@ small placard bearing a capital letter of the
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going from one street in the suburb to ano-
_ther a hundred yards off, and this is found to
afford the only efficient system of check. In
all respectable and thriving neighbourhoods, at
“graduated distances according to the amount
'of business to be done, the company has its
‘agents for the receipt of the parcels to be con:
veyed. These agents, who are paid by a per-
eentage on the number and amount of their
transactions, were at the outset nearly all
- keepers of Post-office Receiving-houses. It
Wwas naturally thought that such persons would
be the most respectable in their various neigh-
‘bourhoods, and their holding their little go-
vernment appointments was a guarantee of
their position. But, like other great crea-
tures, the Post-office has its weaknesses, one
of which is found to be an overweening jea-
lousy ; it ill brooked the divided attention
which its receivers bestowed upon the Parcels-
Delivery Company; but .when rivals started
up and called themselves the Parcel Post and
Parcel Mail, then St. Martin-le-Grand rose up
in fury, called to his aid the services of the
ijedoubtable Mr. Peacock, well-known in con-
nection with dishonest postmén and mornings
at Bow Street; and having, with the great
VOL. I. G
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and Plumstead in the south-east. In the far-
lying districts there are two deliveries a day;
nearer localities have four deliveries. There
is a small difference in the rates charged be-
‘tween the two “circles;” but in both the col-
lection and delivery are made by the ordinary
carts, though in the City, where the general
class of parcels is cumbrous and weighty, the
collections are made by pair-horse vans.

The company possesses about eighty carts
‘and about a hundred and sixty horses. Al-
‘though there are some thirty stables scattered
about London belonging to it, the majority of
the horses, about a hundred, are stabled in
Rolls'’ Yard. They are good serviceable-look-
ing animals, better in stamp and shape than
either the omnibus- or the cab-horses, being
larger boned, stronger, and altogether less
“weedy”-looking; they cost more too, aver-
aging forty pounds a-piece. Each horse works
five days out of the seven, and covers in his
Jjourneys about thirty miles a day. To every.
| eart are attached a driver, and a boy who acts
as deliverer; the former with wages of twenty-
five shillings a week, the latter fourteen shil-
lings, with such little perquisites as they may
obtain from the public. The general conduct
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resent business, but in rather a different
anner, as it then ‘took five days to convey
ods from London to Manchester—a feat
hich is now performed in twelve hours.
oung gentlemen were full of the reckless
ing of Pickford’s drivers, ‘the power of
ickford’s horses, and the weight of Pickford
nerally. - Ladies, young and old, agreed in
ndemning Pickford as a ‘“horrid” person,
ho blocked up the road perpetually, and
evented cabs and carriages drawing up at
op-doors.  So I decided on -calling upon
ickford—who, by the way, is not Pickford
all—and having been most courteously re-
ived, and accredited for all the information
required to a practical gentleman, whose
dness and readily-given information I here-
acknowledge, I set to work to take Pick-
rd’s measure, and to find out all about him.
I first called on Pickford —who is not
kford—in Wood Street, at the Castle Inn
~which is not an inn, and which has not the
t appearance of ever having been one; for
kford has so gutted it and twisted it for
18 own purposes; has thrown out so much
d, constantly resounding with champing
orses and lumbering vans; has enclosed so
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London, he keeps three hundred of them at
- Camden. Going into these stables, we are at
once struck with an air of substantiality in
connection with Pickford, which is different
from any thing we have yet seen during this
tour of inspection of the ways and means of
““Riding London.” There is special poten-
tiality in his stables, with their asphalte pave-
ments and their large swinging oaken bars, in
his big horses, in his strong men, in his enor-
‘mous vans. Most of the horses are splendid
‘animals, many of them standing over sixteen
“hands high, and all in excellent condition.
" They are all bought by one man, the recog-
“nised buyer for the establishment, who attends
“the principal fairs throughout the country;
the average cost-price of each is forty-five
‘pounds. They are fed on a mixture of bruised
“oats, crushed Indian corn, and peas, which is
found to be capital forage. Each horse, when
“bought, is branded with s number on the front
“of his fore-feet hoofs, and is named ; name and
number are entered in the horse-book; and
' by them the horse’s career, where he may be
working, and any thing special relating to him,
is checked off until he dies or is sold. Pick-
ford’s horses last on an average seven or eight
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\rect, is freshly invoiced, and sent off by van.
"We observed a very miscellaneous collection
‘of articles here—chairs, fenders, barrels, look-
ling - glasses, pottery, and an open basket of
‘Welsh mutton, merely covered by an old news-
\paper. There are very few accidents here,
jand, it is believed, very little undetected
itheft. Printed documents relating to the con-
\iction of recently-discovered culprits—one of
iwhom we read was a “sheeter’—were freely
istuck about the walls. The goods, being
|packed in vans, are then sent off to their des-
ftination. The vans are very strong, and,
jJudged by the weight they carry, tolerably
{light. They are all built by one firm in the.
{Borough, at a cost-price of about eighty pounds
leach. The foot-board for the driver folds up
‘on a hinge—a very convenient arrangement—
{and immediately under the seat there is a
boot,” for holding the macintosh-cover for
|goods, with which each driver is supplied. In
{these vans a ton and a half in weight is al-
{lowed for each horse; that is to say, a full
{three-horse van carries between four and five
‘tons, never more. All the vans, entering or
{leaving the establishment, pass over a weigh-
bridge, by which, in a glass case, sit two
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broke out, some seven years ago. The horse-
keepers go off duty at eleven .M. About half-
an-hour before that time the foreman of the
stables discovered that another portion of the
premises was on fire. The stables were shut
off by large gates still standing. The key of
these gates the foreman had about him; with
great presence of mind he rushed off and
unlocked the gates, and called to the horse-
keepers to let loose all the horses. The order
was obeyed, the horses were untied, and, amid
the whoops and shouts of the helpers, came
out three hundred strong, charging up the
incline and tearing into the streets. Away
they went, unfollowed and unsought for; but
of all those horses not one was lost. All were
brought in during the succeeding few days
from all parts of London, whither they had
fled in their fright; but none were stolen, and
none were damaged. Only one horse was
burnt, a very big beast, known as a ‘“wagon-
sitter,” and used for backing the wagons un-
der cranes or against the “banks.” He was a
dangerous brute, and so violent that only one
man could manage him. This man unloosed
him, but he would not move, and he was burnt
in his stall.
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a sailor’s chest, a packet of wire for bonnet-
shapes, a parcel of theatrical wardrobes, a
packet of vermin-destroying powder, &ec. &e.
All these wait either a long or a short time,
the case may be, in Pickford’s custody; but
it very rarely happens that they are not even-
tually reclaimed. o

When I took farewell of Pickford, who is
t Pickford, I left him with a smile upon his
ce—a smile which seemed to say, “You've
ot a smattering of me, a taste, a notion; but
would take you months to learn all my
usiness.” I nodded in reply, on the Lord-
urleigh principle, intending my nod to con-
ey that I knew all that, but that I had got
afficient for my purpose; the rest was his
business, and very well he does it.
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‘this house, on which was a large brass-plate
duly inscribed with the excursion agent’s
‘honoured name, stood open, and by the side
of a glass-door within, where the visitor’s bell
is usually to be found, I read the word
¢ Office,” and entering, found my agent await-
ing my anticipated arrival. The house is, as
I afterwards learned, a private hotel ; but the
‘neighbourhood being severely respectable, and
the neighbours objecting to any thing so low
as a public announcement on a board, my
‘agent defers to their prejudices, describes his
~house as a boarding-house, or receptacle for
‘his customers while in town; and, being a
Temperance man himself, conducts his estab-
“lishment on strict Temperance principles. And
']"@t the very outset of our conversation my
‘agent let me know that he was not a con-
tractor for excursion trains or trips, that he
‘llad no responsibility, and that the work was
[entlrely performed by the railway companies
‘lover which the trips were taken; that he
“made suggestions as to the routes, &c. ; that his
‘profit accrued from head-money or percent-
‘age on those whom he induced to travel ; in
fact, that he was a traveller on commission for
Various railway companies, in which capacity
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- William, and Braemar, at the period of the
- Highland gathering and games, there has been
& pressure, but something has always been. ar-
ranged ; for the hotel-keepers, who at first
were disposed to snub my agent as import-
ing the wrong kind of article for them, now
eagerly looked for his countenance and re-
commendation. At Oban he had established
- a set of lodgings, which he found operated as
& wholesome check on the hotels. To carry
people, not to feed them, is my agent’s busi-
mess ; and, as a rule, he declines to enter into
~any agreement for boarding and lodging his
“troop, but, if they wish it, he will settle all
' their hotel-bills on the road, and present them
for discharge at the end of the trip; and it
- speaks highly for the honesty of excursionists,
“when he declares that during his whole expe-
' rience he has never made a bad debt amongst
‘them, or lost a farthing by them. Had he
! #Ver been asked to lend any of them money ?
Frequently ; and had never refused. He had
| lent as much as twenty pounds to one of his
| eéxcursionists, an entire stranger to him, and
' had always been repaid. Had he taken any
security ? Not he. Sometimes a gentleman
“would offer his watch ; but what did he want
VOL. 1. H
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Iona; the reason, perhaps, being that it is
one of the cheapest as well as the loveliest,
and with it there is connected a circumstance
of great interest. For, with a certain amount
| of proper pride, my agent tells me that a
; series of improvements which, during the last
l few years, has been made in the condition of
the poor fishing population of Staffa and
“Iona, is principally due to his excursionists.
' When they are inspecting the old cathedral
‘at Tona, my agent takes the opportunity of
introducing the subject of the natives’ poverty
and their hard lives, and appeals to the gene-
&'osity of his flock ; the excursionists, holiday-
‘making and happy, are in proper cue for the
reception of such an appeal, and respond libe-
rally ; so liberally, that by their subscriptions
‘twenty-four fishing-boats have been built for
' the poor fishermen of the place. Many poor
‘boys from these desolate regions have also
‘been provided with comfortable situations in
large towns. My agent also informs me that,
‘during his whole experience, he has never
had an accident with any of his people, that
1o one has ever been taken ill,—nothing be-
yond a little over-fatigue, no serious illness,—
and that he has had constant cases of love-
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actually do return to their native country for
a time, probably to make a future raid into
and settlement in the land whose nakedness
hey had spied into in early youth. As to
Swiss excursions, the company is of a very
different order ; the Whitsuntide trip has a
rood deal of the cockney element in it, and is
nostly composed of very high-spirited people,
whose greatest delight in life is “having a
ing,” and who do Paris, and rush through
rance, and through Switzerland to Cha-
nounix, compare every place they are taken
fo with the views which formed part of the
xhibition at the Egyptian Hall, carry London
very where about with them in dress, habits,
nd conversation, and rush back, convinced
hat they are great travellers. From these
oisterers the July and September excursion-
sts differ greatly : ushers and governesses,
ractical people from the provinces, and re-
yresentatives of the better style of the London
ercantile community who form their compo-
ent parts ; all travel as if impressed with the
“notion that they are engaged in fulfilling the
ishes of a lifetime, in a pleasant duty never
0 be repeated. They stop at all the principal
towns, visiting all the curiosities to be seen in
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In the Exhibition years of ’51 and ’62, my
agent, for the first time since 1846, had no
Scotch tourist-trips, being engaged by the Mid-
Jand Railway Company as manager of their
xhibition excursion-trains, in which capacity
~he supervised the conveyance to London of
~above a hundred and fifty thousand persons;
“and in those years my agent commenced busi-
- mess in another line. The excursionists, once
" landed in London, wanted somewhere to live
and, with the usual caution of country
people, distrusted the touters and advertise-
‘ments greeting them on every side. Remark-
ing this feature in the first batch which he
brought up, my agent immediately engaged
'six private family houses “furnished for the
eason,” as boarding-houses for the richer
pembers of his flock, who, for six shillings
and sixpence a day each, were provided with
bed, breakfast, and a meat-tea. For the work-
ing people he took a block of new houses, two
hundred model-cottages of two or three rooms
each, in the neighbourhood of Fulham, fur-
nished them at a cost of about a thousand
~ pounds, and charged their occupants half-a-
crown a day each for bed, breakfast, and tea;
dinners were not provided. About twelve
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thousand persons were lodged here during the
season; among them three delegations of skill
ed workmen from Paris, fifty in number, one
delegation of fifty from Turin, and two of forty
each from Germany. Mr. Foster, the member
for Bradford, also brought up five hundred
and forty of his workpeople for a three-days’
treat, and lodged them with my agent. Seve-
ral of the railway companies recommended my
agent’s lodgings on -their excursion-bills—a
concession never before made. ‘
Although my agent is perfectly amiable on
all other subjects, I find one topic on which he
is absolutely ferocious, and that is the supposed
danger of excursion-trains. Obviously he has
expected me to touch upon this point, for I
no sooner utter the words, “ How about the
danger?” than he stops me by holding up
one hand, while with the other he produces
a written paper, which he delivers to me, and
begs me to ‘“cast an eye over.” Casting two
eyesover it, I find it to be a tabular statement,
showing that in the thirteen years between
1851 and 1863, both inclusive, the Midland
.Railway Company conveyed two millions six
hundred and seventy-six thousand six hun-
dred and eighty-cight passengers by excur-
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sion-trains, being an average of two hundred
and five thousand nine hundred a year. My
~agent further informed me that the only se-
rious accident which ever happened to an
excursion-train on the Midland Railway was
in 1862 at Market Harborough, when one life
was lost and several passengers seriously in-
jured. This accident cost the company eigh-
teen thousand pounds in compensations, law
expenses, loss of property, &. To insure
the safety of these excursion-trains special
“arrangements are made, the best guards are
appointed to conduct them, and in every case
an experienced inspecting-guard accompanies
the train to see that all the others do their
‘duty. A programme of excursion-trains all
fover the line is published weekly, a copy
| being supplied to every station-master, guard,
por other responsible officer; besides which,
 Special notices are supplied to all pointsmen
and other stationary servants, in anticipation
jof the coming of the trains. In defence of
 his system, my agent also urged that all great -
public demonstrations were encouraged and
aided by excursion-trains; and that societies
for the promotion of religious, social, and
philanthropic objects were often indebted to
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hundred strong) from England to Geneva.
My agent’s tickets for an excursion from Lon-
don to Geneva cost, first-class six guineas,
second-class four pounds twelve shillings and
sixpence; they are available for twenty-eight
days, and allow of the journey being broken
at Rouen, Paris, Fontainebleau, Dijon, Magon,
and all the principal towns in Switzerland.
Supplemental tickets are issued in Switzer-
land at twenty per cent under the usual prices,
and nearly all the excursionists visit Chamou-
nix. There are three regular Swiss trips in
the course of the year: one at Whitsuntide
(“not a good time,” said my agent, in reply
‘to my elevated eyebrows, “but it is merely an
extension of my annual excursion to Paris”);
one in the first week of July—the largest and
best, principally on account of its being vaca-
~tion-time in the schools, and my agent’s ex-
‘cursion being much favoured by ushers and
‘governesses; and one in September. On all
| these occasions my agent takes charge of and
‘acts as guide, philosopher, and friend to the
party. I suggested that his knowledge of for-
~eign languages must be severely taxed. Then
he smiled, and told me that was provided for
* by his knowing nothing but English; but that
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Now surely this kind of thing is a good
“kind of thing, and ought to be encouraged.
It is right that a hard-working man, labour-

ing in one spot for fifty weeks in the year,
should, in his fortnight’s holiday, betaké him-~
self to some place as far away from and as
different from his ordinary abode as lies within
the reach of his purse; and this he is only
able to do by the aid *of such providers as
iny excursion agent. And-each year should,
if possible, be spent in a different locality.
Ramsgate and Margate are good, fresh, and
wholesome; and Southend, though it would
be improved if its pier were a,little shorter,
Land its water a little salter, is good too; but
1as even perpetual partridge palled upon the
\epicure, so does a constant recurrence to one
sea-side place pall upon the holiday-seeker.
In the excursion-train he can fly to fresh fields
land new pastures; he can see the glorious
’English cathedrals, the gray Highlands, the
lquaint Belgian cities, the castled Rhine crags,
ithe glaciers, mountains, and waterfalls of Swit-
|zerland, and perhaps the blue plains of Italy,

b'pa.rty, and has in an amusing article chronicled his thorough
\approval of Mr. Cook’s arrangements,






CHAPTER VIII.
HOLDING UP THE MIRROR.

Ir the writer of these presents prides himself
upon one point,—and he is afraid he prides
himself upon a good many,—it is on his pos-
sessing an extraordinary stock of theatrical
information. This stock is derived entirely
from a weekly paper which is dropped down
this area every Sunday morning, and the
iperusal of which is one of his greatest enjoy-
ments. This journal,* well connected and
highly respectable, is the chronicle of the
theatrical, musical, and  entertaining” world ;
its columns teem with advertisements from
ofessionals of every description; from it the
manager learns what talent is disengaged, the
actor what situations are vacant, the author
here his pieces are being played, and to
hom he is to look for remuneration; it con-
ins a synopsis of all the theatrical perform-
ces in this country, and American hints as
klgo new pieces which are coming out across
1 " © The Era.
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ham Paradise ;” unless it were to discover
“that you had suddenly obtained the appoint-
“ment of “stunning, first-rate, go-ahead agent
in advance” to the ‘Lancashire clog-dancer
‘and dulcimer-player, and the comic gentleman .
(Irish)”? You have to dispose of no paint-
ings on glass of the best description, suitable
for a pair of lanterns with three-and-a-half-
Linch condensers, to use with oxy-calamic and
“oil lights; you could make but little use of
the fighting-tiger, the property of the late
‘King of Oude, and Champion of the Arena;
you would stand no higher in the estimation
of your serious aunt at Clapham, from whom
| you have expectations, even though you were
to appear at Ebenezer Villa in company with
Mr. and Mrs. Jacopo Bligh, the celebrated
duologue duetists; neither would your Ange-
lina love you more dearly were you to have
“ pegtop whiskers,” or even the ‘real imper-
ceptible shape,” which is not to be equalled
‘at the price. Worse than Greek, Hebrew,
' Double-Dutch, or that mysterious language
‘passing under the title of Abracadabra, would
be these advertisements to you ;—but the
writer was cradled in a property washing-
basket, was nursed by a clown, was schooled
VOL. I. I
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Mr. Bellows took Pontifex with him, taught
- him, polished him, and turned him into a
master of his art. When he returned to Eng-
land, one of those fits of Shakespearian enthu-
siasm which periodically seize upon the town
had just begun to germinate; newspapers
were referring to the Bard and the Swan,
and several gentlemen were lashing them-
selves into a state of fury touching the im-
moralities of the French stage, and the tri-
umphs of vice. Wuff was the manager of
the T. R. Hatton Garden at that time, and
Wuff was a man of the age. He knew when
Pontifex was to return, and no sooner had
the fast-sailing Cunard packet Basin been de-
scried off Liverpool, than Wuff and the pilot
were on board together; and in the course
of half an hour a document duly signed by
Pontifex was in Wuff’s pocket. “I'll bill
you in letters three feet long, my boy, on
every dead wall in town; and, please the pigs,
we'll resuscitate the British drayma, and put
Billy on his legs again!”

Shakespeare, thus familiarly spoken of by
Mr. Wuff as Billy, proved once more the
powers of his attraction, and the success of the
new actor was beyond all question. 'Whether
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Pontifex at Greenwich, at which was present
a Jarge and miscellaneous company, including
the Marquis of Groovington, who had married
Miss Cholmeleigh, late of the T. R. H. G.; Sir
Charles Fakeaway; Four-in-hand Farquhar,
of the Royal Rhinoceros Guards, Mauve; Cap-
tain Kooleese, Tommy Tosh, well known at
the clubs; Mr. Trapgrove, the dramatic au-
thor; Mr. Replevin, Q.C., the Star of the Old
Bailey, and Honorary Counsel to the Society
of Distressed Scene-shifters; Mr. Flote, the
stage-manager ; Slogger, Champion of the
Middle Weights; Signor Drumsi Polstoodoff,
the Egyptian Fire-annihilator ; and many
others. The banquet cost Wuff a hundred
pounds, caused the consumption of an im-
mense quantity of wine, and ended in the
Fire - annihilator’s springing into the middle
~of the table, kicking the decanters on to the
floor, and in a strong Irish accent requesting
any gentleman present to tread on the tail of
his coat.
From this Greenwich dinner may be dated
" the beginning of Pontifex’s extremely bad
end. That little dare-devil, Tommy Tosh,
and that fastest of fast men, Four-in-hand Far-
guhar, who were first introduced to Pontif"ex







HOLDING UP THE MIRROR. 119

ghastly pale when he saw him, and followed
him anxiously to his dressing-room, then de-
scended to the wing, and waited until he should
appear. The British public, which had grown

irate at being kept waiting, and which had

treated with the utmost scorn the explana-
tion which Mr. Slyme, the * apologist” of the
theatre, had offered for the delay, was now
softened and soothed by the expectation of
their favourite’s appearance ; and when the cue
which immediately preceded his entrance was

- given, those acquainted with the play com-

menced an applause which swelled into a tu-

- multuous roar of delight. The effect of this
- ovation upon its recipient was very singular;

he started back, covered his head with his
hand, and staggered to a chair, into which he
fell. The applause ceased on the instant, and
in the sudden lull Mr. Flote’s voice was heard
urging somebody ‘ for Heaven’s sake to rouse .
himself.” Mr. Pontifex then rose from the.

- chair, balanced himself for a few seconds on

his heels, looked gravely at the audience, in-
formed them in a high-pitched key that he
was “ all right,” and fell flat on his back. In
vain did Mr. Slyme, Mr. Flote, and even the
great Wuff himself (that theatrical Mokanna
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an energetic, bustling, never-tiring actor, a
little too self-reliant perhaps, playing all the
principal characters himself, and supporting
‘himself by an indifferent company, but still a
‘man who meant to do something, and who did
it. What he did was to get through his two
thousand pounds in an inconceivably short:
“space of time. The public rather liked him
at first, then bore him patiently, then tolerated
him impatiently, then forsook him altogether.
?tentor as Hamlet in the inky cloak, Stentor
s Richard in the velvet ermine, Stentor as
the Stranger in the Hessian boots, Stentor as:
‘Claude Melnotte, Stentor as the Lonely Lion
of the Ocean, Stentor as Everybody in Every-
‘ihing, grew to be a bore, and was left alone
in his glory. Still he never gave in; he re-
‘ceived visitors sitting in his chair of state;
after the first word he never glanced at a
yisitor, but continued practising the celebrated:
Ftentor scowl and Stentor eye business in the

irror; he kept the carpenters at a respectful
tragic distance; he awed the little ballet-girls
 with the great Stentor stride; and he remained
monarch of all he surveyed, until he played
Hhis last great part of Stentor in the Insolvent
Court, the minor characters being sustained

)
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rewed down in their places; Leather Lane
ad emptied itself of mirrors, which paper-
pped men were fixing all along the passages;
e set of bricklayers were tearing to pieces
ie old dwelling-house, another was building
e portico; pendent from the roof, and strad-
ling across planks supported by flimsy ropes,
deep-voiced Germans, decorating the ceil-
o in alternate layers of blue and gold, and
lissuing guttural mandates to assistants hidden
the dome ; carpenters were enlarging the
ivate boxes; scene-painters were looking
er the old scenes; and, in the midst of all
e confusion, stood Mr. Frank Likely himself,
ressed in a dark-blue frock-coat, with a ca-
ellia of price in the button-hole, lavender
trousers, amber-coloured gloves, and smoking
hoice cigar as he superintended the prepa-
rations. Under the Likely management, the
acksideum was something like a theatre:
ne of your low melo-dramas or funny farces,
t choice little vaudevilles, torn up like man-
A. akes with shrieking roots from the Boule-
rds, and transplanted all a-blowing to the
Strand; comediettas of the utmost gentility,
ind burlesques teeming with wit and faney,
- giving opportunities for the display of
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'not quite so happy as they had anticipated.
and days, glorious days, but not calculated
to last; the entertainment was soon found to
be of too light and airy a description for the
Id audiences of the Cracksideum, and the
iew audiences ran into debt at the librarian’s
for their stalls and boxes, and very little
iready money found its way into the pockets
of the management. Nevertheless, Mrs. Frank
Likely still kept up her gorgeous bouquets,
ill put on two new pairs of lavender gloves
r diem, and still kept up her Sunday-even-
ing parties at that cottage on Wimbledon
\Common, which was the envy of the civilised
world ; likewise, Mr. Frank Likely still betted
highly, smoked the best Havannahs, dressed
in the best taste, and drove in his curricle the
highest-stepping pair of grays in London. But
lack Care soon took up her position in the
back seat of the curricle behind the high-
epping grays; gentlemen of Hebraic counte-
nance were frequent in their inquiries for Mr.
Likely ; little Mr. Leopop, of Thavies Inn, had
@perpetual retainer for the defence; the man-
ger darted from his brougham to the stage-
door through a double line of stalwart car-
penters, who sedulously elbowed and kept
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on-gray wig, with the line where it joins the
forehead painfully apparent, large shirt-frill,
arsala waistcoat, blue coat with brass but-
ns, nankeen pantaloons fitting tight to the
kle, ribbed stockings with buckle, thick
ick with crutch-handle; very rich, very
uty, loves his stomach, hates young gentle-
en, speaks of everybody as a “ jackanapes,”
unpleasantly amorous towards lady’s maid,
hom he pokes in ribs with stick, and carries
1 his wealth (which is invariably in notes,
“double the amount” of any named sum)
a fat pocket-book, which he bestows as a
ward to virtue at the finale. Modern Fop:
own coat with basket buttons, enormous peg-
p trousers, whiskers and moustache, eye-
ass—which is his stronghold in life—says .
thing but “ah!” and “paw-sitive-ly damme!”
ccept words abounding in the letter “r,”
ich he pronounces as “w.” Of the Drunken
aracter in Low Life it is unnecessary to
ak: a depressed eyelid, a hiccuping voice
staggering legs, and there is the * drunken
acter” complete. The professional gen-
man of versatile powers, who places himself
. communication with the proprietor of the
rtainment, will probably find himself ex-
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Jamp; and where the pencil memorandum on
e whitewashed wall of the ante-chamber,
Y coffee, baby, spurs, watch, umbrella, rab-
‘bits,” with a mark against each item, is evi-
ently attributable to the conjuror who gave
uch satisfaction the week before last, and was
o particular as to his properties! In dull
gaunt ‘‘ assembly-rooms” of country old-fa-
ioned inns, where the unaccustomed gas
inks and whistles in the heavy chandelier,
nd where the proscenium is formed by an an-
iquated leather screen, which has been drag-
red from the coffee-room, where for countless
years it has veiled the cruet-mixings of the
vaiter from vulgar eyes; where the clergy-
nan who sits in the front row feels uncom-
ortable about the ‘“modern fop,” as tacitly
eflecting upon the eldest son of the lord of
he manor; and where the landlord and the
apster, who keep the door a few inches ajar,
nd are perpetually running to look, when
ere is no one in the bar, declare the “drunken
aracter in low life” to be out-and-out and
o mistake. Poor little show, whose yellow
nnounce-bills are handed-in with such cring-
ng courtesy at the shops of the principal
radesmen, and are seen fluttering in damp
VOL. I. K
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strips, weeks afterwards, on all available posts
and palings. Poor little show!

The Music-Halls are only of recent intro-
duction among the amusements of London,
but their advertisements occupy at least one-
half of the front page of the journal. Here
they are: the Belshazzar Saloon and Music-
Hall, Hollins’s Magnificent New Music-Hall,
the Lord Somerset Music-Hall, and half
score of others; to say nothing of the old-
established house, Llewellyn’s, where ther
are suppers for gentlemen after the theatr
Magnificent places are these halls, radiant and
gay as those in which the lady dreamt sh
dwelt, miracles of gilding and plate-glass an
fresco-painting, doing a roaring trade—whic!
they deserve, for the entertainment given i
them is generally good, and always free fro:
offence. These are the homes of the renown
tenors, the funny Irishmen, the real Iri
boys, the Tipperary lads (genuine), the deli:
neators of Scotch character, the illustrators
Robert Burns, the Sisters Johnson the world
celebrated duologue duettists, the sentimen
vocalists, the talented soprani, the triumph
Bodger family (three in number), and tl
scrio-comic wonder, “ who is at liberty to
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w completely monopoly has been overset at
e places ; no sooner does a gentleman
" achieve success at one place than he is in-
g tantly engaged at all the others, rushing from

ﬁge for one turn.” It is curious to observe

e to the other as fast as his brougham can
ake him, singing the same song in different
sarts of the metropolis seven or eight times
ring the evening, and making a flourishing
‘] income. |
Change of manners has done away with
e theatrical tavern which flourished twenty
‘years ago, with its portraits of theatrical nota-
bilities round its walls, and its theatrical nota-
bilities themselves sitting in its boxes; where
’1‘ cading tragedians and comedians of intense
[l‘l. power would sit together discussing
‘past and present theatrical times, while thea-
rical patrons of the humbler order looked on
silent delight, and theatrical critics were
enning their lucubrations in neighbouring
‘boxes. Famous wits and men of learning
elustered round the dark-stained tables of the
‘Rougepot in Playhouse Court, and half the
anecdotes and good sayings which have saved
an otherwise dull book, and made many a dull
han’s reputation, first saw gaslight beneath its
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- situations ; heavy tragedians with books full
- of testimonials extracted from the pungent
- eriticism of provincial journals; low-comedy
“men, whose own laughter, to judge from their
‘appearance, must, for some period, have been
f that description known as “on the wrong
“side of the mouth.” There you may see them
day long, lounging in Rouge Street, lean-
g against posts, amicably fencing with their .
ashen-sticks, gazing at the play-bills of the
metropolitan theatres, and wondering when
heir names will appear there.

One more advertisement, and I have fin-
ished. “To Barristers, Clergymen, and Public
. Speakers.— Mr. Cicero Lumph, Professor of
locution, Principal Orator at. the various

niversities, and for upwards of thirty years
‘connected with the principal London theatres,
| begs to represent that he is prepared to give
instruction in public speaking by a method at
once easy and efficacious, and that he can
- point with pride to some of the first orators
of the day as his pupils.—N.B. Stammering
| effectually cured.” Many years ago, Cicero
- Lumph was a dashing captain of dragoons,
- with a handsome face, a fine figure, and splen-
did expectations from an old aunt who adored






HOLDING UP THE MIRROR. 135

. drama was revived at such an enormous ex-
- pense, and with so much success, Lumph be-
I’ came his treasurer and continued his toady;
-‘r*a,nd when Tatterer died in the heyday of his
~ triumph, Lumph found that he had netted a
" considerable sum of money, and that he could
| pass the remainder of his life without any very
ard exertion; so he became an instructor in
| elocution. He is an old man now, with a
"small wig perched on the top of his head,
‘bushy eyebrows overhanging little gray eyes,
and a large cavernous mouth, with three or
| four teeth sticking upright and apart in the
| gums, like rocks. His body is bloated and his
" legs are shrivelled; but he has still the grand
old Tatterer stride, the Tatterer intonation of
* the voice, the Tatterer elevation of the brow,
- the Tatterer swing of the arm—all imitated
from his great master. He lives in a hand-
some old-fashioned house in Hotspur Street,
Douglas Square, and his knocker all day long
is besieged with candidates for instruction.
. Thither come blushing young curates, who
~ have stammered along well enough in the
~ country parishes to which they were origin-
ally licensed, but who, having obtained pre-
~ ferment, think they must be polished up for
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bulfinches; while those glorious boys, whom
~ no one else has ever attempted, are running
- their Shetlands at raspers. There is a popu-
lar style of literature now, the hero of which
| is always an athletic horsey man; and, not-
* withstanding his weight, making it a point to
. be up with the first flight throughout the run,
_generally winning the heiress and the Great
! Poldood} Steeple-chase at one and the same
'hme or reproaching the young lady who has
ﬁllted him for a richer suitor, by taking some
'lterr1ﬁc and horribly -dangerous leap in the
Wery teeth of the pony she has driven in a
low wicker-carriage to the meet. Thanks in
some measure to the convenience of railways,
there are probably but few of us with a sport-
ing turn who have not been out with the
’ Queen’s stag-hounds, the Surrey fox-hounds ;
" or who have not, while staying at Brighton,
L enjoyed a day’s sport under the generalship
‘of that glorious specimen of the English yeo-
an who hunts the Brookside harriers. But
' notwithstanding all these experiences, I have
‘\.n idea that very few persons, even those who
take great interest in such matters, have any
notion of the enormous expense and trouble
| consequent on the management of a pack of
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one pack in the market, and for them is asked

thirteen guineas a couple. Three or four hun-
~ dred guineas is a common price, and one is
not likely to get any thing very special for
the money; but a good pack has now and
then gone cheap, and been picked up for five
hundred pounds. No man with any sporting
nous would refuse to give a thousand guineas
for a pack of hounds with a thoroughly-esta-
blished reputation. Much larger prices are
~on record. From Mr. Blaine we learn that
~in 1826 Mr. Warde, a well-known sportsman,
sold his pack for two thousand guineas; while
in more recent times Mr. Foljambe’s hounds,
sold by auction in lots at Tattersall’s, realised

“three thousand six hundred pounds—one lot
| of five couple fetching three hundred and
eighty guineas, and another of four couple
~and a half, four hundred and eighty guineas.
‘Here is your preliminary expense.

. Having provided your pack, you will, of
‘course, have prepared your kennel for them,
“which will not be a small item in your outlay.
"As you can expend fifteen shillings or five
hundred pounds on a dressing-case, according
to the style of article you require, so will the
cost of the erection of your kennel depend en-
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for hounds is oatmeal and horse-flesh, boiled;
Yeaetables, after hunting, boiled with the meat,
greaves, mashed-potatoes, and skim-milk. Bis-
cuits and greaves, also boiled, form excellent
food in the summer or off-season. All food
ould be given cold, and it should be boiled
to pudding one day, and given the next day.
‘The cost of feeding hounds depends on the
fprice of oatmeal; but about twelve pounds
er annum per couple may be looked upon
S an average, perhaps a low-average sum.
iHounds are called by name, and, as it is
ermed, ‘drawn,” to be fed in three, four,
five couples at a time. The door is wide
en, and the meat-trough is in view of the
thungry pack; but, until called out, not one
attempts to stir. Says Mr. Prior:

“ Abra was ready ere he named her name;
And when he called another, Abra came.”

It is very lucky that Abra was a lady and not
hound. A hound thrusting in or coming
t of his turn, not when his name is called,
sent back with a flea in his ear. This is to
make them know their own names, and is the
only way of teaching them. The late Mr. Ap-
perley (the celebrated “ Nimrod”) gives a re-
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nost and most important among the former is

ung a man is apt to be fussy, self-opinion-
ted, and wanting in judgment; too old a
n to be slow and incapable of sufficient
bodily exertion. Youy huntsman should think
f hunting, and nothing else ; should be sub-
L missive to no cap-ribbon ; no slave to drink,
Cwvhich would be fatal ; no gadabout, taproom
viterer, pothouse frequenter. During the sea-
'son his exercise will prevent any thing he
fakes doing him any harm ; during the off-
eason he will find plenty to do in drilling his
ck, and acquainting himself with their vari-
s peculiarities. He must ride well always,
‘sometimes desperately ; and he must be firm,
“yet courteous, with those terrific strangers
L who crop-up occasionally at all meets, and
“who will over-ride the hounds. Your cockney
ortsman, and your over-excitable enthusiast,
ho—the one from ignorance, the other from
repressible impulse—ride close upon hounds,
L are the good huntsman’s direst foes. Hounds
L may be driven miles before the scent by the
| pursuance of such a practice ; and it is not to
“be wondered at if the huntsman sometimes
VOL. I. L
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withal to meet his master at the proper place
with a fresh and unblown animal. Of course
the keep of such a staff is costly. The wages
of huntsmen average from eighty to one hun-
dred pounds a year, with a cottage and certain
perquisites ; but there is a noble duke, an en-
thusiast in the sport, who gives his huntsman
two hundred pounds per anmum. This how-
ever, is, of course, an utterly exceptional
wage.

The first whip will cost- five-and-twenty
shillings a week, the second a guinea, the pad-
groom a guinea, and the kennel-feeder, if there
be one, another guinea a week.

The wages of neither huntsmen nor whips
are high when it is remembered what brutes
they ride, and that they are never expected to
'~ crane at any thing, but to fly ox-fence, brook,

any thing that may come in their way. Nim-
‘rod relates several anecdotes which he heard
from whips of their falls: one complained that
his horse was ‘“a dunghill brute,” because,
~ “not content with tumbling, he lies on me for
half an hour when he’s down;” another, hav-
ing had his horse fall on him, and roll him

“as a cook would a pie-crust,” got up, and
limping off, said, “ Well, now I e hurt.” An-
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quire a horse, and there should be a couple of
 hacks for messages. The master may do with
~ three, or may be able to afford more—I should
say he will require four, barring accidents.
The precise cost of hunters is entirely a matter
of weight and fancy. A ten-stone master of
hounds, with an eye for a horse, good judg-
ment, and talent in bargaining, can, in the
country, mount himself more than decently
~ for fifty guineas; whereas in town the price
" would be doubled. With increase in weight
}' the price runs up frightfully, and an eighteen-
" stone man would give five hundred guineas
~ for a horse, and think himself lucky, if the
~mount suited him in every respect. No
amount of weight prevents a man from fol-
~ lowing, or even keeping hounds, if the passion
~ be on him, and he can afford a proper mount;
there are masters of hounds of seven and a
half stone weight, and there are one or two
“ranging between eighteen and twenty stone.
"To get themselves properiy carried, men of
the latter stamp must expend an enormous
‘sum in horseflesh, requiring, as they do, the
speed and jumping-power of the hunter, com-
bined with the solid strength of the dray-
“horse. The horses for the huntsman and the
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the keep of each of his own mounts is forty
pounds a year.

In summing-up the question of expense, it
will be well to bear in mind the axiom of a
well-known sportsman of bygone days, that
% a master of hounds will never have his hand
out of his pocket, and must always have a
guinea in it;” but it may be laid down as a
principle that the expense generally depends
upon the prudence, éxperience, and interest
possessed by the owner of the pack and the
stud. Two men have worked different coun-
ties in a season, one at the fourth of the ex-
pense incurred by the other, and the difference
in sport has been inappreciable. It may, how-
ever, be taken as a fact, that the expenses of a
fox-hound pack for hunting twice a week, in-
eluding cost of hounds, horses, huntsmen, and
stable-attendants, will be about fifteen hun-
dred; and for three times a week, two thou-
sand pounds.

_ Besides the packs of hounds kept by pri-
vate gentlemen, there are many subscription
packs. About a thousand a year is the aver-
age amount of a subscription pack’s income,
though some have larger revenue. Men of
very large means will subscribe eighty or a






CHAPTER X.

MY NEWSPAPER.

. THERE seems to be something in the mere fact
of a man’s making a speech which prevents his
telling the truth. That language was given
us to conceal our thoughts, we know from the
subtle wisdom and biting wit of Talleyrand;
‘but it does appear passing strange that while
erect on his two feet, his left hand
his watch-chain, while his right is
tattooing on the table-cloth, he should give
utterance to a series of preposterous untruths.
Take my own case, for instance. Why did I,
ast night, at the annual summer dinner of the
Most Worshipful Company of Leather-Breeches
Makers, held at the Ship Tavern, Greenwich—
why did I, in returning thanks for the toast
of “the Visitors,” declare that that was the
| happiest moment of my life? Seated next
morning in the calm seclusion of my villa at
Dulwich, and recalling the exact -circum-
stances under which that assertion was made,
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| ers’ Company, “ root and branch, may it flour-
ish for ever !” (what doesthatmean ?) Andwhen
I rose to my feet to respond to the mention of
my name, I was pale in the face, parched in
the mouth, shaky in the legs, weak in the
| memory, quavery in the voice, and frightened
out of my senses. That was what I called the
I happiest moment of my life! Ishould be sorry
 to write the word with which, in strict justice,
I ought to stigmatise that expression. Iknow .
| When the happiest moment of my life really
i comes off. Not when I receive my dividends
| from those very abrupt gentlemen who have,
| apparently, a natural hatred of their custom-
ers, across the bank-counter; not when I go
| to my old wholesale grocery-stores in Lower
| Thames Street, and smell the tea and taste
| the sugar, and dip my hand into the piled-
| up rice, and learn from my sons of the yearly
lincrease of the business in which I still keep
iy sleeping-partner’s share; not when that
| fair-haired knickerbockered boy who calls me
| “grandad,” makes cock-horses of my knees,
tand rides innumerable steeple-chases, clutch-
ling at my watch-guard for a bridle; nor when
his sister, a fairy elf, makes a book-muslin
glory on my lap, and kisses me as her *dear
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the Conference, not about the state of the
Ainoney-ma,rket; but about that much talked-of
‘march of intellect, that progress of progress,
that extension of civilisation, which have shown
*eir product in my newspaper lying before

Newspapers were first invented by a French
ysician, who found it his interest to amuse
his patients by telling them the news. The
vidity with which his daily gossip was re-
ceived engendered the hope that, if collected
and printed, it might do more than reconcile
patients to the ever-unwelcome visits of
their doctor. Monsieur le Docteur Renaudot,
Hor thus was he styled, applied therefore to
1 dinal Richelieu for a patent, and the first

mber of the Paris Gazette appeared in 1662,
* In the interests of my newspaper, men who

scholarship, and special study of the subject
fintrusted to them; not one single word was
fropped by the great orators in last night’s
{|debate, finishing at two .M., which I do not

find recorded for my perusal; while the vapid
prosings of the dreary members have such
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they manage to distinguish the colours of the

horses? Sometimes I have fancied there are
~ some things in a newspaper which I could do
myself; but assuredly this is not one of them.
| I find, too, that my journal must have several
sporting-gentlemen attached to it; for in the
same column I read an account of a yacht-
match at Erith, with critical remarks about
the manner in which the Flirt was sailed by
her noble owner; and a vivid description of a
cericket-match at Lord’s between the elevens of
‘Rutland and Y orkshire, with a laudatory notice
L of Mr. Bales’s “ five-er” with a leg-swipe. In
'a corner of this column I also find quotations
from the cotton-market at Manchester; from
‘the corn-markets at Leeds, Liverpool, Scotland,
Ipswich ; from Messrs. Sheepshanks’ trade-
circular in regard to the colonial wool-sales;
‘and from the latest prices of hay at Smithfield
and Whitechapel, where I find “ the market is
dull, with fair supplies.” There also is sprea

1t for me shipping-intelligence, informing me
'what vessels have arrived at, or passed by way
f, our own ports, what vessels have been
oken with in far-distant latitudes; there I
et a meteorological report of the actual and
robable state of the weather all over the
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| that intelligence instanter by letters or tele-
| gram to my journal. In the same interest
| two gentlemen are attached, one to the head-
| quarters of the Danish, another to the German
army ; solemnly precise men are gliding about
the Exchange, writing in their memorandum-
Qooks the latest quotations from Capel Court,
the latest “ done” at Gurney’s, the latest whis-
ser from the Bank parlour; one member of
e staff is flying away in one of the compart-
ents of a royal train, while another is pur-
suing his inquiries among the starving poor of
| Bethnal Green; one reporter has just buttoned
up his note-book containing the charge of the
judge to the jury trying a murderer, while
lanother is taking down the chairman’s ¢
f the evening” at'a charity dinner; the fire
“which was still blazing fiercely when we
iwent to press,” the murder up Islington way,
iwhich was committed late last evening, the
netv farce, “ on which the curtain did not fall
ill past midnight;” all are recorded in my
journal, which also gives utterance to the
‘eries of innumerable indignant amateur cor-
respondents.

~ From my experience, the outside public
‘Which reads and delights in its newspaper
~ VOL. L M
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has very little idea of all this enormous troubl
and expense in preparing the daily sheet, an
has not the smallest conception of the powe
required in the various leading journalisti
men. Take the editor alone. Talk of th
general of an army, of his tact and readine
what is he compared to the editor of a leadi
daily paper? An editor, if he be worth hi
salt, must possess the art of watching publi
taste, the art of seeing what inevitably mu
be, and the power of writing leaders, or ge
ting them written, to say that it shall be. I
must have the faculty of collecting materi
and finding men to deal with them; the facult
of being able to say something at once on an
important event which may turn up; th
faculty of dining-out well; and when dinin
out, the faculty of not talking, save to exci
discussion and draw out information. Men
ripc middle age make the best editors; t
young they are apt to be flippant, excitabl
and aggressive; too old they fall into car
lessness, laxity, conventionality, and twaddl
And your editor must necessarily be a th
rough citizen of the world, and determined
subdue all his own natural tastes and inc
nations for the success of his journal.
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may look upon the theatre with eyes of loath-
ng; but he should take care that his dramatic
| eriticisms are full, fair, and immediate. He
‘may look with horror upon sporting; but his
acing-reporter should be up to every move
on the turf. He must never be sleepy be-
ween 8 p.M. and 3 A.M.; must never be ill;
must observe.a strict Mokannalike seclusion,
d not ‘“make himself free;” he must take
gvery step in his business promptly, but with
caution; and once having committed himself
> any cause, however great, however slight,
e must stick to it for ever, and defend it per
aut nefas to the very best of his ability.

One of the golden rules for success in the
‘eonduct of a newspaper, and one without the
‘adoption of which it is impossible for any jour-
nal to succeed, is—spare no expense. Have
e very best in the market; and do not mind
hat you pay, so that you get it good. When
e Californian rage for gold-digging began,
the Times employed a gentleman to go out;
‘and that he might be competent, sent him
rst to a gold-refiner’s in the City to learn all
he processes of refining, had him taken over
e Mint, and sent him forth thoroughly au
 ¢ourant with all that was known of his subject
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in London. Then the leader-writers shoul
be masters of their craft, va sans dire; and t
this end it is found necessary to have men o
various professions and of various tastes, t
each of whom can be intrusted a special sub
ject. Of late years it has been found th
great xdos, and consequent circulation, h
been occasionally obtained for several of th
morning journals by some speeially admirabl
descriptive article; and that style of writin
has consequently been more sought after an
more fostered. The ordinary reporter is no
kept to ordinary reporting ; and when an artiel
descriptive of any event of peculiar interest i
required, a man of higher journalistic rank i
appointed to write it. Some of the deserip
tions of Mr. W. H. Russell and Mr. Woods i
the Zumes, of Mr. G. A. Sala and Mr. God
frey Turner in the Telegraph, of Mr. Justi
M‘Carthy and Mr. Leicester Buckingham i
the Star, of Mr. Parkinson and Mr. Murph
in the Daily News, and of Mr. Williams in th
Standard, are as good as can be, and utterl
different from any thing that would have bee
looked for in the journals twenty years since.

Although I always wondered in a vag
kind of way at the manner in which my jo
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nal was produced, when I knew nothing about
Jit, I think my astonishment has even been
greater since I saw the working of the vast
engine of social progress. Arriving at about
ten o’clock in the evening, I found an intelli-
gent guide awaiting me, and by him was first
conducted into the library—not necessarily a
portion of a newspaper establishment, but here
interesting as the depository of the volumes,
from their earliest sheet, of the T¥mes and the
Morning Chronicle, once conspicuous in jour-
nalism, now defunct. I took down a volume
| of the Chronicle hap-hazard, and opening it at
| the date February 4, 1792, read a protest of
‘the Irish Parliament on a vote of congratula-

{f tion to the king on the marriage of the Duke

Lof York with the Princess of Prussia. The
Irish gentlemen were ‘dissentient” because
‘they could not “ consistently with principle or
honour join in thanking a sovereign whom it
is in the highest degree criminal to deceive, on
having entered on the government of Ireland
as viceroy, a man under whose administration
‘measures inimical to the public welfare had
| been supported with success, and every mea-
- sure beneficial to the kingdom uniformly op-
posed and defeated.” The viceroy to whom this
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special compliment was paid was Lord Wes
moreland. Poor Ireland!— well up in th
grievance-market even in those distant days.
In the same number I found the advertisemen
of a “ Proposal for a complete History of Eng-
land, by David Hume, Esq.;” a notice of
gallery of pictures, “by Messrs. Barry, Copley.
Fuseli, and T. Lawrence ;” and an announce-
ment of the performance of Richard the Thir
—* The Queen, Mrs. Siddons ; being the fi
time of her performing that character.”

I proceeded to a suite of rooms occupi
by the sub-editor and the principal reporters
In the outermost of these rooms is arrang
the electric-telegraph apparatus—three rou
discs, with finger-stops sticking out from the
like concertina-keys, and a needle pointing
alphabetic letters on the surface of the dial
One of these dials corresponds with the Hou
of Commons, another with Mr. Reuter’s tel
graph-office, the third with the private r
dence of the proprietor of my journal, who i
thus made acquainted with any impor
news which may transpire before he arriv
at, or after he leaves, the office. The electri
telegraph —an enormous boon to all ne
paper-men—is specially beneficial to the su



| table lic the weapons of his order: a gigantic
‘pair of scissors, with which he is rapidly ex-
‘tracting the pith from. the. pile of ¢ flimsy”
copy supplied by the aid of the manifold-

writer and tissue-paper,. by .those. inferior
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{leditor. By its aid he can. place before the
{¥expectant leader-writer the summary of the

great speech in a debate, or the momentous
telegram which is.to. furnish the theme for
triumphant jubilee or virtuous indignation ;

|F by its aid he can “ make-up” the paper—that
Ilis, see exactly how much composed matter
b will have to be left “standing over,”—for the

 tinkling of the bell announces a message from
| the head of the reporting-staff in the House,
to the effect, “ House up; half a col. to come.”
‘Sometimes, very rarely, wires get crossed or
otherwise out of gear, and strange messages
 relating to misdelivered firkins  of butter, or
marital excuses for not coming home to din-
ner, arrive at the office of my journal. The
sub-editor has a story how, after having twice
given the signal to a West-End office which
Mr. Reuter then had, he received a pathetic
remonstrance :from' some evidently recently-
‘awakened maiden, “Please not to ring again

| till I slip on my gown!” On the sub-editor’s
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reporters known as penny-a-liners; and a po
of gum, with which he fits the disjointed bi
together; here also are proofs innumerable i
long slips; red, blue, and yellow envelopes,
with the name of my journal printed on thex
in large letters—envelopes which have con-
tained the lucubrations of the foreign an
provincial correspondents; an inkstand large
enough to bathe in; a red-chalk pencil like
the bowsprit of a ship; and two or three vil-
lanous-looking pens. At another table a gen-
tleman, gorgeous in white waistcoat and cut-
away coat, is writing an account of a fancy-
fair, at which he has been present ; printers,
messengers, boys, keep rushing in asking ques-
tions and delivering messages; but they dis-
turb neither of the occupants of the room.
The fancy-fair gentleman never raises his eyes
from his paper, while, amid all the cross-
questioning to which he is subjected, the l
sub-editor’s scissors still snip calmly on. )

Next to the composing-room, where I find
about seventy men at work “sctting” small
seraps of copy before them. The restless
scissors of the head of the room divide the
liner’s description of horrible events at a posi-
tion of breathless interest, and distribute the
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| glorious peroration of a speech among three
| or four compositors, who bring up their vari-
|} ous contribution of type to the long ‘ galley”
#in which the article is put together. These
\l men work on an average from four p.m. till
L two A, or half-past two (in addition to
| these there are the regular “day-hands,” or
'} men employed in the daytime, who work from
'V nine till five). They are mostly from twenty-
I five to thirty-five years of age; though there
1 s one old man among them who is approach-
| l#ng threescore-and-ten, and who is reported al-
| most as good as any of his juniors. They earn
from three to four guineas a-week each. The
| room is large, and though innumerable gaslights
P are burning, the ventilation is very good.

= I glanced at some of the writing at which
Fthe men were working; and as I thought
| of the fair round text in which my ledgers
tand day-books were always entered up, and
then looked at the thin jigging hieroglyphics
| which, in close lines, and adorned with fre-
| quent erasures and corrections, lay before the
i eyes of those poor compositors, I shuddered
at the contrast. On inquiring, however, I
found that the compositors made very light
of cacography, and that it was seldom indeed
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them to an average level and consistency ;
then they are oiled, and an exact imprint is
 taken of them on what is called a * matrix”—
‘a preparation of French-chalk on stiff paper.
This matrix is then dried over a furnace
on hot metal plates; a mixture of lead and
antimony in a liquid boiling state is poured
on it, taking the exact form of the indented
letters, filling up every crack and crevice, and
becoming, in many reduplicated forms, the
Pactual substance from which the journal is -
inted, and which to that end is sent to the
[fmachine-room, whither I followed it.

"~ The machine-room of my journal is a vast
whitewashed hall, with three enormous clang-
ing, plunging, whirling metal demons in the
imidst of it, attended by priests and devotees,
Hhalf of whom are employed in administering
30:0 their idols’ appetites by feeding them with
argin paper, while the other half wrenches
from them the offering after it has passed
‘élrough the ordeal. In plainer language,
 the demons are three of Hoe’s most powerful
printing-machines, containing together twenty-
six cylinders, and in attendance upon them
flare eighty men and boys, half of whom feed
{|the machines with fresh paper, while the other
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the rotation of the engine ceases instantane-
usly. To a stranger the vast room, with its
are of gas, its smell of oil and steam, and
whirring engines, is a kind of orderly
andemonium. There are galleries whence
can survey all that passes; but a few
inutes must elapse before his eyes become
ccustomed to the tearing of the engine, and
is ears to the clanging discord ; though
hose employed seem thoroughly habituated,
d pursue their avocations as though they
were in the quiet composing-room itself. In-
deed the head-engineer, who acted as my
guide in this department, had such interest
his work, that he told me he seldom took
holiday or absented himself from his post.
e evidently regarded those who did not or-
inarily spend their evenings in the company
jof his machines as inferior beings.
i So the demons go clantrmo through the'
ight, until they are supposed to have had as
much as is good for them, and their fires are
liked out, their steam is let off, and machin-
jists and feeding-boys go home to bed, whither
Iﬁe compositors and the sub-editor have long
Iance preceded them. Then the advanced
iguard of the day establishment, in the per-
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CHAPTER XI.

D i -

l" GUNNIXNG.

GuxNING is my theme; not the patronymic
those three beautiful sisters who fired the
hearts (if the dried-up integuments can be so
galled) of the court gentlemen in the time of
1e Regent, but the great art of shooting ; on
inglish manor or Scottish moor, from the
back of a pony or the bows of a punt, in
||solitary ramble or grand battue ; indulged in
iby my lord with his party of friends, his
keepers, his gillies, and his beaters ; by Bill
abbock the poacher, known to the keepers
an “inweterate” with his never-missing
ouble-barrel and his marvellous lurcher ; or
Y'. Master Jones, home for the holidays from
R gby, who has invested his last tip in a
thirty-shilling Birmingham muzzle-loader, with
thich he “pots” sparrows in the Willesden
fields. Gunning, which binds together men
of otherwise entirely opposite dispositions and
fastes, which gives many a toiler in cities pent
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And first to be mentioned in a treatise, how-
| ever humble, on gunning, are guns. A muzzle-
loading double gun by a first-class London
maker costs forty guineas, or with its cases
and all its fittings, fifty guineas. The lead-
mg provincial makers, and those of Scotland
and Treland, charge from thirty to forty pounds
eomplete ; most of their guns are, however,
in reality manufactured in Birmingham, where
‘the price of a double gun varies from twenty
tounds to two pounds five shillings, or even -

ss, according to quality. The second-class
t..ondon makers charge from twenty-five to
‘hirty—ﬁve pounds ; but most of their work
made at Birmingham, and only *finished”
London. The London work is much the
best ; for, as the wages paid are much higher,
London attracts the best workmen from all
barts of the country. Another reason is, the
greater independence of the workmen in Lon-
{on. In Birmingham, especially,—between
ade agreements on the part of the masters,
d trade unions on the part of the men,—a
‘man who can work better or more quickly
than his fellows is continually hampered ; and
he generally makes his way to London, where
he finds a fairer market for his labour, and
VOL. I. N
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locks, and the half a foot of walnut plank in
.#Je stock, the. value of these materials at
twenty pounds a ton for the metal and a
shilling a foot for the wood is less than five
shillings for the whole, and he may well con-
ider he is overcharged if he pay a pound for
the complete gun. But what he buys is really
‘the time and technical skill of the contriver,
( the time and skill of the workman, the waste
 of manufacture (and how enormous this fre-
uently is, may be judged from the fact that
minety pounds of rough metal will be con-
med in making a pair of Damascus gun-bar-
 rels weighing about six pounds when finished ) ;
i these are the real things purchased, and whe-
ther the buyer pay ten or fifty pounds, he will
enerally get only the value of his money,
and no more. Skill and time can never be
brought to the same close competition as the
rice of raw material, and the tendency of
‘both is to become dearer instead of cheaper
‘every day.

During the last four or five years the use
breech-loading guns has become common
1 England. The system adopted is called
ithe “ Lefaucheux,” from the name of its in-
entor, and it has been general in France for
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many years. Twenty-five years ago some
guns of this pattern were brought from Pari
by Mr. Wilkinson of Pall Mall, who endea-
voured to introduce their use into England
but without success; and they were finall
sold at one-fourth their cost, as curiositi
only. The price of breech-loading guns o
best quality is five guineas more than muzzle
loaders ; they are sold in Birmingham at fro
eight pounds to thirty pounds. The advan
tages of a breech-loader to young sportsm
are, principally, that the guns cannot be ove
loaded, two charges cannot go into the sam
barrel; the charge can be taken out in an in
stant ; and though, if the gunner be clumsy, h
may shoot a friend, he cannot by any possibi
lity shoot himself. This little distinction i
highly appreciated, since accidents in loadin
from the muzzle were by no means unfrequent.

To a moderate-minded man, three or fou
thousand acres in England would be a goo
manor, of which four hundred should b
covert. Potatoes used to be good cover
now the best is clover left for seed, man
gold, swedes and turnips, beans, &c. Th
usual price is one shilling per acre; but in th
neighbourhood of London and large tow



GUNNING. 181

the rent is higher, and the value arbitrary.
| For four thousand acres, to do the thing
well, one should have a head-keeper, whose
cost will be as follows : a house, a guinea a
week for wages, five pounds a year for clothes,
twelve pounds a year for ammunition, a cer-
tificate three pounds, and a * deputation” from
the lord of the manor, without which he can-
not, I believe, legally take a gun away from
a poacher. He generally has a pony and a
spring-cart allowed him, sometimes the keep
of a dog. It has been well observed, that “it
not every fellow with a short jacket and half
a dozen pockets, that is fitted for a game-
keeper.” He must be trustworthy; for he
as in the mowing-time to pay a shilling a
lest to the mowers, sometimes to pay for the
estruction of vermin, &c., and he can cheat
he like. He should be a good, but not a
noted or crack shot ; not such a shot as keeps
his hand in by practice on his master’s game ;
and he should be thoroughly knowing in the
abits of all manner of vermin, and in the
ode of destroying them. He should not be
lowed to break dogs for any one save his
paster, or to rear pets, or in fact to do any

traneous duty. A game-keeper’s situation
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would be enough, and a good close-working
“spaniel, or a brace or leash, according to fancy.
- A brace of well-broken second-season setters
“should be purchasable at from twenty-five to
| thirty pounds; spaniels at five pounds each;
\&a good retriever would be cheap at twenty
i guineas, ten pounds being a very common
| price. If possible, by all means breed your
own dogs, or get them bred by your friends;
purchased pointer is a pig in a poke—pur-
hased, I mean, through the medium of an
“advertisement or fromn a regular dealer. Some
animals so bought have never even had pow-
“der burnt over them, cower at the shot, and
fly away home immediately afterwards; others
have a kind of “crammed” instruction—that
s to say, they will be very good when kept in
constant practice, but if left at home for a few
days will forget all they have learnt, and come
“into the field wild and ignorant. Pointers are
‘more useful than setters for partridge-shoot-
g, easier to train, less liable to take cold,
ore easily steadied, and more tenacious of
struction. On the other hand, setters are
“superior for grouse-shooting, being harder-
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and-tanned, legs, feet, and toes well feathered
before and behind, and the feet round as a
cheese-plate. As to retrievers: when you
hear people speak of a genuine retriever, do
not place much credit in their assertions, as
here is no regular breed, and the best re:
rievers are generally mongrels, half-poodle,
alf-spaniel, and sometimes with a cross of
INewfoundland. A well-taught retriever com-
pines the qualities of pointer, setter, spaniel,
ad water-dog, with his own peculiar instinct
f fetching a dead bird out of any brake, and
sarrying him with jaws of iron and teeth of
wool. I need not say that such a dog is in+
aluable. '

~ If you go in for pheasant-breeding, you go
0 for expense at once. The artificial food
or three hundred pheasants, until they shoot
ur tails, would cost fifteen or twenty pounds.
3y artificial food I mean eggs, rice, greaves,
hopped onions, lettuce, &c. I should say
hat every pheasant shot on any manor costs
welve shillings, for they must be reared by
and. The good friend with whom I have
ad many a pleasant day in the woods, calcu-
tes the cost of his birds at a pound each;
ut he does every thing in an unnecessarily
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oledge himself to abide by this stipulation,
nd if he and his friends bag three hundred
orace, they may think themselves highly
favoured. Setters and pointers (Russian and
anish preferred by some) are the best dogs

12th of August and the 20th of September,
ithough some talk of October and even the
arly days of November, but you will get
better grousing between the dates I have
mentioned; a large-bored gun, and, if with a
uzzle-loader, No. 3 shot. Colonel Hawker
ays: “Grouse take a harder blow than par-
idges.”

©  Also in the sporting journals, under the
eading “ To Let,” you will find the entry,
% Splendid deer-forests.” A deer-forest is so
gamed on the celebrated lucus & non lucendo
iprinciple : it does not contain a single tree,
but is simply a Highland tract of land from
which sheep have been kept off—as sheep and
ger will never feed together. The most cele-
brated are the deer-forests of Lord Lovat, the
Duke of Richmond, the Duke of Athol, and,
above all, of the Marquis of Breadalbane.
or a good deer-forest, a thousand a year is
ow price; and every deer shot costs, on an
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Highlander’s séntentious reply. *Take the
rifle, Donald, sight it carefully, and give it
me back; if I knock over that fellow, the rifle
I shall be yours.” The gillie took the rifle and
ighted it, and gave it to his master, who
fired, and killed his stag. According to his
promise, he gave the rifle to the gillie. Since
then he has never been taken nearer than four
hundred yards to any deer on his estate!
.~ Never let any ribald “chaff,” any denun-
‘atlon of Cockney sport, prevent you from
‘ Joymg a good day’s rabbit-shooting when-
rer you have the opportunity. With a couple
f mute spaniels and a sharp terrier, you may
jave an excellent morning’s sport; but you
ust remember that it is very quick shooting,
nd you must keep your gun on the cock, and
be ready to pull the instant you see the rabbit
run, if you would have a chance of hitting
m. Be wary, for rabbits are wonderfully
“up to trap;” pretend not to be looking after
hem, and you will throw them off their
guard ; but if you advance in a business-like
er, gun in hand, depend upon it that a
lash of white tails is all you will see of your
me—of the older ones, at least; the younger
re less knowing, and more easily potted.
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e London season, the jolly nights in the
b smoke-room, the heavy dinners with
oted East-Indian uncles, the twenty-one
dances winding-up with a never-ending cotil-
lon, indulged in night after night; and then
0 down to Norfolk, or wherever may be the
manor to which you are invited, and shoot.
e thing is impossible. You must be, to a
tain extent, in training; at all events, your
nd must be decent, your muscles braced,

d your hand and eye steady. A long waltz
y be good for your wind, but it will shake
r arm; and a pipe of Cavendish or a couple
extra cigars will spoil your sport for the
So do not be down-hearted at first if
1 fire wild, or if the squire and his country
nds grin a bit as the birds fly away un-
med; wait—1let your faith be “large in
ne,” as Mr. Tennyson has it; and very soon
u will feel your hand getting in, and you
I find that, as sweet Will, who has some-
ag on every thing, says, “ Your shooting
n is well accounted.”
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e consequence is, that it requires the greatest
xertions to prevent our general notions from
ecoming too drab-coloured; so that when we.

ead in the newspapers of the formation of the
various corps, we merely shrugged our shoul-
ers, and said “ Ah!” in rather an admonitory
tone; and it was not until the announcement
that the Queen would probably receive the
officers and review the troops, that the possi-
ibility of there being a Grimgribber regiment
idawned upon us. I am bound to confess that
the idea did not originate with me, but with
ack Heatly, a young stockbroker, who was
ways looked upon as a dangerous character,
‘ ind who, when at a very early stage of affairs
he joined a metropolitan rifle corps, was con-
sidered as having booked himself for perdition.
der cover of the darkness of night, and
th extraordinary mystery (for even his bold
irit quailed at the audacity of his plan),
k paid me a visit one evening last Decem-
ber, and imparted to me his ideas for the
mation of the Grimgribber volunteers. The
first of his large-souled propositions was, that
1€ should be made captain; the second, that I
hould undertake all the work; the third, that
ould mention the scheme to all likely per-
VOL. I. (0)
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on, when the door was burst open, and the
ounty member walked in, in a white waist-
{¢oat and a rage; and we had to begin all over
lagain. But still we had a very great success.
had drawn up a set of rules, based on those
f Jack Heatly’s former corps, and these met
ith great approval; an enemy had obtained
mission, and he caused some disturbance
7 uttering a very loud and sarcastic  Hear,
ar!” after one of them which inflicted a fine
five shillings for discharging the rifle by
ident; and when I sat down, he rose and
oceeded to comment on this rule, declaring
‘absurd to punish a person for an offence
mmitted accidentally. But Jack got up,
in an oration of unexampled eloquence
completely demolished our adversary, by prov-
to him what a consolation it would be to
surviving relations of any unfortunate per-
who might be thus killed, to think that
2 cause of the accident had been made to
pay for his carelessness. And then an old
ntleman, long resident in the village, and
uted to have been the author of some very
rited verses on the Prince Regent’s corona-
3, which actually found their way into print,
e, and recited some poetry which he had
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little trouble, by merely occasionally uttering

e caution, “Steady, now!” “Easy in the
entre!” ¢ Keep your fours in the wheel!”
ad such-like mandates, delivered in an admo-
nitory voice. He is, in fact, the Lord Bur-

igh of the company, and best comports him-
If by grave silence and stern military aspect.
When the selection of officers had been
made, we set to work and chose certain gen-
tlemen to be members of council. We had
seen that other corps had a council, and it was
refore necessary that we should have one;
ut, beyond checking the expenses of the
egiment, we were not at all clear as to what
ere the council’s functions. We spon found
out. The members of the council were ex-
sively privates, and’ it appeared that their
st and most urgent duties were to oppose

ery arrangement made by the officers, and
o endeavour in every possible manner to set
e corps by the ears. Did Jack Heatly, as
eaptain commanding, issue an order, the coun-
was down upon him like a shot, had him up,
like Othello before the Senate, and harangued

m with Old-Bailey-like politeness and Cen-
ral-Criminal-Court etiquette. Did the lieu-
enant, a shy and retiring young man, make a
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of us should call upon the inhabitants and
for donations. The list of names was di-
ided into three portions; and I as junior
officer had the most implacable enemies of the
ovement allotted to me to visit. Now it has
yeen ‘my fate to have been placed in many
iliating positions during my life. I have
en compelled to act a knight in a charade
iwith a tin-pot on my head for a helmet and a
towel-horse for my charger, and in this guise
make love to a very stout old lady before
e grinning faces of deriding friends. I have
een asked to “do” an orange “nicely” for a
oung lady at dessert, and, owing to my hav-
ling blind eyes and utterly immobile stiff fin-
rs, have bungled thereat in a manner con-
mptible to behold. On the King’s Road, at
Brighton, I have ridden a flea-bitten gray
horse formerly a member of a circus, which,
the presence of hundreds of the aristocracy
en and there assembled, persisted in waltzing
the music of a German band. But never was
I'so thoroughly ashamed of myself as on the
and of requesting donations for the Grim-
ibber volunteers. In ten places they told
¢ plainly they would not give any thing;
next to those who gave willingly, I liked
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1ch a proceeding would deprive the movement
its purely voluniary character! 1 was so
taggered that I paused for a moment, over-
ome; then I suggested that this feeling might
ot prevent his helping us in another way : we
anted a large space to drill in—would he
nd us his field? He hesitated for a minute,
id then asked if I meant his field in Grim-
ibber, at the back of his house. On my
plying in the affirmative, his face expressed
e deepest concern; ‘“he could not spare a
lade of that grass, not a blade—he required
all for grazing purposes, and it must not be
mpled upon; but he had considerable pro-
ty in South Wales, and if that had been
use to us, he could have put hundreds of
res at our disposal.” However, notwith-
nding these rebuffs, we collected a very
spectable sum of money, and thought our-
ves justified in really commencing opera-
mns. Of course the first and most important
eration was :

OUR DRILL.

- He to whom our military education was
nfided was a sergeant in the Welsh Bom-
dier Guards, and he brought with him a
poral of the same regiment as his assistant.
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A

i We “fell in” as we best could—that is, we
,‘uddled together in a long line—and were
_then “sized” by the sergeant, who walked
rravely down the rank, and inspected us as
“though we had been slaves in the market of
Tripoli, and he the Dey’s emissary with a
Jarge commission to buy; and then commenced
our preliminary instruction. The first man-
uvre imparted to us was to “stand at ease”—
useful lesson, teaching us not only the know-
dge of a strategic evolution, but giving us
‘quite a new insight into the meaning of the
 English language. In our former benighted
morance we might possibly have imagined
hat to stand at ease meant to put our hands
) our pockets, to lean against the wall, or to
Hounge in any easy and comfortable manner;
t we now learned that, in order to stand
(really at ease, we should strike the palm of
ur left hand very smartly with the palm of
right, then fold the right over the back of
1¢ left in front of us, protrude our left foot,

owing the weight of the body on the right,

land, in fact, place ourselves as nearly as pos-

sible in the attitude of Pantaloon when he is

first changed by the fairy, minus his stick. It

an elegant and telling manceuvre this, when
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attention to the word of command as it is
yiven, and then follow your first impulse; it
vill generally be the right one. But the re-
ruit who hesitates is lost. Under the present
rstem the simplest movements are taught—
ot by example, but in directions composed of
ong sentences abounding in technical expres-
ions, listening to which the unhappy learner,
ong before the sergeant has come to the mid-
lle of his direction, 1s oblivious of the first
art, ignorant of the meaning of the last, and

a thorough fog as to the whole. These
irections are learnt parrot-wise by the ser-
reants, and repeated in & monotonous and
mintelligible tone; the men who make use
f them know no more what they are saying
han those who are addressed ; and an example
wo minutes long does more good than an
‘hour’s precept. It is perfectly true that to
ie educated intelligence of the volunteers is

o T T

.

—

lue the superiority which, so far as rapidity
progress is concerned, they have shown
‘over the ordinary recruits; but a very slight
ercise of this educated intelligence will suf-
e for most of the evolutions.

When the command has been received on
e tympanum, act upon it at once, without






i
i

THE GRIMGRIBBER RIFLE CORPS. 207

*‘1 marching, I cannot imagine that we were
then the same set of Grimgribber volunteers
who defiled so steadily before her Majesty the
other day, amidst the bravos of enthusiastic
erowds. I think our original evolutions were
| even sufficient to astonish our sergeant, a man
not easily overcome; for, at the conclusion of
¢ first lesson, I observed him retreat to a

§ himself a heavy blow on the chest, and ejacu-

late, “ Well, if hever!” three distinct times.
LI recollect that two-thirds of our number had
peculiar theories of their own, and that each
ying his own plan led to confusion. For
instance, the gentleman who would step off
vith his right foot, at the third step found his
deg firmly wedged between the ankles of his

Sober, slodgy walk of two-thirds of the corps,
who were accordingly trodden down from the
alf to the heel, and who did not view the
matter with all the equanimity which good
fellowship should engender. A third step, of
remedial tendency, consisting of a wide
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i itelligible word of command for shouldering
arms—* Shalloo humps!” as given by the ser-
geant, or * Shoolah. hice!” as dictated by the

orporal.  We decidefl for ¢ Shalloo humps,”
nd have stuck to it ever since.

OUR RECEPTION IN PUBLIC.

It is almost unnecessary to 'say that.our
formation has made an intense impression on
e Grimgribber mind, and that the first day
of our appearance in public was anxiously
looked forward to. We had purposely kept
ourselves unseen by any save our own imme-
diate relatives, and the unveiling of the Great
BMokanna never caused greater astonishment
than did our first outburst, preceded by the
lrams and fifes of the United Order of Ancient
Buffaloes. We filed out two by two from the
; ture-hall, and marched away to a. field in
he neighbourhood, there to perform our evo-
lutions. ~ Grimgribber was present in its en-
ety—the richest and the poorest; the men
f peace and fighting ruffians from the beer-
shops ; crinoline petticoats bulged against drab
shorts and white stockings; short clay pipes.
" ered over Cashmere shawls. A roar of de-
ight burst forth as we turned out; we grasped
VOL. I. ‘ P
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in fact, that so long as we were well up in our.
‘manual and platoon, and could put our men
“through the ordinary evolutions of company
§ and battalion: drill, more would not be re-
quired of us. I was mistaken—as I often am,
and always to my cost. I daresay that, had we
| remained as we originally formed ourselves, I
could have arranged things with Jack Heatly
‘and his brother, ‘and we- should have re-
 stricted our military ambition within proper
limits; but our corps increased so tremend-
'nbusly, somany fresh recruits came flocking to
Jf‘our standard, that we were obliged to form a

econd company, who, in their turn, elected
their officers, and who chose for their captain
a gentleman who, from his punctuality, exac-
'Lftitude, and strict attention to business, seems
tended by Nature to supply the place of the
te Duke of Wellington in these dominions,
He was elected because he was a pleasant,
trong, active young fellow, a good cricketer

]

“and oarsman, and such a maniac for dancing
;;" hat he might have been a male Wili, or a
“wvictim to the bite of the tarantula. He was
sb.tlected, and he thanked us. The next day on
‘parade his true character burst forth! He
amade us a speech, in which he said he had
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the goodness of the port-wine at the Sternsail
and Tiller on the Essex shore; which hotel he
‘makes his summer residence. But dull was

s appearance and solemn his expression as
he made his military salute, and, merely say-
ing “From the captain, sir,” placed in my
nds a large square printed paper. It was
aded with the royal arms, and ran as fol-
lows:

GRIMGRIBBER RIFLE CORPS.
Arrangements for the weel.

oNDAY.—Second squad drill at 2 .M. by Ensign Rivers.
UEsSDAY.—Platoon drill by Ensign Rivers, 2 p.1.
‘WEDNESDAY.—First instruction in musketry, 7 r.., by
Captain Strongbow, assisted by Ensign Rivers.
HURSDAY.—Second squad drill by Ensign Rivers, 2 p.M.
Fripay.—Lecture on the dissection of the lock, by Cap-
tain Strongbow, assisted by Ensign Rivers, 4 p.:.
ATURDAY.—The regiment will march out for battalion
drill on Squash Common. All the officers will attend.
Gaiters if wet, but no greatcoats on any account.
Ensign Rivers is officer of the week ; and any gentle-
man requiring any information on any point must apply
to him.
De TiTE STRONGBOW. |
Captain Commanding.

I, the present writer, am Ensign Rivers,
hose name is so frequently mentioned in this
ominable document! Irushed off to Strong-
w's rooms—he lives with his father, the
inent drysalter, but has a little outbuilding
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fferent evolutions, and tight and gordian-
like is the knot into which I once or twice get
yself and all the men, and have to summon
he stiff corporal to my assistance, amidst fur-
ive grins and whispered hints of “ try back.”
But I did get through it at last, and next day
complished the platoon drill, with directions,
d in a manner that struck the corporal mute
ith horror. It has been malevolently re-
marked that the gentlemen who benefited by
'y instruction have since been recognisable
mcipally by a habit of invariably carrying
teir rifles at full cock, and secondly by the
slight omission of neglecting to withdraw their
mrods after loading with blank cartridge:
disadvantage which is apt to be unpleasantly
felt by their comrades when they are placed
|88 “a rear-rank standing.” DBut this is mere

vy,
THE FIRST INSTRUCTION IN MUSKETRY.

It was so called in the Orders for the
k, because it is rather a fine phrase. I
elieve, however, that the real technical un-
rnished name of this performance is * Pre-
minary Drill for cleaning Arms.” A select
lass attended Captain Strongbow’s first in-
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Mr. Lobjoit, what is this called? (ZLaying
his hand on the nose-cap.)
( Lobjoit (who is a horsy man, and is aheays
wishing we were cavalry). Nose-bag!
- Capt. S. (disqusted). What do you say,
Ir. Pruffle?
- Prufile (a slow, middle-aged gentleman,
ho has entered the force with the sole object
learning how to defend lis large family).
ight-cap !
Capt. S. (more disqusted). Now, Mr. Skull,
what is it?
Skull (looking blankly at it through his spec-,
icles). 'Pon my soul, I don’t know!
- Capt. S. (profoundly disqusted). Really,
is is too bad! Is there no gentleman pre-
nt who can remember what this is called?
Sergeant Fluke. Eh? of course; yes! I
! It's the—the—the nose-cap, of course!
side, to next neighbour.) Gad! what a good
ot !
Capt. S. (overjoyed). Very good ; very
od indeed, Sergeant Fluke! Ensign Rivers,
ust trust to your honour not to prompt
gentlemen !
Ensign R. You may rely upon my doing
hing of the sort, sir! (NV.B. This s strictly
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o call upon you to retire, if you persist in
| this buffoonery! (Private Miller makes a gri-
| mace of preternatural ugliness behind his neigh-
bour’s back, hums the Dead March in Saul, and
erosses his hands to simulate a handcuffed de-
serter about to be shot.)

Capt. S. Now, then, let us take the barrel.
 Private Miller. Ah! some of us have taken
to that kindly.

Capt. S. Taken to what? - ,
Miller. To the barrel, sir! Don’t mind
e! Goon!

Capt. S. (touching them). The muzzle, fore-
ght, back or elevating sight, nipple, breech,
 brecch-pin.  Component parts of the breech-
n: face, tang, and breech nail-hole. What
¢ the component parts of the breech-piny
r. Lobjoit?

Lobjoit (rapidly). Face, fangs, and breeches-
- nails!

Capt. S. (in despair). This is dreadful! I
| don’t know what they'd say to you at Hythe !
 Miller. He'll never go there, sir; no more
ishall I. T say, Lobjoit, old boy, fancy their
atching us playing at Hythe among the Sikhs,
Capt. S. (with dignity). 1 shall leave you
ut of the course, Mr. Miller! (Miller feigns
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our numbers increased, and we grew too
| large for the Mechanics’ Institute or Tod-
“dler’s Yard, we looked about for some suit-
able drill-ground ; but there was no place
to be had, and we were in despair, when the
Principal of Dulciss’s Grimgribber College,
hearing of our extremity, came forward in the
tindest manner and placed the grounds of that
¥ establishment at our disposal. Dulciss’s Col-
-%:ge is not, as you may probably imagine, a
‘scholastic institution for young gentlemen; it

a retreat, a refuge, a harbour for elderly
gentlemen who have been broken and buf-
ted by the tempests of the world : a road-
stead where they may ride safely at anchor
for the remainder of their lives, comfortably
housed and tended, and provided with a small
income to supply themselves with necessaries.
{§The only qualifications for candidates are,
that they shall have been born in Grimgrib-
ber, shall have exceeded sixty years of age,
and shall be without pecuniary resources. It
not difficult to find many who can fulfil
ese requirements, and the college is always
all ; there, slowly pacing up and down the
1ady cloisters, or sitting sunning themselves
the wormeaten old benches outside the

|
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porch, are the old fellows constantly to be
seen, wearing their old black cloaks and queer
shovel-hats as decreed by the founder, old Sir
.Thomas Dulciss, who died two hundred yes
ago. Attached to their prettily-terraced gar
den is a fine open meadow of several acres
but the old collegians rarely stroll so far; anc
when, under the permission of the prineif
we held our first drill therein, none of them
even came out to look at us, or took
trouble to inquire what we were doing. Bu
a little later, on a fine spring day, they car
down in a knot and stood close by, watchi
our movements ; and as the words of com
mand rang out, two or three of them, e
dently old soldiers, straightened their pog
bent backs and cocked their shovel-hats witl
the ghost of a military swagger; and one,
very old man, hobbled back to the college
whence he returned with his black cloal
thrown very much back, and a Wate
medal gleaming on his brave old bres
When drill was over, we gave him a che
that brought the fire into his dim eyes ar
the flush into his withered cheeks. Th
Mrs. Principal, a benevolent old lady, and th
two Miss Principals, very dashing girls, g




OUR NEW CAPTAIN. 225

the habit®of coming to watch us; and the
- Miss Principals brought their friends, and the
iends brought their cavaliers; so that at last
ve used to exhibit before quite a bevy of
pectators. One day Sir Gregory Dulciss, the
yresent representative of the great family, was
at the college on business; and hearing of this,
ve formed on the terrace and saluted the
reat man, presenting arms to him as he came
put. Sir Gregory was greatly touched at this,
salled it audibly a “dayvlish gratifying mark
of "tention,” made us several bows modelled
n those of his great friend the late King
seorge the Fourth, and hoped to meet us
gain. And a few days afterwards it was
fficially announced that Lady Dulciss in-
ended presenting us with a silver bugle.
This it was that caused the new excite-
ment ; this it was that brought up the few
aggards, and caused the many who had
pitherto been indefatigable to show even
reater attention. It was determined that
re should have a great day; it was under-
ood that a select company would come over
rom the Radishes, Sir Gregory’s house; that
he neighbourhood generally would attend ;
nd there was to be a tent with a cold colla-
VOL. I Q
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responds Bill, a grimy-faced cynical young
~ blacksmith—*“T1 see him, but I never takes no
“notice on him when he's with his Wolunteers!”
~And we passed on into the field. The white
ent glimmered in the sun, and the ground
as covered with company. The Dulciss
people had brought some great acquaintances
vith them, country grandees in their car-
‘riages, dashing girls on horseback, and three
or four young Guards’ officers who came to
off, and remained to prey—upon the lun-
" heon. To pass this lot was the great ordeal.
i ‘Keep up, rear rank!” “Steady in the cen-
tre!” “Touch to the left, Jenkins; where

e deuce are you going to ?’ The first
and second companies went by splendidly.
Weally, not so bad, now, for quill-drivers

Guards, mauve. Jack nods approvingly ;
en, as the third company advances, headed
Tom Exlex, who was in the Spanish ser-
ivice under General Evans, and wears his
sebastian medal and San-Fernando cross on
his breast, Jack says earnestly, though un-
§ ammatically, ¢ Hallo, what’s this swell’s
idecorations ?’  “’Pon my soul, I can’t say,”







CHAPTER XIV.

GRIMGRIBBER POSITION-DRILL.

| Iy the spring, according to Mr. Tennyson, the
| wanton lapwing gets himself another nest, a
| brighter iris changes on the burnished dove,
and a young man’s fancy lightly turns to
thoughts of love. These are unanswerable
facts ; but here is another vernal incident,
which, probably because Locksley Hall was
written before the institution of the volunteer
| movement, has been unnoticed by the poet.
In the spring the gentlemen attached to the
various rifle corps, whose ardour has been
chilled by the dreary winter, and whose time
[ has been consumed in festivity, suddenly recal
| the fact that .the eyes of their country -are
earnestly fixed on them for its defence. I am
proud to say that we of the Grimgribbers
were, theoretically, early in the field. No one
who knows Captain de Tite Strongbow will
imagine that he would have allowed us to be
~ laggards. This indefatigable young man has
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form; and he asked us where we expected to
- go to? Through the dead silence which fol-
lowed this appeal, the voice of the ill-con-
ditioned private J. Miller was heard, suggest-
g “Margate;” but the ribaldry had effect on
none but a few hardened scoffers. However,
| it was uscless attempting to stop the threat-
ened exodus; and, after suggesting that those
who visited the Continent should keep a sharp
“eye upon the foreign troops, “ with whom they
" might be called upon to cross bayonets” (an
“idea which made a profound impression on
private Pruffle); and that they should take
‘measures for becoming generally acquainted
with the defensive works of such foreign fort-
resses as they might happen to come across;
~and after recommending the stay-at-homes to
attach themselves to the garrison of the sea-
port town where they might be staying, and
‘pass an easy month of relaxation in attending
three drills a day and perusing the Field Ex-
‘ercise-book in the evening, Captain Strongbow
“dismissed us with a benédiction. ;

~ Ido not believe that any one, save Strong-
IbOW himself (who went first to Hythe and
‘then to Shorncliffe, and passed the remainder
“of the autumn in endeavouring to improve the
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strageling up the lane, evidently intending
erely to look on; but they were spied by
‘: e vedettes posted by Strongbow at available
| situations, and immediately hailed by that en-
getic officer in stentorian tones and appeal-
ing phrases, all of which commenced, * Hallo!
L you sirs!” The persons addressed, recognising
ithe voice, gencrally feigned total deafness,
looked round in a vacant manner, and com-
enced a retreat; but Strongbow was by their
ide before they had gone three paces, and
y coaxing, wheedling, and bullying, induced
10st of them to proceed to the Common, so
that at last two-thirds of our total number
ere present.

~ That day will be for ever remembered by
e Grimgribber Volunteers; on it they were
itiated into the mysteries of rifle-shooting;

1 it they laid the foundation of that system
f skill which will; I doubt not, enable them
0 carry off the Queen’s prize and a few other

es at the forthcoming Wimbledon meeting ;

it they commenced the practice of a series

' fearful gymnastics, compared with which

he crank is a light and easy amusement, and

' stone-excavating at Portland a pleasant

astime.
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- mained perfectly calm, and, at the conclusion
 of the drill, he called us together, told us we
ishould soon “pick up our movements,” but

ance in store for us. He here stated that it
iWwas most important that we should perfect
purselves in the practical portion of shooting;
that he had already prepared four sergeants .
who would undertake to instruct various sec-
tions of the corps; and that on that evening
e first meeting for position-drill would take
ace at his (Strongbow’s) rooms. He hoped
should have a good attendance, and con-
ided by telling us to bring our rifles, and
0t to eat too much dinner. What could that
ast caution mean? Alas, in a very few hours
ve knew its value!

OUR INSTRUCTION IN POSITION-DRILL.

OENE—A barn attached to Captain Strongbow'’s
* house. Rather a bleak and cheerless place,
- with targets painted in black-and-white on
| the walls. A flaring lamp on a bracket
lights only the end portion of the place.
| Some ten members of the corps, sergeants
and privates, are lounging about, waiting to
“begin business. Captain Strongbow by him-
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Skull. Miller said that Mr. Mace in the last
prize-fight taught Mr. Hurst the natural con-
ection between the hand and the eye!
Strongbow. This is most disheartening !
Now! There are three practices. The first
ord of command in the first practice is, *“ As
B4 rear-rank standing at three hundred yards,
eady.” On the word ready, make a half-face
) the right, feet at right angles, grasp the
fle firmly with the left-hand, fingers of right-
nd behind the trigger-guard, body erect,
ft side perpendicular, left breast over left
ot, shoulders
Private Prujfle. Stop, sir, pray stop (con-
sedly). I can’t recollect half that! I've a
ort memory! What did you say after mak-
¢ a face?
(Captain Strongbow repeats the instructions.
listen attentively, especially Private Miller,
0 places his hand behind his ear, bends for-
rd, and assumes the attitude of the stage
age expecting the *“ pale-face.”)
Strongbow. Now, as a rear-rank standing
three hundred yards, ready! (all move
ept Skull). Did you hear me, Mr. Skull ?
ady !
| Miller. Don’t you hear, Skull? Ready!
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our muscles in holding out the rifle was tre-
mendous. After two seconds you would per-
ceive the muzzle of the extended rifle begin
to quiver in a very singular manner, then the
body of the gentleman holding it would begin
to rock about from the knees upwards, and
finally, when he received the grateful com-
mand to *ease springs,” he would give vent
o an exclamation something between the
jaculation of a pavior, and the “characteris-
ic ‘hugh’” of Mr. Fenimore Cooper’s Indians,
d add, “’Gad, I'm nearly done up!”

The art of comporting oneself as a “ rear-
ank standing” having been acquired, we were
itiated into the mysteries expected from a
front-rank kneeling;” and these gymnastics
roved even yet more serious and invincible.
or a gentleman of large frame, and accus-
med to a well-stuffed easy-chair, to have to
it for five minutes on hss right heel, and that
ne, is by no means an easy matter; but the
ifficulty is considerably aggravated when he
s to perform, while in this attitude, feats of
nly strength in connection with throwing
t a rifle to the full extent of his left arm.
has then to take aim at the target on the
Il; and about this time, and just when he
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their opinion of the distance at which these
‘points are placed, the answers being noted in
‘a register. We had some little difficulty at
first in preventing the *points” from running
away altogether, or slipping into the public-
house when the instructor’s back was turned.
The guesses of some of the men were per-
fectly miraculous in their inaccuracy; and it
was observed that whenever private Miller
whispered his ideas on distance to the ser-
geant, that functionary would be convulsed,
and rendered so oblivious of decorum as to
attempt to write without any ink, and to make
futile scratches on his register. It was af-
terwards discovered that the ill-conditioned
Miller, instead of giving his ideas of distance,
was whispering the latest riddle in the ears of
the instructor. Even he, however, owned to
the value of the judging-distance practice,"de-
claring that after a few lessons he should be
able to recognise, and consequently to avoid,
is tailor, if he saw him at the other end of
all-Mall.

So we progressed through our difficul-
ies, until we numbered some excellent shots
mong us. We are to be inspected by Colonel
[‘Murdo very shortly, to take part in the

VOL. 1. R

.






CHAPTER XYV.

WARLIKE WIMBLEDON.

I was a discontented man, the omnibus-
driver, and he said generally that he didn’t
like it. Wollunteers might be good, he said,
nd they mightn’'t —leastways, what noise
hey made, frightening horses with bangin’
bands and such-like, wasn’t much ’count :
wyers they was, and clurks, and ribbing-
oves (understood by present writer to be
idrapers’ assistants), and such-like. Rifle-
1atches —ah ! well, he’d heard tell, but
adn’t seen much of that game, further than
the Red House at Battersea, and for nuts at
Greenwich Fair. If they was any good—as
men—do you see? they'd come up to Copen-
gen House, or the Brecknock, at Easter
onday, and have a back-fall with those
rties that came up from Devonshire and
e North. Wollunteers! he thought he knew
4 young man in the public line not far from
ottenham, which—he was all fair and ’bove-






WARLIKE WIMBLEDON. 245

| of what my idea of a rifle-match was, as em-
‘bodied in the last one in which I took part.
| Sixteen years, I thought, have passed since I
‘went down, rifle in hand, to a long strip of
imeadow bordering the Rhine, and paid my
: poney to become a competitor at the Diissel-
erg Schiitzen Fest. A pretty quiet spot,
anked on one side by other meadows filled
iwith large-uddered mild-eyed cows, whose
ibells tinkled pleasantly in the ears of the
ompetitors, and on the other by the rapid-
ashing river. There were some half-dozen

ainted wooden targets, arranged on the Swiss
isystem ; while a little distance apart, on the
itop of a high pole, towered a popinjay, to hit
iwhich was the great event of the day. The
ispectators of the friendly contest, varying,
cording to the time of day, from one to
three hundred, were all townspeople well
iknown to the marksmen and to each other,
nd occupied their time either in coming to
he firing-posts and giving utterly vague and
icoherent advice to their favourites, or in
xamining with deep reverence the prizes,
consisting of two silver-mounted biergliser,
d a few electrotyped Maltese crosses bear-
ing the name of the Schiitzen Fest and the
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fresh turf, the elastic air, the—PuryEY! The
voice of the guard announcing my destination
breaks upon my reverie. I jump out of the
carriage, and, ascending the steps of the sta-
tion, I emerge.

Into Pandemonium. Into a roaring, rav-
ing, shouting crowd; into a combination of
the road to the Derby and Aldershot Heath
on a field-day in June; for you have every
component part of both. Enormous rolling
clouds of dust, a heterogeneous mass of car-
riages open and shut, some regularly li-
censed, other improvised for the occasion and
bearing. a paper permit obtained impromptu
from Somerset House and gummed on to the
panels; the drivers of the vehicles shouting,
shrieking, touting, beckoning, and gesticulat-
ing with whips, carnying weak-minded and
hustling feeble-bodied persons into becoming
passengers ; gipsies, beggars; imps, with the
bronze of the country on their faces and the
assurance of London in their address, vending
cigar-lights, showing the way, turning * cart-
wheels,” and being generally obstructive;
volunteer-officers clanking a good deal, and
volunteer-privates unbuttoning their tunies
and showing more shirt-front than is pro-
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As we neared the spot, I was reminded of
my friend the omnibus-driver’s observations
anent Greenwich Fair and shooting for nuts;
for I am bound to say that, in the course of a
long and varied experience, I never saw any-
thing so ‘like a fair as the Wimbledon camp
seen from the outside. A wooden railing,
shabby enough in itself, and rendered more
shabby by the torn and ragged bills sticking
to it, surrounds the camp; from within float
sounds of distant bands, popping rifles, and
cheering populace; while immediately outside
stands that selvage of nothing-doing, loung-
ing, thieving, drunken scum invariably to be
found in the immediate vicinity of all fairs.
On first entering, the same idea prevailed, for
there were a few miserable little booths, in
ront of which one expected to see painted
anvases of the giantess, the armadillo, and
he tiger that devoured the Indian on horse-
ack. But as I progressed up the ground,
d passed wonderingly through the long line
f tents, this notion vanished entirely, and
nstead of being in a fair, I found myself in
very village of canvas. An hour’s stroll
howed me that this village was a town. The
arly Australian gold-diggers had their canvas
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mon weal might be—and were—read; “Lost”
and “Found” (rare the latter) notices, shoot-
ing-scores for great prizes, and other docu-
ments, very like the inscriptions on pounds
and such-like country-town institutions. I
am not much of a reckoner in such matters,
but from my observation I should imagine
that Canvas Town covers many acres; it is
duly fenced-off from the outlying grounds, and
it has streets and a square regularly arranged.
In what might be called the market-place, at
the back of what I choose to consider the
town-hall (which, to vulgar minds, is the
“Grand Stand”), I find the public clock, a
monster Bennet, and a little further off the
public thermometer, which tells you every
thing scientific which you cannot possibly
want to know, and which, while being, I un-
derstand, excessively useful to the erudite, is
so exact and so complicated, that even my
very cursory inspection of it sends me away
eadachy and discomfited.

The whole of this city, which teems with
ever-busy, running, pushing, shouting, gun-
rown population, is under canvas, save in a
ew instances where. canvas is supplemented
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by wood. Far and away, right and left,
stretch the long lines of tents, looking some-
what ghostly even in the bright afternoon
sun, and suggesting a very spectral appear-
ance at night. The tents are of two shapes
—some like Brobdignagian dishes of blanc-
mange, others like inverted monster pegtops
without the pegs. Strolling on, I come upon
a little oasis of painted brick, a small house
belonging to the miller, whose mill looks like
a huge genie with arms outspread, protecting J
the phantom-village he has called into exist- =
ence —a little house which seemed quite
ashamed of its conventional appearance, and

had done its best to hide it by having tents
in its garden and right up to its very door-
step; and as I skirt the garden I become
aware of something couchant in the grass—
something which I imagine at first to be a
snake, but which turns out to be nothing
more than a harmless policeman off duty, who |
is lying supine on his back looking up at the |
sky, rural, happy, contemplative—as though
there were no such things as bad “Dbeats” or'|
Irish navvies with homicidal tendencies. Re- |
called to sublunary matters by my approach, &
he sits up and gives me good-day; and sitting#
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down beside him, I enter into conversation,
find him a very pleasant fellow, and learn
from him, amongst other things, that Canvas
Town has a place for public worship, divine
service being performed on Sunday in the
Grand Stand to a large and attentive congre-
gation, and a school —where, however, the
“instructors” are, to a man, from Hythe.

On leaving my policeman, I strayed plea-
santly into the arms of some of my old com-
panions the Grimgribber rifles, and who re-
ceived me with the greatest cordiality. Irom
them I learnt that the most interesting feature
in Wimbledon life was the camp-fire and its
gathering, which was decidedly a thing to be
seen. It sounded well—a camp-fire, with
plenty of punch, and singing, and ladies’ com- -
any, to be preceded by a dinner with my old
orps, and to be concluded with a dog-cart
ive to London—so I agreed to stop; and
rery glad I am I determined on this arrange-
ent, for the camp-fire was the end which
rowned the day’s work, and crowned it
oyally.

After a capital dinner, we moved out about
ine o’clock to the “meeting,” which was held
a large open space, a circle, surrounded by
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a rising mound, forming a perfectly natural
amphitheatre. In the middle of the circle
blazed a large fire of dried heather; on the
mound—some on chairs (ladies these mostly),
some couchant at full length, some squatting |
on their hams like Indians at a council-fire— |
sat a motley assemblage, composed of volun-
teers in all uniforms and from all counties,
natives of Wimbledon, neither pure nor sim-
ple, gaping people from town, and people from
the neighbourhood : the ladies muffled in pretty
capes and fantastic hoods and ravishing yacht-
ing-jackets; the gentlemen in that stern sim-
plicity of white neckcloth and black every
thing else, which gives such picturesque dig-
nity to the dining Briton. Nor was Scotland |
Yard without its representatives. Not pos-
sessing the advantages enjoyed by caricatur-
ists, I have never seen a policeman at supper |
in my kitchen, and consequently have never
been a spectator of that hilarity to which the
“force” abandons itself when it is off duty.
Certainly, at Wimbledon the police never en-
tirely forgot that they were not as other men
they smiled, they spoke, they sang; but
imagine the singer only let out his stock
on€ hole to suffer his high C to have scoj
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and that in no moment of delight did any one
of them cease to give an occasional slap at his
coat-tails, to assure himself that his truncheon
had not been purloined. But it was very
jolly. When we arrived (and we had scented
‘the burning heather and the tobacco a quarter
of a mile off), Lord Bowling was just finishing
a comic song, which, so far as I could make
out, was about some transaction in which a
Jew and some poached-eggs were equally im-
plicated ; and when the roar of applause which
followed the termination died away, Lord
Echo, who was apparently the president of
the evening, called upon “A 395;” and that
“vigilant officer,” as, no doubt, he has been
often described in print, set to work with a
will, and piped us a sentimental ditty with a
good voice and much real feeling. While he
sang I looked round me in wonder. Rem-
brandtish, or rather more after the wild dash
f Salvator Rosa, was the scene: in front the
tful glare of the fire lighting up now, leav-
ing in dusk then, uniforms of various sombre
ues, relieved here and there with a sharp bit
f scarlet stocking, the top of which, sur-
ounded by the dark knickerbocker, glowed
ike a fire in a grate; incandescent tips of ci-






WARLIKE WIMBLEDON. 257

you are not the first person by a good many
who has stood innocent godfather to this kind
of business; and you quiver so nicely and make
such a prolonged shake on the last note of
your song, that you deserve all the applause
‘and the glass of punch bestowed on you, as
you make a stiff bow and retire.

Who next, my Lord Echo? Who next?
Who but Harrison? And so soon as the name
is heard, the welkin (what is the welkin? you
don’tknow! Idon’t! but it’s a capital phrase),
the welkin rings with shouts of delight. A
prime favourite Harrison, evidently. Doubt-
less a buffo-singer, short, fat, broad, genial,
and jolly, as all comic men should be. No!
Harrison is a slim handsome fellow of middle
height, with a bright eye, a mellow voice, and
a lithe agile figure. ¢ Capital fellow,” says
the man of the Victorias next to me; ‘“#re-
mendous favourite here; sings like a lark,
talks like a book, and starts next week to join
his regiment in India.” Bravo, Harrison!
Well sung, young friend! After Harrison
has sung his song, he gives ug (being loudly
ncored) an imitation of a ‘“stump oration,”
vhich, truth to tell, is a dull affair. At its
onclusion, to our astonishment, Lord Echo
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CHAPTER XVI.

]

KENSAL GREEN.

Ix a novel by M. Paul de Kock, it is stated
that the principal promenades of the English
people take place in cemeteries, which are
congenial places of resort to a nation suffering
from the spleen. So far as I, an unit in the
nation, am concerned, the French author’s as-
sertion is to some extent correct. I do not
exactly know what the spleen is, and conse-
quently I may be suffering from it uncon-
sciously ; but, whatever may be the motive
power, I have a taste for wandering in church-
yards, and looking at those houses which the
gravemaker builds, and which “last till dooms-
day.” Both in Germany and in England there
is a certain due sense of solemnity about the
churchyard; walking in them, one feels with
the man of Uz, that “there the wicked cease
from troubling, and there the weary be at
rest. There the prisoners rest together; they
hear not the voice of the oppressor. The small
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though yet a good half-mile from the nearest
entrance, you are struck with certain signs
and tokens which speak significantly of the
region. The building to the right, just by the
turn in the road, is an establishment for the
sale of tombstones, and that monotonous grind-
ing sound, which so grates on the ear, is occa-
sioned by the polishing or the smoothing of
the surface of a huge slab destined to be sacred
to the memory of some person unknown, who
is not impossibly at this moment alive and
well. As you trudge along, and before you
have done speculating how often the muddy
canal to your left has been compared to the
Styx, and whether-a certain yard or field, also
on the left, has been made a receptacle for
carts and wagons which have departed this
life, solely because of its locality, and, if not,
why so many broken-up vehicles are there
congregated, you come to more tombstone
establishments. Statuary and mason are in-
scribed after the dealers’ names on the fagade,
but this is a mere euphuistic fencing with the
subject. The only statuary sold is for the
graveyard; the only masonry dealt in is for
the crypt or mausoleum. Past the snug-look-
ing Plough Inn, at the old-fashioned entrance
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gaged, I stroll into the garden and sit down.
A Frenchman, with wife and family, are chat-
tering on the adjoining seat, eating bon-bons,
- and gazing round the cemetery with a critical
air, as comparing it with cemeteries of their
own land. It is some time before I see any
other visitors, and it may be worth stating
that during the whole time I was in the ceme-
tery (some hours) I met with only one person
in mourning : a widow, whose scarlet petti-
coat, I may be excused for mentioning, con-
trasted gracefully with her looped-up black
dress, making a tasteful setting to a remark-
ably neat pair of feet. Three or four damsels
from the neighbourhood, a tender couple ap-
parently on the first round of the ladder of
matrimony aforesaid, a couple of carriages
with provincial occupants, and one or two
people who were selecting ground, were, be-
sides the gardeners and servants employed by
the company, my only fellow-explorers on the
day I devoted to the city of the dead. * The
clerk” was not, as I had hastily concluded, a
clerk of the works, a sort of overseer who
looked after the persons employed, and kept
the books of the company, but the severe
ecclesiastical official who reads the responses,
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an increasing demand for flowers on graves: a
demand which the adjacent nursery gardeners
were not always able to meet. Would I like
to see the inside of it?

Not greatly different from other buildings
of the same character: flowers, blooming in
their several pots, and the usual paraphernalia
of a greenhouse lying about. Each of these
plants is destined to be transferred to a grave;
but as the end for which they are tended and
nurtured is their only speciality, we leave the
greenhouse, and proceed up the centre road.
Those wooden “sleepers” reared against the
wall are of seasoned wood, and are used dur-
ing the formation of earthworks and in build-
ing brick graves. On our way to the chapel,
disturbed neither by the constant whizzing
past of trains on the divers lines adjacent, nor
- by the incessant “Crack, crack,” from the
riflemen at practice on Wormwood Scrubs,
Mr. Dawe informs me that the cemetery is
~ vested in a joint-stock company of proprietors;
that it has been in existence more than thirty
years ; and that from fifty to sixty thousand
persons are interred herein. This he considers
a low estimate, as there are some eighteen
thousand graves, and an average of three or
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Any other minister preferred by the friends
of the deceased is permitted to officiate, and,
if desired, the body may be consigned to earth
without any ceremony. Perhaps I have read
in the papers of the Indian princess brought
here the other day, and whose remains some
of her Sikh servants wished to have burnt?
Well, this was a case in point. The coffin
was placed in the dissenters’ catacomb, and,
though a speech was delivered which Mr.
Dawe, though not speaking the Sikh tongue,
believes to have been on the virtues of the
deceased, the burial is deseribed in the Com-
pany’s registry-book by the words “no cere-
mony.” It was a large funeral, with many
carringes. No, not the largest he had seen;
~ perhaps one of them; but then he had only
been here a few months, and it is in place of
the superintendent, who is away, that he is
acting as my guide. The most numerously-
attended interment coming under his own
observation was that of the secretary to the
Young Men’s Christian Association; and the
next that of Sir Cresswell Cresswell, who lies
under the, plain slab before us. There has not
been time to procure a monument, explains
Mr. Dawe ; but you will be interested to learn,
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curiosities of bad taste than have ever been
even ‘“tried on” since the formation of the
cemetery. This, Mr. Dawe attributes to the
spread of education, and to the cemetery being
devoted principally to the well‘to-do classes.
Nothing would have tempted me to shake a
‘standard of taste shared in by so many people
besides this worthy clerk; so, agreeing that
the possession of money invariably elevates
the mind and purifies the heart, I asked in
all reverence which was considered the most
costly tomb in the grounds? I was taken to
a sort of temple in gray marble, the peculiarity
of which is, as I was begged to observe, that
on entry you go up a step instead of down
one, and the graceful shape and the polished
sides of which are decidedly handsome and a
little heathenish.

This, I was told, cost some three thousand
pounds, and I uncovered my head accordingly.
The one nearly opposite, not yet finished, would
come to about two thousand pounds; while the
foundations just laid down were for a vault to
hold twelve people, and to cost more than a
thousand pounds. What is the bricked pit in
the centre for—the coftins? Oh dear no! A
grating would be placed over that, and would
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form the flooring of the vault, while the coffins
would be ranged round the walls at the sides.
Did T observe the thicknéss of the masonry?
Well, this pit was designed to receive the ashes
of the people interred, if—say a thousand years
hence—these walls should crumble and decay.
It was being built by a gentleman for himself
and family, who, when in town, takes the deepest
interest in the work, coming here every day to
see how the building progresses. No time to
meditate upon the strangeness of this idiosyn-
crasy, for we have arrived at the chapel, and
Mr. Dawe hands me over to another official,
while he transacts some business with a fat and
jolly-looking couple who “ want to look at abit
of ground.” Again, as when in the eonserva-
tory, a singular feeling arises as to the speciality
of the building. As in every other instance
flowers are associated with joy and life, so in
every other sacred edifice bridals and christen-
ings, with their attendant prayers, and hopes
and fears, are as germane as the last rites to the
dead. But there is no altar here wherefrom to
pronounce the marriage blessing, no font round
which parents and friends have clustered, and
the double row of seats at each side have been
used by mourners, professed or real, but by
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mourners only. It needs no guide to explain
the use of the black trestles in the centre of the
building. Some thousands of coffins have pro-
bably rested on them, though they are only
used for the burials in the grounds. For the
coffins deposited in the catacombs below, these
trestles are not required. They are placed on
a hydraulic press, and lowered through the
floor by machinery, as the clergyman reads the
service.

We go down by a stone staircase, and I
am speedily in the centre of a wide avenue,
out -of which branch other avenues; and on
stone shelves on each side of these rest coffins.
This is Catacomb B. Catacomb A is away from
the chapel, and has long been filled. This pre-
sent catacomb has room for five thousand bodjies,
and my companion (who has been custodian of
the vaults for the last thirty years) considers it
about half full. I am therefore in a village
below ground, of some two thousand five hun-
dred dead inhabitants, and I can (not without
reproaching myself for the incongruity) com-
pare it to nothing but a huge wine-cellar. The
empty vaults are precisely like large bins, and

| were it not for the constant gleams of daylight

from the numerous ventilating shafts, my guide
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with his candle would seem to be one of those
astute cellarmen who invariably appear to re-
turn from the darkest corners with a choicer
and a choicer wine. The never altogether ab-
sent daylight destroys this illusion, and I pro-
ceed to examine the coffins around me. They
are, as a rule, each in a separate compartment,
some walled up with stone, others having an
iron gate and lock and key, others with small
windows in the stone ; others, again, are on a
sort of public shelf on the top. The private
vaults are fitted up, some with iron bars for
the coffins to rest on, others with open shelves,
so that their entire length can be seen. The
price of a whole vault, holding twenty coffins,
is, I learn, one hundred and ninety-nine pounds;
of one private compartment, fourteen pounds;
the cost of interment in a public vault is four
guineas; each of these sums being exclusive of
burial fees, and an increased rate of charges
being demanded when the coffin is of extra
size. Rather oppressed with the grim regu-
larity with which every one of these arrange-
ments is systematised, I am not sorry to ascend
the stairs, and ask my companion how he would
find a particular coffin buried say twenty years
before. By its number—and he shows me a
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little book wherein all these matters are me-
thodically set down, and in which, in case of
burials out of doors, under the head of “re-
marks”—TI find the locality of each grave thus
described : “ Fifteen feet west of Tompkins ;”
or, ‘“‘three feet south of Jones,” as the case
may be. “We have so many of the same
name,” exclaims the catacomb keeper, * that
we should never find them unless the whole
place were planned out into squares and num-
bers.” Here Mr. Dawe joins us, and I ask to
be taken to the dissenters’ catacomb, that I
may see for myself the last resting-place of the
poor woman whose ashes have been squabbled
over, and written on by Sikh and Christian. On
the way, I inquire how many men are employed
at the cemetery? Mr. Dawe has difficulty in
saying, as so many labourers are occasionally
employed. Night watchman? Oh yes, there
is a night watchman, who is armed with a gun,
which he fires every night at ten. He is ac-
companied by a faithful dog, and patrols the
cemetery the whole of the night. No, he has
no particular beat. Formerly, he had to be
at the entrance to each catacomb (they are
situated at the two extremities of the grounds)
at stated hours during the night, and * tell-
VOL. I. T
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the gardeners and this:messenger are sworn
constables, and on Sundays assume a police-
man’s dress and keep order among the visitors.
The graves are not dug by servants of the
company, but by contract with one of the
tombstone-makers, whose house I passed out-
side. This end of the centre walk is not oc-
cupied near the gravel, because it is only let
on the condition of the lessee spending not
less than from two to three hundred pounds
on a monument, and such people have hitherto
preferred to be at the end nearest the chapel.
The “ monumental chambers” above the cata-
combs are devoted to tablets containing the
names and descriptions of many of the people
buried below. Yes, there is an extra charge
of a guinea a foot for all space thus occupied.
(As we walk their length, I discern more than
one piece of mortuary work having a cramped.
look, as if the statuary had been restricted in
his scope. Again I had to reproach myself
for an incongruous simile, but the *guinea a
foot” and the closely covered walls reminded
me strangely of slvertisement charges, and of
the bill-stickers hoardings which deface our
streets.) I stoop to look for the inscription
on an elaborate piece of sculpture occupying
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dered and the company engaged to keep them
in order, at the regulation charge of a guinea
a year. Two years generally find enthusiasm
cooled down, and the guinea discontinued.
For ten guineas the company undertake to
keep up the flowers for ever; and I agree
with Mr. Dawe, that, the weakness of human
nature considered, this is the best plan. The
price for merely turfing is half-a-crown a year,
or four guineas in perpetuity : the contract
for flowers being only ten times the annual
subscription, that for turf more than thirty
times. This, however, is explained by the
fact that flowers add to the general beauty of
the cemetery, and that it is the interest of the
directors, even at a slight pecuniary sacrifice,
to encourage their growth.

But here are the dissenters’ chapel and cata-
combs. DBoth somewhat dingier and smaller
than the other, but managed on a precisely
similar plan. And down here, in a coffin
covered with white velvet, and studded with
brass nails, rests the Indian dancing-woman,
whose strong will and bitter enmity toward
England caused Lord Dalhousie to say of her,
when in exile, that she was the only person
.our government need fear. I place my hand






CHAPTER XVIL
A TRIAL OF JEWRY.

Dox't talk to me about November! Don’t
point with triumphant finger to your Letts’s
Diary, or hunt out that Almanac which the
never-dying Francis Moore, Physician, still
persists in producing in alternate black and .
red letter, and which he calls Vox Stellarum!
They may make this present month Novem-
ber, if they like; it comes after October and
precedes December, I know; but I am not to
be put down by mere book-learning and mete-
orological statistics. I go by the weather, and
I see no fog, no Scotch mist, no heavy atmo-
sphere and incessant rain, which, as a Briton,
I have a right to expect; produce for me,
if you please, that pea-soup cloud, which, de-
scending on earth, immediately gives rise to
an epidemic of “spleen,” and causes men to
attach themselves to lamp-posts, and hurl
themselves from bridges! I defy you. I
decline to accept your—even to my ignorant
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become very bare and ragged, and which has
concentrated all its few remaining leaves on
one spot, like an elderly gentleman conscious
of baldness), I see the farm-horses keeping
holiday by blundering gravely over their
pasture-field, only diversifying their never-
wearying amusement of eating by an occa-
sional grave and decorous roll upon their
backs, from which they arise with a very
astonished look around, and an apparent con-
sciousness of having been betrayed into a
temporary abnegation of dignity; I see the
ducks all gathered together in a cluster at
one corner of the pond in a farm-yard, and
the geese, who immediately take affront at
Nero’s appearance, and hiss, like a theatrical
manager’s friends who have come in with
orders and don’t get front places; and—woe
is me!—crossing the edge of the farm-yard,
by the footpath in the Fair Meadow, I see
the vicar of the parish, who gives me a cheery
“Good morning,” and, pointing towards the
church, says he shall see me presently. Which
statement is, though my excellent friend
doesn’t know it, the reverse of truth! He
will 720¢ see me presently! To-day, the square
pew with the red-covered seats, and the has-






A TRIAL OF JEWRY. 283

do. He frankly confessed he did not know; at
length, smitten with a sudden idea, he pointed
to an oil-painting of a Spanish boy, which
stood against the wall, and told me I might
“take the Murillo.” I represented to Jewry
that my want was money, not Murillos; upon
which he suggested the pledging of the Murillo
for five pounds. “Dicks’ll do it for you in a
minute,” Jewry said. *“Here, Dicks!” And
Dicks presenting himself, in the shape of a
very evil-looking clerk, was told to take ‘“that
round the corner,” and to bring five pounds
back. Dicks returned in three minutes with-
out the Murillo, and with three pounds, which
was all, he said, he could getfor it. As Jewry
handed me the money, he said, “About the
ticket now? That’s no use to you! You'll
never take the picture out; and if you did,
you wouldn’t know what to do with it! Come;
I'll give you ten shillings for the ticket!”
And he did ; and eight pounds ten was all I
ever got for my twelve-pound bill, which I
had to pay at the end of the month.

But the trial of Jewry which I am now
about to make is of a very different kind. It
involves my leaving behind me my watch and
my purse, my putting on an unobtrusive
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twenty seconds by the clock, upon the falsity
of appearances. There was Oppenhardt—
whose paternal grandfather was, 1 believe, a
worthy German sugar-baker at Hamburg —
looking, with his blue greatcoat, and his black
beard, and his perpetual expansion of nostril,
like a peer of the realm at the very least; and
there was Inspector Wells, a pallid round-
faced man, with a light fringe of whisker, and
a sleepy boiled eye, and a stout idle figure;
and yet I believe the Custom House possesses
no clerk having a more acute knowledge of
drawback and rebate, of allowances and land-
ing dues, than Oppenhardt; nor has the City
of London Police an officer so sharp and pains-
taking, so unwearying and intelligent, as In-
spector Wells. With very few words I make
my companions known to each other; and
then, obedient to the inspector’s suggestion,
we cross the road and prepare for our plunge.
“Tt's going with the stream, gentlemen,” says
our guide, ‘“and taking the rough with the
smooth. You've brought nothing of any value
with you, I suppose? Handkerchiefs in an
inside pocket, if you please!  Youll soon
see why!” “Do they know you, Wells?”
I asked. “ Some of ’em, sir; but not all. I
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mens of Eastern handicraft, and looked then
just as it looks now, when, from its appear-
ance, you would guess that turmeric, or sago,
or starch, or any thing equally commonplace,
avas its contents. Round it seethes and bubbles
Jewry, filling up the very narrow street, with
small strips of pavement on either side, and
what ought to have been a way for vehicles,
between them; every bit of space, however,
covered with mob—dirty, pushing, striving,
fighting, high-smelling, higgling, chaffering,
vociferating, laughing mob. Shops on either
side, so far as can be seen above mob’s head;
tool-shops, files, saws, adzes, knives, chisels,
hammers, tool-baskets, displayed in the open
windows, whence the sashes have been re-
moved for the better furtherance of trade;
doors open, sellers and buyers hot in alter-
cation, spirited trade going on. Hatters’,
hosiers’, tailors’, bootmakers’ shops, their pro-
prietors forced by competition to leave the
calm asylum of their counters, and to stand
at their doors uttering wholesome incitement
to the passers-by to become purchasers: not
to say importuning them with familiar blan-
dishments. For, in what should be the car-
riage-way. is a whole tribe of peripatetic
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up Isaac: the former in all the glory of the
grand old Jewish type, dignified and bearded,
than which, when good, there is scarcely any
thing better; but Isaac a little too nosy, and
rather too oily, and considerably too lippy,
and, on the whole, too much like the young
Jew-boy who just now tried to steal a bit of
liver out of the frying-pan in which a quantity
of it is hissing, and who so nearly received in
his eye the point of the steel fork which the
Jewish maiden, watching over it earnestly,
prodded at that feature. For eating is by no
means neglected in Jewry; in the glassless
windows of many of the houses the frying-
pans are hard at work, presided over by
Jewry’s daughters, bright-eyed, dark-skinned,
nimble-fingered, shrill-tongued. Pléasant to
look upon are Jewry’s daughters, despite a
certain oiliness, which is probably attributable
to contact with the contents of the frying-
pan. It is in the contemplation of Jewry’s
mammas that you begin to doubt the beauty
of the race: for, when you behold Jewry’s
mammas in the flesh, you generally behold
them in rather too much of it, and they have
an objection to buttons, and hooks-and-eyes,
and other ligaments; a hatred of corsets and
VOL. I. : U
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pickle must sharpen your faculties, and clear
your brain, and set your nerves, and string
your persuasive powers! How, if you be pur-
chaser, it must lower your tone and your
aspects of human life, and degrade the article
in your views, and render you generally un-
pleasant and morose and disinclined to deal,
and so eventually successful! No wonder
pickles are at a premium in Jewry.

All this time we are slowly struggling
through the crowd, which, never ceasing for
an instant, surges round us, reminding one
more of an illumination-night mob in its com-
ponent parts than any thing else. And it is
curious to see how the itinerant vendors of
goods, be they of what sort they may—whether
sham jewelry, cheap music, pipes and cigars,
bulfinches, boxes of dominoes, bird-whistles,
or conjuring tricks—are whirled about in the
great vortex of humanity; now, in the midst
of their “ patter,” caught upon a surging wave
and carried away long past those whom they
were but this moment in the act of addressing.
So, we pass through Cutler Street and Har-
row Alley, borne along with scarcely any
motion of our own, the crowd behind us
pushing, the crowd before us shoving; and
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comes here, they must suffer.” DBut, gener-
ally, Mob is thoroughly good-tempered. Mob
like Oppenhardt very much, and make nu-
merous inquiries as to what he’ll take for his
beard, where he lives when he is at home,
whether he ain’t from furrin parts, brother
to the Princess Hallexandry, a Rooshan, &e.
One young gentleman, with a potato-can,
points to his fruit, and says, invitingly, “’Ave
a tightener, captin:” at which Oppenhardt is
pleased. Mob is more familiar with me, as
being humbler, and more akin to its own '
order; in one tremendous struggle, a lad puts
his arms round me and cries out, *“ Here we
are! All together, guv'nor!”

So, onward with the stream, catching occa-
sional glimpses of Hebrew inscriptions against
the walls, endless repetitions of a handbill
issued by the Jewish Society for the Diffusion
of Knowledge, and announcing a Sabbath
lecture by Brother Abrahams over Brother
Lazarus recently deceased, noticing here and
there huge rolls of edible stuff hung up called’
“ swoss,” which is apparently divided by the-
thinnest line of religious demarcation from
sausage-meat; onward amidst constant cries of
“Pockets, pockets, take care of your pockets!”
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being jammed into tight pea-jackets by jab-
bering salesmen, who call on the passers-by
to admire the fit. “Plue Vitney, ma tear!
Plue Vitney, and shticksh to him like his
shkin, don’t it?” “Who could fit you if I
can’t!” “Trai a vethkit, then!”—this to me
—+a thplendid vethkit, covered all over with
thilver thripes!” While, after declining this
gorgeous garment, I find Oppenhardt in the
clutches of a lithe-fingered Delilah, who is im-
ploring him to let her sell him “thutch a thirt!”
Every where the trade is brisk, and the sales
progress through an amount of fierce argument,
verbal and gesticulatory, which would be held
fatal to business any where else in London,
but which is here accepted as a part of the
normal condition of commerce.

In and out of the rows of stalls we dived,
Wells in front, recognised occasionally, some-
times by a tradesman seated in solemn dignity
at his stall, who insists on a friendly hand-
shake. Sometimes the inspectorial presence
is acknowledged by a sly nod or a wink, as
much as to say, ‘“ No uniform! Then you
don’t want to be much noticed! How are
you?” and sometimes by a half-chaffing shout
of “Vot, is it you, thargent! now’th your



296 THE BUSINESS OF PLEASURE.

time for a hovercoat!” We see plenty of
public-houses, all with Jewry signs; and we
suggest to Wells that, being half suffocated,
perhaps we ought to have “something” after
this protracted struggle and the swallowing
of this dust. But he says, “ Not yet, sir;—
in a jewel-house!” and with that mysterious
hint proceed we to clear the way out of the
Exchange.

In a jewel-house! As I ponder on the
words, my mind rushes away to the regalia
in the Tower and Colonel Blood’s attempt
thereon; to Hunt and Roskell’s shop, and the
Queen of Spain’s jewels, which were in the
old Exhibition of’51; to the Palais Royal
at Paris, and the Zeil at Frankfort; to a
queer street at Amsterdam, where I once saw
a marvellous collection of jewelry; to a queer
man whom I once met in a coffee-shop, who
told me he “travelled in emeralds;” to Sin-_
bad’s Valley of Diamonds, and Wells
breaks my reverie by touching my arm. I
follow him across a square, in the centre of
which are several knots of men in discussion;
opposite us stands the door of “ The Net of
Lemons,” apparently closed, but it yields to
Wells's touch ; and, following him up a pass-
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age, I'find myself in a low-roofed square-
built comfortable room. Round three sides
of it are ranged tables, and on these tables
are ranged large open trays of jewelry. There
they lie in clusters, thick gold chains curled
round and round like snakes, long limp silver
chains such as are worn by respectable me-
chanics over black satin waistcoats on Sun-

days, great carbuncle pins glowing out of

green-velvet cases, diamond rings and pins,

and brooches and necklaces. Modest emeralds

in quaint old-fashioned gold settings, lovely
pale opals, big finger-rings made up after the
antique with cut cornelian centre-pieces, long

-old-fashioned earrings (I saw nothing in any

of the trays in modern settings), little heaps
of loose rubies, emeralds, and turquoises, set

aside in corners of the trays, big gold and

silver cups and goblets and trays and tazzas,
here and there a clumsy old épergne, finger-
rings by the bushel, pins by the gross, watches
of all kinds from delicate gold Genevas down
to the thick turnipy silver “ticker” associated
with one’s school-days, and shoals of watch-
works without cases. *They’ve melted down
the cases,” says Inspector Wells to me in a
fat whisper, “and can let the works go very
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Well, there had been a set of diamonds brought
in, which were sold about ten o’clock for
seventeen hundred pounds, and which, up to
the present time (it was now about twelve),
had been re-sold in the room nine times, and
each time at a profit. Some men had made
two pounds profit, some three, one as much
as thirteen pounds—but each had re-sold his
diamonds at a profit. “That’s’ the vay vith
our people !” said Mr. Marks; “any thing for a
deal! Ve mustht have a deal, and in a deal -
ve mustht have a leetle profit. Latht veek
I had a thouthand poundth tranthaction—I
rethold the goods the thame day. Vot vos
my profit? Fifty poundth? No! Theven
and thicpeth ! Thtill, there vos a profit.
Look here now” (pulling a handful of various
coin, perhaps four pounds fifteen in value, out
of his left-hand trousers-pocket), ““ that’'th vot
I made on my little tranthactionth thith morn-
ing! Committhion money I call it.”

. T asked Mr. Marks if there were any cele-
brated characters at that time in his house,
and he begged us to walk into his sanctum:
a cheery well-appointed kitchen, arrived at by
passing through the bar. There he intro-
duced us to Mr. Mendoza, one of the largest
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Vell, ven thuwm folkth trieth ’em, they inhaleth
inthed of ekthalin, and thoveth out their
tongueth at the thame time, tho that ven they
put’th their tongueth back again, there ain’t
qvite tho many dimonth in the paper ath there
voth at firth!” T asked Mr. Mendoza if he
had ever been robbed, and he told me never.
Was he not well known? Yes, but he kept
to the broad thoroughfares, and never went
out at night. He showed us several other
papers of diamonds of greater or less value,
and several stones handsomely set in rings.
Hospitable intentions overcome Mr. Marks
(a really sensible, good-natured, most obliging
man), and he insists upon our having a bottle
of wine. Clicquot he proposes. We decline
Clicquot, but as he will not be balked,
and insists upon our ‘“giving it a name,”
we stand sponsor to sherry. And very good
sherry 1t is, and very good is Mr. Marks’s talk
over it. He tells us what sober people they
are in Jewry, and how they never, by any
chance, have more than one glass of brandy-
and-water at a sitting; how they leave his
rooms at two and go home to dinner, not re-
turning until six in the evening, when they
have coffee and sit down to whist, playing
























