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TO AUGUSTUS MAYHEW.

Had I not fifty other valid reasons—did I not feel myself impelled to
such a course by the long years of affectionate intercourse which have
cast sunshine on that highway of life, of which the shadier side of the
road has been apportioned to me, I should still, my dear Augustus,
dedicate this book to you. I could show, I hope, my affection and
esteem in other ways; but to address to you the Epistle Dedicatory of
“Twice Round the Clock” is only your due, in justice and in courtesy.
Civility is not so common a quality among the Eminent British
Authors of the day, and mutual admiration is not so plentifully displayed
by our Fieldings and Smolletts of 1859, that we middling and
middle-class ink-spillers can afford to throw away a chance of saying
a kind or civil thing to one another in the right way and in the right
place. Do you, therefore, say something neat and complimentary about
me in the preface to your next book; and I only trust that the task
will confer as sincere a pleasure on you as it confers on me at this
moment.

But I might still, I must admit, admire you very much, without
that admiration giving you a Right to the Dedication of a Book relating
exclusively to London Life and London Manners in the nineteenth
century. Herein, however, rests, I think, your claim: That you are
the author of a capital book called “Paved with Gold,” replete with
the finest and shrewdest observation drawn from the scenes we have
both delighted to survey, to study, and to describe, and of which book,
although the basis was romantic fiction, the numerous episodes were
picturesque but eminently faithful photographs of fact. I should have
liked, myself, to tell the story of a prize fight, of a ratting match, or
of a boy’s low lodging-house, in my own way, and in these pages; but
I shrank from the attempt after your graphic narratives in “Paved
with Gold.” And, again, have you not been for years the fellow-labourer
of your brother Henry, in those deeply-tinted but unalterably-veracious
studies of London Life, of which we have the results
in “Labour and the Poor” and in the “Great World of London?”
Of how many prisons, workhouses, factories, work-rooms, have you
not told the tale? of how many dramas of misery and poverty have you
not been the chronicler? Let us bow to the great ones of letters,
and, reading their books with a hearty, honest admiration, confess that
the capacity to produce such master-pieces is not given to us; but let
us, on our own parts, put in a modest claim to the recognition and
approval of the public. Please remember the reporters. Please not
to forget the bone-grubbers. Fling a pennyworth of praise to the
excavators and night-watchmen who have at least industriously
laboured to collect materials wherefrom better painters may execute
glowing tableaux of London Life. At least, we have toiled to bring
together our tale of bricks, that by the hand of genius they may be
erected some day into a Pyramid. At least, we have endeavoured to
our utmost to describe the London of our day as we have seen it, and
as we know it; and, in the words of the judicious Master Hooker—of
whose works, my Augustus, I am afraid you are not a very sedulous
student—we have worked early and late on London, and have done our
best to paint the infinitely-varied characteristics of its streets and
its population, “Tho’ for no other cause, yet for this, that Posteritie
may know we have not looselie, thro’ silence, permitted thinges to
pass away as in a dreame; there shall be for men’s information extant
thus much concerning the present state of”—London.

So you see, my dear friend, that I have dedicated my work to you;
and that, bon grè, mal grè, you have been saddled with the dignity of
its Patron. I might have addressed you in heroic verse, and with
your name in capitals; and, in the manner of Mr. Alexander Pope,
bidden you:—





“Awake, my Mayhew: leave all meaner things


To low ambition and the pride of kings.”







I believe your present ambition extends only to few-acre farming and
the rearing of poultry, and I might well exhort you to return to your
literary pursuits, and to leave the Dorkings and Cochin Chinas alone.
But I refrain. Am I to insult my Patron with advice? Do I expect any
reward for my dedication? Will your Lordship send me a handful of
broad-pieces for my flattery’s sake by the hands of your gentleman’s
gentleman? Will you put me down for the next vacancy as a Commissioner
of Hackney Coaches, or the next reversion for a snug sinecure
connected with the Virginia Plantations or the Leeward Islands?
Will your Lordship invite me to dinner at your country-seat, and place
me between Lady Betty and the domestic chaplain? May I write
rhyming epitaphs for her ladyship’s pug-dog, untimely deceased from
excess of cream and chicken? Or will you speak to Mr. Secretary in
my behalf, lest that last paper of mine against Ministers in “Mist’s
Weekly Journal” should draw down on me the ex-officio wrath of
Mr. Attorney-General, and cause my ears to be nailed to the pillory?
Can I ever hope to crack a bottle in your Lordship’s society at
Button’s, or to see your Lordship’s coach-and-six before my lodgings
in Little Britain? Let us be thankful, rather, that the species of
literary patronage at which I have hinted exists no longer, and that
an Author has no need to toady his Patron in order to make him his
friend. For what more in cordiality and kind-fellowship I could say,
you will, I am sure, give me credit. When friendship is paraded too
much in public, its entire sincerity may be open to doubt. I am
afraid that Orestes, so affectionate on the stage, has often declined in
the green-room to lend Pylades sixpence; and I am given to understand,
that Damon has often come down from the platform, where he
has been saying such flourishing fine things about Pythias, and in
private life has spoken somewhat harshly of that worthy.

You will observe that, with the economy which we should all
strive to inculcate in an age of Financial Reform, I have made
these remarks to serve two ends. You are to take them, if you please,
as a Dedication. The public will be good enough to accept them
as a Preface. But as the dedicatory has hitherto disproportionately
exceeded the prefatory matter, a few words on my part are due to
that great body-corporate of Patrons whom some delight to call
the “many-headed monster;” some the “million;” some the fickle,
ungrateful, and exigent—and some the generous, forbearing, and
discerning British Public.

The papers I have now collected into a volume under the title
of “Twice Round the Clock, or the Hours of the Day and Night
in London,” were originally published in the pages of the “Welcome
Guest,” a weekly periodical whose first and surprising success
must be mainly ascribed to the taste and spirit of its original proprietor,
Mr. Henry Vizetelly. I confess that I thought as little of
“Twice Round the Clock” in the earlier hours of its publication
as the critics of the Saturday Review—who, because I contributed
for six years to another periodical whose conductor they hold in hatred,
have been pleased to pursue me with an acharnement quite exciting
to experience—may think of it, now. I looked upon the articles as
mere ephemeral essays, of a description of which I had thrown off
hundreds during a desultory, albeit industrious, literary career.
But I found ere long that I had committed myself to a task whose
items were to form an Entirety in the end; that I had begun the
first act of a Drama which imperatively demanded working out to
its catastrophe. I grew more interested in the thing; I took more
pains; I felt myself spurred to accuracy by the conscientious zeal
of the admirable artist, Mr. William M’Connell, whose graphic and
truthful designs embellished my often halting text. I found, to my
great surprise, that the scenes and characters I had endeavoured to
embody were awakening feelings of curiosity and interest among
the many thousand readers of the journal to which I contributed.
The work, such as it is, was in the outset not very deliberately
planned. I can only regret now, when it is terminated, that the
details I have sometimes only glanced at were not more elaborately
and completely carried out.

It would be a sorry piece of vanity on my part to imagine that the
conception of the History of a Day and Night in London is original.
I will tell you how I came to think of the scheme of “Twice Round
the Clock.” Four years ago, in Paris, my then Master in literature,
Mr. Charles Dickens, lent me a little thin octavo volume, which, I
believe, had been presented to him by another Master of the craft,
Mr. Thackeray, entitled—but I will transcribe the title-page in full.

LOW LIFE;

OR, ONE HALF THE WORLD KNOWS NOT HOW THE OTHER HALF LIVE.

Being a Critical Account of what is Transacted by People of almost all Religions,
Nations, Circumstances, and Sizes of Understanding, in the

TWENTY-FOUR HOURS,

BETWEEN

SATURDAY NIGHT AND MONDAY MORNING.

In a true Description of a

SUNDAY,

As it is usually spent within the Bills of Mortality, calculated for the
twenty-first of June.

WITH AN ADDRESS TO THE INGENIOUS AND INGENUOUS MR. HOGARTH.

Let Fancy guess the rest.—Buckingham.

The date of publication is not given; but internal evidence proves
the Opuscule to have been written during the latter part of the reign of
George the Second; and in the copy I now possess, and which I bought
at a “rarity” price, at a sale where it was ignorantly labelled among
the “facetiæ”—it is the saddest book, perhaps, that ever was written—in
my copy, which is bound up among some rascally pamphlets, there
is written on the fly-leaf the date 1759. Just one hundred years ago,
you see. The work is anonymous; but in a manuscript table of contents
to the collection of miscellanies of which it forms part, I find
written “By Tom Legge.” The epigraph says that it “is printed for
the author, and is to be sold by T. Legg, at the Parrot, Green
Arbour Court, in the Little Old Bailey.” Was the authorship mere
guess-work on the part of the owner of the book, or was “Tom Legge”
really the writer of “Low Life,” and, if so, who was “Tom Legge?”
Mr. Peter Cunningham, or a contributor to “Notes and Queries,” may
be able to inform us. I have been thus particular, for a reason:
that this thin octavo is one of the minutest, the most graphic—and
while in parts coarse as a scene from the “Rake’s Progress,”—the
most pathetic, picture of London life a century since that has ever
been written. There are passages in it irresistibly reminding one
of Goldsmith; but the offensive and gratuitous coarseness in the next
page destroys that theory. Our Oliver was pure. But for the dedicatory
epistle to the great painter prefixed, and which is merely a
screed of fulsome flattery, I could take an affidavit that “Low Life”
was written by William Hogarth. And why not, granting even the
fulsome dedication? Hogarth could have more easily written this
calendar of Town Life than the “Analysis of Beauty;” and the sturdy
grandiloquent little painter was vain enough to have employed some
hack to write the prefatory epistle, if, in a work of satire, he had
chosen to assume the anonymous. Perhaps, after all, the book was
written by some clever, observant, deboshed man out of Grub Street,
who had been wallowing in the weary London trough for years, and
had eliminated at last some pearls which the other swine were too
piggish to discern. There, however, is “Low Life.” If you want to
know what London was really like in 1759, you should study it by night
and study it by day; and then you may go with redoubled zest to your
Fielding, Smollett, and Richardson, as one, after a vigorous grind at
his Greek verbs, may go to his Euripides, refreshed. From this thin
little octavo I need not say I borrowed the notion of “Twice Round
the Clock.” I chose a week-day instead of a Sunday, partly for the
sake of variety, partly because Sunday in London has become so
decorous as to be simply dull, and many of the hours would have been
utterly devoid of interest. I brooded fitfully over the scheme for
many months. At first I proposed to take my stand (in imagination)
at King Charles’s Statue, Charing Cross, and describe the Life revolving
round me during the twenty-four hours; but I should have
trenched upon sameness by confinement to singularity; and I chose
at last all London as the theme of description—




“A mighty maze, but not without a plan.”







As a literary performance, this book must take its chance; and I fear
that the chance will not be a very favourable one. Flippant, pretentious,
superficial and yet arrogant of knowledge; verbose without
being eloquent; crabbed without being quaint; redundant without
being copious in illustration; full of paradoxes not extenuated by
originality; and of jocular expressions not relieved by humour—the
style in which these pages are written, combines the worst characteristics
of the comic writers who have been the “guides, philosophers
and friends” of a whole school of quasi youthful authors in this era.
I have reviewed too many would-be comic books in my time, not
to be able to pounce on the unsuccessful attempts at humour in
“Twice Round the Clock;” I have sufficient admiration and respect
for the genuine models of literary vigour and elegance extant, not to feel
occasionally disgusted with myself when I have found the most serious
topics discussed with a grotesque grimace the while. It is a bad sign
of the age—this turning of “cart-wheels” by the side of a hearse,
this throwing of somersaults over grave-stones. The style we write in
is popular now; but a few years, I hope, will see a re-action, when a
literary man must be either clown or undertaker, and grinning
through a horse-collar will not be tolerated in the case of a mountebank
otherwise attired in a shroud. Meanwhile, I cannot accuse
myself of pandering to a depraved taste. I neither follow nor lead
it. I cannot write otherwise than I do write. The leopard cannot
change his spots. Born in England, I am neither by parentage nor
education an Englishman; and in my childhood I browsed on a salad
of languages, which I would willingly exchange now for a plain
English lettuce or potato. Better to feed on hips and haws than
on gangrened green-gages and mouldy pine-apples. I read Sterne
and Charles Lamb, Burton and Tom Brown, Scarron and Brantôme,
Boccaccio and Pigault-le-Brun, instead of Mrs. Barbauld, and the
Stories from the Spelling-book. I was pitchforked into a French
college before I had been through Pinnock in English; and I declare
that to this day I do not know one rule out of five in Lindley
Murray’s grammar. I can spell decently, because I can draw; and
the power (not the knowledge) in spelling correctly is concurrent with
the capacity for expressing the images before us more or less graphically
and symmetrically. It isn’t how a word ought to be spelt: it is
how it looks on paper, that decides the speller. I began to look upon
the quaint side of things almost as soon as I could see things at all;
for I was alone and Blind for a long time in childhood. I had so
much to whimper about, poor miserable object, that I began to grin
and chuckle at the things I saw, so soon as good Doctor Curée, the
homœopathist, gave me back my eyes. It is too late to mend now.
While I am yet babbling, I feel that I have nearly said my say. This
book, as a Book, will go, and be forgotten; but it will, years
hence, acquire comparative value when disinterred, from the “two-penny-box”
at a bookstall. Old Directories, Road Books, Court-Guides,
Gazetteers, of half a century since, are worth something now.
They are as the straw that enters into the composition of new bricks
or books. Let us bide our time, then, my Augustus, humbly but
cheerfully. You may have better fortune. You write novels and
tales: and the chronicles of Love never die. But if in the year
1959, some historian of the state of manners in England during the
reign of Queen Victoria, points an allusion in a foot note by a
reference to an old book called “Twice Round the Clock,” and which
professes to be a series of essays on the manners and customs of the
Londoners in 1859, that reference will be quite enough of reward for
your friend. Macaulay quotes broadsides and Grub Street ballads.
Carlyle does not disdain to put the obscurest of North German pamphleteers
into the witness-box; albeit he often dismisses him with a
cuff and a kick. At all events, we may be quoted some of these
days, dear Gus, even if we are kicked into the bargain.

GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
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Reader, were you ever up all night? You may answer that you are
neither a newspaper editor, a market gardener, a journeyman baker,
the driver of the Liverpool night mail, Mrs. Gamp the sicknurse, the
commander of the Calais packet, Professor Airey, Sir James South,
nor a member of the House of Commons. It may be that you live at
Clapham, that one of the golden rules of your domestic economy is
“gruel at ten, bed at eleven,” and that you consider keeping late hours
to be an essentially immoral and wicked habit,—the immediate prelude
to the career and the forerunner of the fate of the late George Barnwell.
I am very sorry for your prejudices and your susceptibilities. I
respect them, but I must do them violence. I intend that—bon gré,
mal gré—in spirit, if not in actual corporeality, you should stop out
not only all night but all day with me; in fact, for the space of twenty-four
hours, it is my resolve to prohibit your going to bed at all. I
wish you to see the monster London in the varied phases of its outer
and inner life, at every hour of the day-season and the night-season;
I wish you to consider with me the giant sleeping and the giant waking;
to watch him in his mad noonday rages, and in his sparse moments
of unquiet repose. You must travel Twice Round the Clock
with me; and together we will explore this London mystery to its
remotest recesses—its innermost arcana. To others the downy couch,
the tasselled nightcap, the cushioned sofa, the luxurious ease of night-and-day
rest. Ours be the staff and the sandalled shoon, the cord to
gird up the lions, the palmer’s wallet and cockle-shells. For, believe
me, the pilgrimage will repay fatigue, and the shrine is rich in
relics.

Four o’clock in the morning. The deep bass voice of Paul’s, the
Staudigl of bells, has growlingly proclaimed the fact. Bow church
confirms the information in a respectable baritone. St. Clement’s
Danes has sung forth acquiescence with the well-known chest-note of
his tenor voice, sonorous and mellifluous as Tamberlik’s. St. Margaret’s,
Westminster, murmurs a confession of the soft impeachment in
a contralto rich as Alboni’s in “Stridi la vampa;” and all around and
about the pert bells of the new churches, from evangelical Hackney to
Puseyite Pimlico, echo the announcement in their shrill treble and
soprani.

Four o’clock in the morning. Greenwich awards it,—the Horse
Guards allow it—Bennett, arbiter of chronometers and clocks that,
with much striking, have grown blue in the face, has nothing to say
against it. And that self-same hour shall never strike again this side
the trumpet’s sound. The hour itself being consigned to the innermost
pigeon-hole of the Dead Hour office—(a melancholy charnel-house
of misspent time is that, my friend)—you and I have close upon
sixty minutes before us ere the grim old scythe-bearer, the saturnine
child-eater, who marks the seconds and the minutes of which the infinite
subdivision is a pulsation of eternity, will tell us that the term of
another hour has come. That hour will be five a.m., and at five it is
high market at Billingsgate. To that great piscatorial Bourse we, an’t
please you, are bound.

It is useless to disguise the fact that you, my shadowy, but not the
less beloved companion, are about to keep very bad hours. Good to
hear the chimes at midnight, as Justice Shallow and Falstaff oft did
when they were students in Gray’s Inn; but four and five in the morning!
these be small hours indeed: this is beating the town with a
vengeance. Were it winter, our bedlessness would be indefensible;
but this is still sweet summer time.

But why, the inquisitive may ask—the child-man who is for ever
cutting up the bellows to discover the reservoir of the wind—why four
o’clock a.m.? Why not begin our pilgrimage at one a.m., and finish
the first half at midnight, in the orthodox get-up-and-go-to-bed manner?
Simply because four a.m. is in reality the first hour of the working
London day. The giant is wide awake at midnight; he sinks into
a fitful slumber about two in the morning: short is his rest, for at four
he is up again and at work, the busiest bee in the world’s hive.

The child of the Sun, the gorgeous golden peacock, strutting in a
farmyard full of the Hours, his hens, now triumphs. It is summer;
and more than that, a lovely summer morning. The brown night has
retired, and the meek-eyed moon, mother of dews, has disappeared:
the young day pours in apace; the mountains’ misty tops are swelling
on the sight, and brightening in the sun. It is the cool, the fragrant,
and the silent hour, to meditation due and sacred song; the air is
coloured, the efflux divine turns hovels into palaces, and shoots with
gold the rags of beggars.




“The city now doth like a garment wear

The beauty of the morning....

Never did Sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill.

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep.

The River glideth at its own sweet will;

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep,

And all that mighty Heart is lying still.”







I know that the acknowledgment of one’s quotations or authorities
is going out of fashion. Still, as I murmur the foregoing lines as
I wander round about the Monument and in and out of Thames Street,
waiting for Billingsgate-market time to begin, a conviction grows upon
me that the poetry is not my own; and in justice to the dead, as well
as with a view of sparing the printer a flood of inverted commas, I may
as well confess that I have been reading Mr. James Thomson and Mr.
William Wordsworth on the subject of summer lately, and that very
many of the flowery allusions to be found above, have been culled from
the works of those pleasing writers.

Non omnis moriar. Though the so oft-mentioned hours be asleep,
and the river glideth in peace, undisturbed by penny steamboats, the
mighty heart of Thames Street is anything but still. The great warehouses
are closed, ’tis true; the long wall of the Custom House is a huge
dead wall, full of blind windows. The Coal Exchange (which edifice,
with its gate down among the dead men in Thames Street, and its
cupola, like a middle-sized bully, lifting its head to about the level of
the base of that taller bully the Monument, is the neatest example of
an architectural “getting up stairs” that I know)—the Coal Exchange
troubles not its head as yet about Stewarts or Lambtons, Sutherlands
or Wallsend. The moist wharfs, teeming with tubs and crates of potter’s
ware packed with fruity store, and often deliciously perfumed
with the smell of oranges, bulging and almost bursting through their
thin prison bars of wooden laths, are yet securely grated and barred up.
The wharfingers are sleeping cosily far away. But there are shops and
shops wide open, staringly open, defiantly open, with never a pane of
glass in their fronts, but yawning with a jolly ha! ha! of open-windowedness
on the bye-strollers. These are the shops to make you
thirsty; these are the shops to make your incandescent coppers hiss;
these are the shops devoted to the apotheosis and apodeiknensis (I
quote Wordsworth again, but Christopher, not William) of Salt
Fish—




“Spend Herring first, save Salt Fish last,

For Salt Fish is good when Lent is past.”







So old Tusser. What piles of salted fish salute the eye, and make the
mouth water, in these open-breasted shops! Dried herrings, real
Yarmouth bloaters, kippered herrings, not forgetting the old original,
unpretending red herring, the modest but savoury “soldier” of the
chandler’s-shop! What flaps of salt cod and cured fishes to me
unknown, but which may be, for aught I know, the poll of ling which
King James the First wished to give the enemy of mankind when he
dined with him, together with the pig and the pipe of tobacco; or it
may be Coob or Haberdine! What are Coob and Haberdine? Tell
me, Groves, tell me, Polonius, erst chamberlain and first fishmonger to
the court of Denmark. Great creels and hampers are there too, full
of mussels and periwinkles, and myriads of dried sprats and cured
pilchards—shrunken, piscatorial anatomies, their once burnished green
and yellow panoplies now blurred and tarnished. On the whole, each
dried-fish shop is a most thirst-provoking emporium, and I cannot
wonder much if the blue-aproned fishmongers occasionally sally forth
from the midst of their fishy mummy pits and make short darts
“round the corner” to certain houses of entertainment, kept open, it
would seem, chiefly for their accommodation, and where the favourite
morning beverage is, I am given to understand, gin mingled with milk.
It is refreshing, however, to find that the fragrant berry of Mocha
(more or less adequately represented by chicory, burnt horse-beans,
and roasted corn)—that coffee, the nurse of Voltaire’s wit, the inspirer
of Balzac’s brain; coffee, which Madame de Sevigné pertly predicted
would “go out” with Racine, but which nevertheless has, with
astonishing tenacity of vitality, “kept in” while the pert Sevigné and
the meek Racine have quite gone out into the darkness of literary
limbo—is in great request among the fishy men of Billingsgate. Huge,
massive, blue and white earthenware mugs full of some brown decoction,
which to these not too exigent critics need but to steam, and to
be sweet, to be the “coffee as in France,” whose odoriferous “percolations”
the advertising tradesmen tell us of, are lifted in quick
succession to the thirsty lips of the fishmen. Observe, too, that all
market men drink and order their coffee by the “pint,” even as the
scandal-loving old ladies of the last century (ladies don’t love scandal
now-a-days) drank their tea by the “dish.” I can realise the contempt
of a genuine Billingsgate marketeer for the little thimble-sized
filagree cups with the bitter Mocha grouts at the bottom, which, with
a suffocating Turkish chibouque, Turkish pachas and attar-of-roses
dealers in the Bezesteen, offer as a mark of courtesy to a Frank traveller
when they want to cheat him.

Close adjacent is a narrow passage called Darkhouse Lane, and
here properly should be a traditional Billingsgate tavern called the
“Darkhouse.” There is one, open all night, under the same designation,
in Newgate Market. Hither came another chronicler of “twice
round the clock” with another neophyte, to show him the wonders of
the town, one hundred and fifty years ago. Hither, when pursy, fubsy,
good-natured Queen Anne reigned in England, and followed the
hounds in Windsor’s Park, driving two piebald ponies in a chaise, and
touched children for the “evil,” awing childish Sam Johnson with
her black velvet and her diamonds, came jovial, brutal, vulgar, graphic
Ned Ward, the “London Spy.” Here, in the “Darkhouse,” he saw
a waterman knock down his wife with a stretcher, and subsequently
witnessed the edifying spectacle of the recreant husband being tried
for his offence by a jury of fishwomen. Scant mercy, but signal
justice, got he from those fresh-water Minoses and Rhadamanthuses.
Forthwith was he “cobbed”—a punishment invented by sleeveboard-wielding
tailors, and which subsequently became very popular in her
Majesty’s navy. Here he saw “fat, motherly flatcaps, with fish-baskets
hanging over their heads instead of riding-hoods,” with silver
rings on their thumbs, and pipes charged with “mundungus” in their
mouths, sitting on inverted eel-baskets, and strewing the flowers of
their exuberant eloquence over dashing young town rakes who had
stumbled into Billingsgate to finish the night—disorderly blades in
laced velvet coats, with, torn ruffles, and silver-hilted swords, and
plumed hats battered in scuffles with the watch. But the town-rakes
kept comparatively civil tongues in their heads when they entered
the precincts of the Darkhouse. An amazon of the market, otherwise
known as a Billingsgate fish-fag, was more than a match for a
Mohock. And here Ned Ward saw young city couples waiting for
the tide to carry them in a tilt-boat to Gravesend; and here he saw
bargemen eating broiled red-herrings, and Welshmen “louscobby”
(whatever that doubtless savoury dish may have been, but there must
have been cheese in it); and here he heard the frightful roaring of
the waters among the mechanism of the piers of old London Bridge.
There are no waterworks there now; the old bridge itself is gone;
the Mohocks are extinct; and we go to Gravesend by the steamer,
instead of the tilt-boat; yet still, as I enter the market, a pleasant
cataract of “chaff” between a fishwoman and a costermonger comes
plashing down—even as Mr. Southey tells us that the waters come
down at Lodore—upon my amused ears; and the conviction grows on
me that the flowers of Billingsgate eloquence are evergreens. Mem.:
To write a philosophical dissertation on the connection between
markets and voluble vituperation which has existed in all countries
and in all ages. ’Twas only from his immense mastery of Campanian
slang that Menenius Agrippa obtained such influence over the Roman
commons; and one of the gaudiest feathers in Daniel O’Connell’s cap
of eloquence was his having “slanged” an Irish market-woman down
by calling her a crabbed old hypothenuse!

Billingsgate has been one of the watergates or ports of the city
from time immemorial. Geoffrey of Monmouth’s fabulous history of
the spot acquaints us that “Belin, a king of the Britons, about four
hundred years before Christ’s nativity, built this gate and called it
‘Belinsgate,’ after his own calling;” and that when he was dead, his
body being burnt, the ashes in a vessel of brass were set on a high
pinnacle of stone over the said gate. Stowe very sensibly observes,
that the name was most probably derived from some previous owner,
“happily named Beling or Biling, as Somars’ Key, Smart’s Wharf,
and others, thereby took the names of their owners.” When he was
engaged in collecting materials for his “Survey,” Billingsgate was a
“large Watergate port, or harborough for ships and boats commonly
arriving there with fish, both fresh and salt, shellfish, salt, oranges,
onions, and other fruits and roots, wheat, rye, and grain of divers sorts,
for the service of the city, and the parts of this realm adjoining.”
Queenhithe, anciently the more important watering-place, had yielded
its pretensions to its rival. Each gives its name to one of the city wards.

Some of the regulations concerning the “mystery” of the fishmongers
in old times are sufficiently interesting for a brief notice.
In the reign of Edward I. the prices of fish were fixed—for the best
soles, 3d. per dozen; the best turbot, 6d. each; the best pickled herrings,
1d. a score; fresh oysters, 2d. a gallon; the best eels, 2d. per
quarter of a hundred. In a statute of Edward I. it was forbidden to
offer for sale any fish except salt fish after the second day. In the
city assize of fish the profits of the London fishmongers were fixed at
one penny in twelve. They were not to sell their fish secretly,
within doors, but in plain market-place. In 1320 a combination
was formed against the fishmongers of Fish-wharf, to prevent them
from selling by retail; but Edward II. ordered the mayor and sheriffs
to interfere, and the opposition was unsuccessful. The mayor issued
his orders to these fishmongers of Bridge Street and Old Fish Street,
to permit their brethren in the trade to “stand at stall;” to merchandise
with them, and freely obtain their share of merchandise, as
was fit and just, and as the freedom of the city required. A few years
later some of the fishmongers again attempted to establish a monopoly;
but it was ordered that the “billestres,” or poor persons who cried
or sold fish in the streets, “provided they buy of free fishmongers, and
do not keep a stall, or make a stay in the streets, shall not be hindered;”
and also that persons and women coming from the uplands
with fish caught by them or their servants in the waters of the Thames
or other neighbouring streams, were to be allowed to frequent the
market. With these exceptions, none but members of the Fishmongers’
Company were to be allowed to sell fish in the city, lest the
commodity should be made dear by persons dealing in it who were
unskilful in the mystery.

The old churches of London in the immediate vicinity of the fish-markets
contained numerous monuments to fishmongers. That the
stock-fishmongers, or dealers in dried or salted fish, should have
formed so important a portion of the trade is deserving of notice, as
a peculiarity of the times. Lovekin and Walworth, who both acquired
wealth, were stock-fishmongers. The nature of the commodity
was such as to render the dealers in it a superior class to the other
fishmongers. A great store might be accumulated, and more capital
was required than by the other fishmongers, who only purchased from
hand to mouth.

In 1699, an act was passed for making it a free market for the sale
of fish—though the very commencement of the preamble alludes to Billingsgate
having been time out of mind a free market for all kinds of
floating and salt fish, as also for all manner of floating and shellfish.
The necessity of a new act had arisen, as the preamble recites,
from various abuses, one of which was that the fishmongers would
not permit the street hawkers of fish to buy of the fishermen, by
which means the fishmongers bought at their own prices. The extraordinary
dream of making the country wealthy, and draining the
ocean of its riches by means of fisheries, had for above a century
been one of the fondest illusions of the English people; and about
the time that the act was passed, “ways to consume more fish”
were once more attracting the popular attention. The price of fish
at the time was said to be beyond the reach of the poor and even of
the middling classes; and for many days together the quantity received
at Billingsgate was very inconsiderable. To remedy these
evils, carriages were to be constructed, to be drawn by two post-horses,
which were to convey the fish to market at a rate of speed
which was then thought to be lightning rapidity. But though the
project was much talked about, it never came to a head, and ultimately
fell through, the projectors consoling themselves with the axiomatic
reflection—that there are more fish in the sea than ever came out of it.

But while I am rummaging among the dusty corners of my memory,
and dragging forth worm-eaten old books to the light; while I
have suffered the hare of the minute-hand, and the tortoise of the
hour-hand (the tortoise wins the race), to crawl or scamper at least
half round the clock, Billingsgate Market itself—the modern—the
renovated—a far different place to that uncleanly old batch of sheds
and hovels, reeking with fishy smells, and more or less beset by ruffianly
company, which was our only fish market twenty years ago—New
Billingsgate, with a real fountain in the centre, which during the
day plays real water, is now in full life and bustle and activity. Not
so much in the market area itself, where porters are silently busied in
clearing piles of baskets away, setting forms and stools in order, and
otherwise preparing for the coming business of the fish auction, as
on the wharf, in front of the tavern known to fame as Simpson’s,
and where the eighteenpenny fish ordinary is held twice every day,
except Sunday, in each year of grace. This wharf is covered with
fish, and the scaly things themselves are being landed, with prodigious
celerity, and in quantities almost as prodigious, from vessels moored
in triple tier before the market. Here are Dutch boats that bring eels,
and boats from the north sea that bring lobsters, and boats from Hartlepool,
Whitstable, Harwich, Great Grimsby, and other English seaports
and fishing stations. They are all called “boats,” though many
are of a size that would render the term ship, or at least vessel, far
more applicable. They are mostly square and squat in rigging, and
somewhat tubby in build, and have an unmistakeably fishy appearance.
Communications are opened between the vessels, each other, and the
shore, by means of planks placed from bulwark to bulwark; and these
bulwarks are now trodden by legions of porters carrying the fish
ashore. Nautical terms are mingled with London street vernacular;
fresh mackerel competes in odour with pitch and tar; the tight strained
rigging cuts in dark indigo-relief against the pale-blue sky; the whole
is a confusion, slightly dirty but eminently picturesque, of ropes, spars,
baskets, oakum, tarpaulin, fish, canvas trousers, osier baskets, loud
voices, tramping feet, and “perfumed gales,” not exactly from “Araby
the blest,” but from the holds of the fishing-craft.
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BILLINGSGATE MARKET: CARRYING FISH ASHORE.



Upon my word, the clock has struck five, and the great gong of
Billingsgate booms forth market-time. Uprouse ye, then, my merry,
merry fishmongers, for this is your opening day! And the merry fishmongers
uprouse themselves with a vengeance. The only comparison
I can find for the aspect, the sights, and sounds of the place, is—a
Rush. A rush hither and thither at helter-skelter speed, apparently
blindly, apparently without motive, but really with a business-like and
engrossing pre-occupation, for fish and all things fishy. Baskets full
of turbot, borne on the shoulders of the facchini of the place, skim
through the air with such rapidity that you might take them to be
flying fish. Out of the way! here is an animated salmon leap. Stand
on one side! a shoal of fresh herrings will swallow you up else. There
is a rush to the tribunes of the auctioneers; forums surrounded by
wooden forms—I mean no pun—laden with fish, and dominated by the
rostra of the salesmen, who, with long account-books in their hands,
which they use instead of hammers, knock down the lots with marvellous
rapidity. An eager crowd of purchasers hedge in the scaly
merchandise. They are substantial-looking, hearty, rosy-gilled men—for
the sale of fish appears to make these merchants thrive in person
as well as in purse. Why, though, should fishmongers have, as a
body, small eyes? Can there be any mysterious sympathy between
them and the finny things they sell?—and do they, like the husband
and wife who loved each other so much, and lived together so long,
that, although at first totally dissimilar in appearance, they grew at
last to resemble one another feature for feature—become smaller and
smaller-eyed as their acquaintance with the small-eyed fishes lengthens?
I throw this supposition out as a subject for speculation for some future
Lavater. Among the buyers I notice one remarkable individual, unpretending
as to facial development, but whose costume presents a
singular mixture of the equine and the piscine. Lo! his hat is tall
and shiny, even as the hat of a frequenter of Newmarket and an habitué
of Aldridge’s Repository, and his eminently sporting-looking neckcloth
is fastened with a horse-shoe pin; but then his sleeves are as the
sleeves of a fishmonger, and his loins are girt with the orthodox blue
apron appertaining, by a sort of masonic prescription, to his craft and
mystery! His nether man, as far as the spring of the calf, is clad in
the galligaskins of an ordinary citizen; but below the knee commence
a pair of straight tight boots of undeniably sporting cut. Who is this
marvellous compound of the fishy and “horsey” idiosyncrasies? Is he
John Scott disguised as Izaak Walton? is he Flatman or Chifney?
Tell me, Mr. Chubb, proprietor of the “Golden Perch;” tell me,
“Ruff,” mythical author of the “Guide to the Turf”—for knowing
not to which authority especially to appeal, I appeal to both, even as
did the Roman maid-servant, who burnt one end of the candle to St.
Catherine and the other to St. Nicholas (old St. Nicholas I mean,
sometimes familiarised into “Nick”), in order to be on the safe side.

There are eight auctioneers or fish salesmen attached to the market,
and they meet every morning between four and five o’clock at one of
the principal public-houses, to discuss the quantity and quality of fish
about to be offered for sale. The three taverns are known as Bowler’s,
Bacon’s, and Simpson’s. The second of these is situated in the centre
of the market, and is habitually used by the auctioneers, probably on
account of the son of the proprietor being the largest consignee at
Billingsgate.
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As the clock strikes five, the auctioneers disperse to their various
boxes. Below each box are piled on “forms” or bulks the “doubles”
of plaice, soles, haddock, whiting, and “offal.” A “double” is an
oblong basket tapering to the bottom, and containing from three to
four dozen of fish; “offal” means odd lots of different kinds of fish,
mostly small and broken, but always fresh and wholesome. When
the auctioneer is ready, a porter catches up a couple of “doubles,”
and swings one on to each shoulder, and then the bids begin. Soles
have been sold as low as four shillings the “double,” and have fetched
as high as three pounds. There is one traditional bid on record,
which took place in the early part of the present century, of forty
guineas per hundred for mackerel. Plaice ranges from one-and-sixpence
to four shillings the double. The sale is conducted on the
principle of what is termed a “Dutch auction,” purchasers not being
allowed to inspect the fish in the doubles before they bid. Offal is
bought only by the “fryers.” You may see, almost every market
morning, a long, gaunt, greasy man, of that dubious age that you
hesitate whether to call him youngish or oldish, with a signet ring on
one little finger, and a staring crimson and yellow handkerchief round
the collar of his not very clean checked shirt, buy from fifteen to
twenty doubles of one kind or another; and in the season the habitués of
the market say that he will purchase from twenty-five to thirty bushels
of periwinkles and whelks. This monumental “doubler,” this Rothschild
of the offal tribe, resides in Somers Town. To him resort to
purchase stock those innumerable purveyors of fried fish who make
our courts and bye-streets redolent with the oleaginous perfumes of
their hissing cauldrons. For the convenience of small dealers, who
cannot afford to buy an entire double, stands are erected at different
parts of the market for “bumbarees.” We may ask in vain, undè
derivatur, for the meaning of the term, though it is probably of Dutch
origin. Any one can be a bumbaree: it requires neither apprenticeship,
diploma, nor license, and it is the pons asinorum of the “mystery
of fishmongers.” The career is open to all; which, considering the
difficulty of settling one’s children in life, must be rather a gratifying
reflection for parents. The process of bumbareeing is very simple.
It consists in buying as largely as your means will afford of an auctioneer,
hiring a stall for sixpence, and retailing the fish at a swingeing
profit. I think that if I were not a landed gentleman, a Middlesex
magistrate, and a member of the Court of Lieutenancy—vainly endeavouring,
meanwhile, to ascertain my parochial settlement, in order to
obtain admission to a workhouse as an unable-bodied pauper—that I
should like to be a bumbaree.

Plaice, soles, haddocks (fresh), skate, maids, cod, and ling (the two
last-mentioned fish in batches of threes and fours, with a string passed
through the gills), are the only fish sold by auction. Fresh herrings
are sold from the vessel by the long hundred (130). They are counted
from the hold to the buyers in “warp” fives. Twopence per hundred
is charged to bring them on shore. Eels are sold by the “draft”
of twenty pounds weight—the price of the draft varying from three
shillings to fifteen. Twopence per draft is paid for “shoreing” or
landing the fish from the vessels. Sprats are sold on board the ships
by the bushel. A “tindal” is a thousand bushels of sprats. When
we come to consider the vast number of these oily, savoury little
fishes that a bushel will contain, the idea of a “tindal” of them seems
perfectly Garagantuan; yet many “tindals” of them are sold every
week during the winter season—for the consumption of sprats among
the poorer classes is enormous. What says the Muse of the Bull at
Somers Town—what sweet stanzas issue from the anthology of Seven
Dials?—




“O! ’tis my delight on a Friday night,

When sprats they isn’t dear,

To fry a couple of score or so

Upon a fire clear.




“They eats so well, they bears the bell

From all the fish I knows:

Then let us eat them while we can,

Before the price is rose.”

(Chorus—ad libitum) “O! ’tis my delight,” &c.







The last two lines are replete with the poetry and philosophy of
the poorer classes: “Let us eat them while we can, before the price
is rose;” for even sprats are sometimes luxuries unattainable by the
humble. Exceedingly succulent sprats labour under the disadvantage
of being slightly unwholesome. To quote Mr. Samuel Weller’s anecdote
of the remark made by the young lady when remonstrating with
the pastrycook who had sold her a pork pie which was all fat, sprats
are “rayther too rich.” And yet how delicious they are! I have
had some passably good dinners in my time; I have partaken of
turbôt à la crême at the Trois Frères Provençaux; I have eaten a filet
à la Chateaubriand at Bignon’s: yet I don’t think there is a banquet
in the whole repertory of Lucullus and Apicius—a more charming
red-letter night in the calendar of gastronomy, than a sprat supper.
You must have three pennyworth of sprats, a large tablecloth is indispensable
for finger-wiping purposes—for he who would eat sprats
with a knife and fork is unworthy the name of an epicure—and after
the banquet I should recommend, for purely hygienic and antibilious
reasons, the absorption of a petit verre of the best Hollands.

To return. As regards salmon, nine-tenths of the aristocratic fish
are brought up by rail in barrels, and in summer packed in ice.
Salmon and salmon-trout are not subjected to the humiliation of being
“knocked down” by an auctioneer. They are disposed of “by private
contract” at so much per pound.

Of dried and smoked fish of all kinds the best come from Yarmouth;
but as regards the costermonger and street-vender—the
modern “billestres,” of dried haddocks, smoked sprats and herrings,
entire or kippered—they are little affected by the state of the cured
fish market so long as they can buy plenty of the fresh kind. The
costermonger cures his fish himself in the following manner:—He
builds a little shed like a watch-box, with wires across the upper part;
and on this grating he threads his fish. Then he makes a fire on the
floor of his impromptu curing-house with coal or mahogany dust, and
smokes the fish “till done,” as the old cookery books say. There is
a dealer in the market to whom all fish-sellers bring the skins of
departed soles. He gives fourpence-halfpenny a pound for them.
They are used for refining purposes. And now for a word concerning
the crustacea and the molluscs. Of oysters there are several kinds:
Native Pearls, Jerseys, Old Barleys, and Commons. On board every
oyster-boat a business-like gentleman is present, who takes care that
every buyer of a bushel of oysters pays him fourpence. No buyer
may carry his oysters ashore himself, be he ever so able and willing.
There are regular “shoremen,” who charge fourpence a bushel for
their services; so that whatever may be the market-price of oysters,
the purchaser must pay, nolens volens, eightpence a bushel over and
above the quoted rate.

Of mussels there are three kinds: Dutch, Exeters, and Shorehams.
They are brought to market in bags, of the average weight of three
hundredweight; each bag containing about one hundred and sixty
quarts, inclusive of dirt and stones. They are sold at from five
shillings to seven shillings a bag. Of periwinkles—or, as they are
more popularly and familiarly termed, “winkles”—there are four sorts:
Scotch, Clays, Isle of Wights, and Maidens. They are sold by the
bushel, or by the “level” or gallon. Crabs are sold by the “kit” (a
long shallow basket) and by the score. Lobsters by the score and the
double.

At the “Cock,” in Love Lane, and at the “White Hart,” in
Botolph Lane, there is a boiling-house in the rear of the premises.
Each boiling-house consists of a spacious kitchen filled with immense
cauldrons. Here winkle and whelk buyers, who have neither utensils
nor convenient premises sufficient to boil at home, can have it done
for them for fourpence a bushel. Each boiling is performed separately
in a wicker-basket; crabs and lobsters may likewise be boiled
at these houses. Half-a-dozen scores of the fish are packed in a
large basket, shaped like a strawberry-pottle, a lid is put between
each lot, and the hot-water torture is inflicted at the rate of sixpence
a score.

If your servant, the writer, were not precluded by the terms of
his contract from taking any natural rest, he might, pleading fatigue,
retire to bed; and, tossing on an unquiet couch, as men must do who
slip between the sheets when the blessed sun is shining, have fantastic
dreams of Ned Ward and Sir William Walworth: dream of the
market-scene in “Masaniello,” and hum a dream-reminiscence of
“Behold, how brightly beams the morning!” which, of course, like
all things appertaining to dreams, has no more resemblance to the
original air than the tune the cow died of. Then fancy that he is a
supernumerary in a pantomime, and that Mr. Flexmore, the clown,
has jumped upon his shoulders, and is beating him about the ears
with a “property” codfish. Then he might be Jonah, swallowed by
the whale; and then Tobit’s fish. Then he would find himself half
awake, and repeating some lines he remembered reading years ago,
scrawled in ink on a huge placard outside the shop of Mr. Taylor, the
famous fishmonger, in Lombard Street. Yes: they ran thus—




“So the ‘Times’ takes an interest in the case of Geils;

I wish it would take some in my eels!”







What a queer fish Mr. Taylor must have been! Where is he now?
Why, he (your servant) is Taylor—Jeremy Taylor—Tom Taylor—Taylor
the water-poet—Billy Taylor—the Three Tailors of Tooley
Street—Mr. Toole, the toast-master of arts and buttered toast; and—he
is asleep!


FIVE O’CLOCK A.M.—THE PUBLICATION OF THE “TIMES” NEWSPAPER.


Table of Contents



“There she is—the great engine—she never sleeps. She has her ambassadors in every quarter
of the world—her couriers upon every road. Her officers march along with armies, and her
envoys walk into statesmen’s cabinets. They are ubiquitous. Yonder Journal has an agent at
this minute giving bribes at Madrid; and another inspecting the price of potatoes at Covent
Garden.”

“Pendennis.”

If you have no objection to the statement of the fact, I would beg
to observe that our present station on the clock face, twice round which
we have to go, is now five in the morning; and that at five a.m. the
publication of the “Times” newspaper is, to use a north-country
mining expression, in “full blast.” You abhor the politics of the
journal in question, you say: you consider the “Times” and
“Evening Mail” to be the organ of a company, with limited liability,
composed of the Emperor Alexander, Cardinal Wiseman, Baron
Rothschild, Prince Aali Pacha, Metternich, Doctor Cumming, Baring
Brothers, Lord Palmerston, Mr. Disraeli, Mr. W. J. Fox, and Miss
Martineau. You are offended with the “Times” because the editor
declined to insert that last six-paged letter from you against organ
grinding. Never mind, you must come all the same to see the paper
published. For the publication of the “Times” is a great, an
enormous, a marvellous fact: none the less wonderful for being repeated
three hundred and thirteen times a-year. It is a pulsation of
London’s mighty heart, that should not be neglected. It is the daily
booming of a tocsin, which, year after year, proclaims progress, and
still progress to the nations; which is the joy bell to the good, the
passing bell to the bad, the world is blessed or cursed with; which
rings out ignorance and prejudice and superstition, and rings in knowledge
and enlightenment and truth. The “Times” is not alone in the
possession of a peal of bells of this kind; and many daily, more
weekly, papers ring out, loud and clear, to eager listeners; were your
vassal not one of the modestest of men, he would hint that for the last
dozen years he has been agitating daily and weekly a little tintinnabulum
with what lustiness his nerveless arm will let him. But hard
by St. Paul’s, the cathedral of Anglicanism, is Printing House Square,
the cathedral of Journalism, and in it hangs a bell to which Great
Tom of Lincoln, Peter of York, the Kolokol of Moscow, and our own
defunct “Big Ben,” are but as tinkling muffineers. For though the
sides of the bell are only paper, the clapper is the great public tongue;
the booming sound that fills the city every morning, and, to use the
words of Mr. Walter Whitman, “utters its barbaric youp over the
house-tops of creation,” is the great Public Voice. Bottle up your
animosities, then, stifle your prejudices, and come and hear the voice’s
first faint murmur at five o’clock in the morning.

The office of the “Times” and “Evening Mail” is, as all civilised
men should know, situated in Printing House Square and Playhouse
Yard, in the parish of St. Ann’s, Blackfriars, in the city of London.
Now this is very pleasant and comfortable information, and is fit matter
for a studious man to lay to heart; and there exists but one little
drawback to mar the felicity which one must naturally feel at having
the style and title of the press’s great champions’ habitat so patly at
one’s fingers’ ends. The drawback—the kink in the cable, the hyssop
in the wine-cup, the thorn to the rose—is that, with the exception of
Honey Lane market and Little Chester Street, Pimlico, Printing
House Square is the most difficult locality to find in all London. It
is not much use asking your way to it; a map of London, however
elaborate, would not be of the slightest assistance to you in discovering
it: it will avail you little even to be told that it is close to Apothecaries’
Hall, for where, I should like to know, is that huge musty caravanserai
of drugs, and who is to find it at a short notice? And the intimation
that Printing House Square is not far from Puddle Dock,
would not, I opine, render you great service, intimate as might be
your acquaintance with the shores of the river, both above and below
bridge, and would be scarcely more lucid a direction than the intimation
that the London terminus of the South-Western Railway was
close to Pedlars’ Acre. The “Times” newspaper is somewhere near
all these places; and it is likewise within a stone’s throw from Ludgate
Hill, and not far from St. Paul’s, and within a minute’s walk of
Fleet Street, and contiguous to Blackfriars Bridge, close handy to Earl
Street, and no great distance from Chatham Place. Yet, for all this,
the “Times” office might be, to the uninitiated, just as well placed in
the centre of the Cretan labyrinth, or the maze at Hampton Court, or
the budget of a Chancellor of the Exchequer. The best way to reach
the office is to take any turning to the south side of London Bridge,
or the east of Bridge Street, Blackfriars, and then trust to chance.
The probabilities are varied. Very likely you will find yourself
entangled in a seemingly hopeless net-work of narrow streets; you
will be jostled into chandlers’ shops, vilified by boys unctuous, black,
and reeking from the printing-machine; pursued by costermongers
importuning you to purchase small parcels of vegetables; and, particularly
after sundown, your life will be placed in jeopardy by a
Hansom cab bouncing up or down the narrow thoroughfare, of course
on its way to the “Times” office, and on an errand of life and death;
the excited politician inside, frantically offering the cabman (he, even,
doesn’t know the way to the “Times,” and has just asked it of a
grimy cynic, smoking a pipe in front of a coal and potato shed) extra
shillings for speed. The grimy cynic, perhaps from sheer malevolence
of disposition, perhaps from the ruffling of his temper naturally incidental
to his being asked the same question about five hundred times
every day, answers morosely that he believes the Hoffice is in Bummondsey,
but he’s blest if he knows hanything more about it. He
will have bad times of it, that grimy cynic, I perpend, for telling such
fibs. Still struggle on manfully, always like the nautical gentleman
in the blue pilot jacket who had had so many domestic afflictions,
and exhorted the passenger to “go down, go down.” Never mind
the regiments of gallinacea that board in the gutter and lodge in
the adjacent coal-cellars, and peck at your feet as though they could
relish your corns. Never mind the infants of tender years who come
tumbling between your legs, sprawl, howling, at your feet, and cast
around appealing glances, which draw cries of “shame!” from vengeful
family-men who have never set eyes on you before, but who evidently
regard you as a peripatetic ogre, going about, of malice prepense, to
trip up children. Never mind the suffocating odour of second-hand
fish, vegetables, fruit, coal-dust, potato sacks, the adjacent gasworks,
gum-benzoin, hartshorn, opium, and other medicaments from Apothecaries’
Hall. Never mind the noises of dogs barking, of children
that are smacked by their parents or guardians for crying, and then,
of course, roar louder; of boys yelling the insufferable “Old Dog
Tray,” the abominable “Keemo Kimo,” the hideous “Hoomtoomdoodendoo,”
and rattling those abhorrent instruments of discord, the
“bones;” of women scolding, quarrelling, or shrieking domestic
calumnies of Mrs. Armstrong in connection with Bill Boosker, nicknamed
the “Lively Flea,” from garret-windows across the street; of
men growling, and wagon-wheels rumbling, and from distant forges
the yell of the indignant anvil as the ruthless hammer smites it, and
the great bar of iron is beaten flat, the sparks flying up, rejoicing in
a red “ha-ha!” at the ferruginous defeat. Never mind the dangers
of hoop, “hopscotch,” “fly-the-garter,” “thread-the-needle,” “trip-the-baker,”
“tipcat,” and “shove-halfpenny,” for the carrying out of
which exciting and amusing games the juvenile population entirely
monopolise what spare strips of pavement there are. Trust on, be
not afraid, keep struggling; and it is five hundred to one that you
will eventually turn up Printing House Square, over against the
“Times” office. How ever the leviathan of the press manages to
breathe in this close, stifling, elbow-hampering neighbourhood, has
always puzzled me, and has puzzled, I daresay, a great many wiser
than I. How do the archbishops in their coaches and six (it is well
known that those gorgeous prelates write the leading articles, carrying
the necessary stationery in their mitres, and wiping their pens on their
black silk aprons—the B—p of O—x—d, however, always writes with
a pastoral crozier, dipped in milk and honey, or a lamb’s fleece—and
come down to the office at a quarter past nine every evening to correct
their proofs) contrive to squeeze their broad-shouldered equipages
through these bye-lanes? How can the sub-editor’s four-in-hand
pass, the city correspondent’s comfortable yellow chariot, nay, even
the modest broughams of the compositors? Why does not the
“Times” burst forth from the shell it has grown too large for, and
plant its standard on the hill of Ludgate, or by the side of Cheap,—if
it must needs be in the city? The area of Lincoln’s Inn Fields
would be perhaps the most suitable locality for a new office; but it is
indubitable that unless the “leading journal” retrogress and contract
its operation, they will have, some day, to pull down the choking
little nests of back-streets which surround and hem it in, even as they
had to pull down the wall of the dock, bodily, in order to let the
Great Britain steam-ship out.

What a contrast sequestered Printing House Square, with its old-fashioned
aspect, its quiet, dingy-looking houses, its clump of green
trees within a railing to the left, presents to the gurgling, gasping
neighbourhood which stands in such close propinquity to it! Here is
the great brainpan of journalism; the centre of newspaper activity,
the prefecture of police of the public press. Absolutely necessary is
it that it should be entirely a secret police, the “awful, shadowy,
irresponsible, and yet puissant we” should dominate over the columns
of the daily journal. Will a time ever come, I wonder, when a man
will sign his own articles in a newspaper; receive his reward for
honesty, his censure for tergiversation, from the public? Will a
strange day of revolution ever arrive, when the mystic “we” shall be
merged into the responsible, tax-paying, tangible, palpable, shootable,
suicidable, and kickable “I?” Perhaps never; perhaps such a consummation
would be disastrous. Old Cobbett, in one of his screeds of
passionate contempt in his “gridiron” paper the “Register,” once
said that he should like to have all the newspaper editors and correspondents
in London assembled in Hyde Park, in order that from
their personal appearance the public might judge by what a disreputable-looking
set of fellows they were hoodwinked and nose-led.
There would be no need to hold such a gathering in this scene-painting
age. Walk but into any fashionable photographic studio, and you
shall find all the “sommités” of the press neatly collectionised, and
stuck on pasteboard in the show-room portfolio; and if you entreat
the photographer’s pretty wife civilly, she will point out to you
Doctor Copperbolt of the “Thunderer,” and Bill Hornblower of the
“Penny Trumpet,” in their habit as they live.

Printing House Square is to me interesting at all times of the day
and night. In the afternoon, the dullest period of its existence, when
the compositors are gone away, the editors not come, the last number
of the last edition of the day’s sheet printed, and the mighty steam-engine
for a time hushed, I wander into its precincts often; make
some small pretexts of taking out a slip of paper, and wending my
way towards the advertising department; but soon retrace my steps,
and, to tell the truth, moon about the square in such a suspicious and
prowling manner, that if they kept any spoons on the premises, I should
most probably be ordered off by the compositor on duty. This was
Playhouse Yard too, once, was it—nay, is still; but where is the old
playhouse—the Globe Theatre, Blackfriars, if I mistake not? Not a
vestige, not a particle remains. The fourth estate has swallowed it
all up. The Press Dragon of Wantley has devoured everything; and
the “Times” seems omnipotent in its home by Puddle Dock. Look
over the door of the advertisement office. Above that portal is a
handsome marble slab, a votive tablet, in commemoration of a great
victory the “Times” once gained, not a legal victory, but one of
power and influence with the people, and especially with the commercial
community, by its exposure, anent the trial of Bogle v. Lawson,
of the most extensive and remarkable fraudulent conspiracy ever
brought to light in the mercantile world. The “Times” refused to
be reimbursed for the heavy costs with which its proprietors had been
saddled in defending the action brought by Mr. Bogle, a banker at
Florence, against the publisher of the “Times,” Mr. Lawson. But
a subscription, amounting to £2,700, had been raised, and this
handsome sum, which the “Times” proprietors refused to accept,
was at last laid out in the foundation of two scholarships at
Christ’s Hospital and the City of London School, for the benefit of
pupils of those institutions proceeding to the universities of Oxford
and Cambridge. Do you remember—are you old enough to remember—the
famous case of Bogle versus Lawson, reader? It would
take me five times the space I can spare for this paper to give you
even the outline of the history of the monstrous fraud from which that
action grew. Suffice it now to say, that Mr. Bogle had been mixed
up—it has been since established innocently—in the great continental
letter of credit forging system, invented, carried out, and pursued
with consummate success by an accomplished scoundrel, the Marquis
de Bourbel, who, when the felonious bubble at length burst, and the
fraud was detected, was in nowise cast down or abashed by that discovery
that had come, and the punishment that seemed imminent, but
with admirable strategy called in his outlying pickets of countesses,
actresses—demi-monde adventuresses—couriers, and sham English
milords, who had been scouring the Continent changing his forged
letters of credit, and, after the unutterable impudence of an appearance
in court during the “Times” trial, gracefully retired into
private life. I, the scribe, moi qui vous parle, have lived in the same
house with this great man. It was at a hairdresser’s shop in the
Regent’s Quadrant, and in an upper chamber of the house in question
did the gallant marquis, assisted by a distinguished countess, who had
formerly danced on stilts, and an English copper-plate engraver, work
off the proofs of his wicked paper money from the counterfeited
plates. I should like to know what became eventually of the Marquis
de Bourbel: whether his lordship was, in the ripeness of his time,
guillotined, garotted, hanged, or knouted. I go for Siberia and the
knout, for, from the peculiar conformation of his lordship’s character,
I don’t think it possible that he could have refrained for long from
forgery. We should have heard of him, I think, had he come to
grief in Western Europe; but Russian bank-notes are very easy to
forge, and Russian prisons and prisoners are seldom brought before
the public eye. They manage those little things better, and keep
them nice and cozy and quiet; and so I go for Siberia and the knout.

It is, however, as the shades of evening gather round the Cour
des Miracles which encompasses the “Times” office, that the scene
which it and the Square present becomes more interesting. For
early in the evening that giant steam-engine begins to throb, and, as
the hour advances, the monster is fed with reams on reams of stout
white paper, which he devours as though they were so many wafers.[1]
It gets late at Printing House Square; the sub-editors have been for
some time in their rooms; the ineffable mysteries of the “Times”—editors,
proprietors, cabinet ministers, lord chancellors, generals of the
Jesuits, for aught I know, have arrived from their clubs in broughams
and in cabs. Who shall tell? That stout good-humoured looking
gentleman with the umbrella and the ecclesiastical neckcloth, may be
the writer of the comic leading articles, just arrived with his copy.
No; he has vainly tried the door of the advertisement office, which
is closed. Perhaps he is only X. Y. Z., who, in the second column,
entreats P. Q. R. to return to his disconsolate parents; or the inventor
of some new tooth-powder with a Greek name, or the discoverer
of the “fourteen shilling trousers.” It is getting later, and
the windows of the great office are all blazing with gas. The steam-engine
not only throbs; it pants, it groans, it puffs, it snorts, it bursts
into a wild, clanging pæan of printing. Sub-editors are now hard at
work cutting down “flimsy,” ramming sheets of “copy” on files,
endlessly conferring with perspiring foremen. Ineffable mysteries (I
presume) are writing terribly slaughtering articles in carpeted rooms,
by the light of Argand lamps. Do they have cake and wine, I
wonder, in those rooms? Sherry and sandwiches, perhaps, and on
field-nights lobsters. It is getting later, but there is no sign of diminution
yet in the stream of cabs that drive into the Square. Every
one who is in debt, and every one who is in difficulties, and everybody
who fancies that he, or any friend, relation, or connection of his, has
a grievance, and can put pen to paper, four letters together in orthography
and four words in syntax, must needs write a letter to the
“Times;” and of the metropolitan correspondents of that journal, the
immense majority themselves bring their letters down to the office,
thinking, haply, that they might meet the editor standing “promiscuous”
on the door-step, and after some five minutes’ button-holding,
secure, irrevocably, the insertion of their communications. I don’t
at all envy the gentleman whose duty it is to open and read (do they
read them all?) the letters addressed to the editor of the “Times”.
What quires of insane complaints, on matters running from the misdelivery
of a letter to the misgovernment of India, from the iniquities
of the income-tax to an overcharge for a sandwich in a country inn,
that editor must have to wade through; what reams of silly compliments
about “your influential journal,” and “your world-known
paper,” he must have to read, and grin in his sleeve at! What a
multitudinous army, what a Persian host, these correspondents must
be! Who are they?—the anonymous ones—what are they like?
Who is “Verax?” who “Paterfamilias?” who “Indophilus?” who
“The London Scoundrel?” who “A Thirsty Soul?” When will Mr.
Herbert Watkins photograph me a collection of portraits of “Constant
Readers,” “Englishmen,” and “Hertfordshire Incumbents?”
Where is the incumbency of that brilliant writer? Who is “Habitans
in Sicco,” and how came he first to date from the “Broad Phylactery?”
and where does “Jacob Omnium” live when he is at
home? I should like to study the physiognomy of these inveterate
letter writers; to be acquainted with the circumstances which first
led them to put pen to paper in correspondence with the “Times;”
to know how they like to see themselves in print, and also how they
feel, when, as happens with lamentable frequency, their lucubrations
don’t get printed at all.
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It is getting later and later, oh! anxious waiters for to-morrow’s
news. The “Times” has its secrets by this time. State secrets,
literary secrets, secrets artistic and dramatic; secrets of robbery, and
fire, and murder—it holds them all fast now, admitting none to its
confidence but the Ineffables, the printers, and the ever-throbbing
steam-engine; but it will divulge its secrets to millions at five o’clock
to-morrow morning. Later and later still. The last report from the
late debate in the Commons has come in; the last paragraph of interesting
news, dropped into the box by a stealthy penny-a-liner, has
been eliminated from a mass of flimsy on its probation, and for the
most part rejected; the foreign telegrams are in type; the slaughtering
leaders glare in their “chases,” presaging woe and disaster to
ministers to-morrow; the last critic, in a white neckcloth, has hurried
down with his column and a-half on the last new spectacle at the
Princess’s; or has, which very frequently happens, despatched that
manuscript from the box at the “Albion,” where he has been snugly
supping, bidding the messenger hasten, and giving him to procure a
cab the sum of one extra shilling, which that messenger never by any
chance expends in vehicular conveyance, but runs instead with the
art-criticism, swift as the timid roe, so swift indeed, that policemen
are only deterred through chronic laziness from pursuing and asking
whether he hasn’t been stealing anything. By this time the “Times”
has become tight and replete with matter, as one who has dined well
and copiously. Nothing is wanting: city correspondence, sporting
intelligence, markets, state of the weather, prices of stocks and railway
shares, parliamentary summary, law and police reports, mysterious advertisements,
and births, deaths, and marriages. Now let the nations
wonder, and the conductors of the mangy little continental fly-sheets
of newspapers hide their heads in shame, for the “Times”—the
mighty “Times”—has “gone to bed.” The “forms,” or iron-framed and
wedged-up masses of type, are, in other words, on the machine; and, at
the rate of twelve thousand an hour, the damp broad sheets roll from the
grim iron instrument of the dissemination of light throughout the world.

At five o’clock a.m., the first phase of the publication of the
“Times” newspaper commences. In a large bare room—something
like the receiving ward of an hospital—with a pay counter at one end,
and lined throughout with parallel rows of bare deal tables, the “leading
journal” first sees the light of publicity. The tables are covered
with huge piles of newspapers spread out the full size of the sheet.
These are, with dazzling celerity, folded by legions of stout porters, and
straightway carried to the door, where cabs, and carts, and light express
phæton-like vehicles, are in readiness to convey them to the railway
stations. The quantity of papers borne to the carriages outside by the
stout porters seems, and truly is, prodigious; but your astonishment
will be increased when I tell you that this only forms the stock purchased
every morning by those gigantic newsagents, Messrs. Smith
and Son, of the Strand. As the largest consumers, the “Times”
naturally allows them a priority of supply, and it is not for a considerable
period after they have received their orders that the great body
of newsagents and newsvenders—the “trade,” as they are generically
termed—are admitted, grumbling intensely, to buy the number of
quires or copies which they expect to sell or lend that day. The
scene outside then becomes one of baffling noise and confusion. There
is a cobweb of wheeled vehicles of all sorts, from a cab to a hybrid
construction something between a wheelbarrow and a costermonger’s
shallow. There is much bawling and flinging, shoving, hoisting, pulling
and dragging of parcels; all the horses’ heads seem to be turned
the wrong way; everybody’s off-wheel seems locked in somebody else’s;
but the proceedings on the whole are characterised by much good-humour
and some fun. The mob of boys—all engaged in the news-trade—is
something wonderful: fat boys, lean boys, sandy-haired
and red-haired boys, tall boys and short boys, boys with red comforters
(though it is summer), and boys with sacks on their backs and
money-bags in their hands; boys with turn-down collars; and boys
whose extreme buttonedupness renders the fact of their having any
shirts to put collars to, turn-down or stuck-up, grievously problematical.
Hard-working boys are these juvenile Bashi-Bazouks of the
newspaper trade. And I am glad to observe, for the edification
of social economists, with scarcely an exception, very honest boys.
I don’t exactly say that they are trusted with untold gold, but of the
gold that is told, to say nothing of the silver and copper, they give a
generally entirely satisfactory account. At about half-past seven the
cohorts of newsvenders, infantry and cavalry, gradually disperse, and
the “Times” is left to the agonies of its second edition.

As you walk away from Printing House Square in the cool of the
morning, and reflect, I hope with salutary results, upon the busy scene
you have witnessed, just bestow one thought, and mingle with it a
large meed of admiration, for the man who, in his generation, truly
made the “Times” what it is now—John Walter, of Bearwood,
Member of Parliament. Foul-mouthed old Cobbett called him “Jack
Walters,” and him and his newspaper many ungenteel names, predicting
that he should live to see him “earthed,” and to “spit upon his
grave;” but he survived the vituperative old man’s coarse epithets.
He put flesh on the dry bones of an almost moribund newspaper. He,
by untiring and indomitable energy and perseverance, raised the circulation
of the “Times” twenty-fold, and put it in the way of attaining
the gigantic publicity and popularity which it has now achieved. It
is true that Mr. Walter realised a princely fortune by his connection
with the “Times,” and left to his son, the present Mr. John Walter,
M.P., a lion’s share in the magnificent inheritance he had created.
But he did much solid good to others besides himself. This brave old
pressman, who, when an express came in from Paris—the French
king’s speech to the Chambers in 1835—and when there were neither
contributors nor compositors to be found at hand, bravely took off his
coat, and in his shirt-sleeves first translated, and then, taking “a turn
at case,” proceeded to set up in type his own manuscript. Mr. Walter
was one of the pioneers of liberal knowledge; and men like him do
more to clear the atmosphere of ignorance and prejudice, than whole
colleges full of scholiasts and dialecticians.


SIX O’CLOCK A.M.—COVENT GARDEN MARKET.
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An Emperor will always be called Cæsar, and a dog “poor old
fellow,” in whatever country they may reign or bark, I suppose; and
I should be very much surprised if any men of Anglo-Saxon lineage,
from this time forward to the millennium, could build a new city in any
part of either hemisphere without a street or streets named after certain
London localities, dear and familiar to us all. There is a Pall Mall in
Liverpool, though but an unsavoury little thoroughfare, and a Piccadilly
in Manchester—a very murky, bricky street indeed, compared
with that unequalled hill of London, skirted on one side by the
mansions of the nobles, and on the other by the great green parks.
Brighton has its Bond Street—mutatus ab ille, certainly, being a
fourth-rate skimping little place, smelling of oyster-shells, sand, recently-washed
linen, and babies. I question not but in far-off
Melbourne and Sydney, and scarcely yet planned cities of the Bush,
the dear old names are springing up, like shoots from famous trees.
Antipodean legislators have a refreshment room they call “Bellamy’s;”
merchants in far-off lands have their “Lloyd’s;” there are coffee-houses
and taverns, thousands of miles away, christened “Joe’s,” and
“Tom’s,” and “Sam’s,” though the original “Joe,” the primeval
“Tom,” the first “Sam,” most bald-headed and courteous of old port-wine-wise
waiters, have long since slept the sleep of the just in quiet
mouldy London graveyards, closed years ago by the Board of Health.
On very many names, and names alone, we stamp esto perpetua; and
English hearts would ill brook the alteration of their favourite designations.
Long, long may it be, I hope, before the great Lord Mayor
of London shall be called the Prefect of the Thames, or the Secretary
of State for the Home Department be known as the Minister of the
Interior!

Foremost among names familiar to British mouths is Covent
Garden. The provincial knows it; the American knows it; Lord
Macaulay’s New Zealander will come to meditate among the moss-grown
arcades, when he makes that celebrated sketching excursion
we have so long been promised. To the play-goer Covent Garden is
suggestive of the glories of Kemble and Siddons; old book-a-bosom
studious men, who live among musty volumes, remember that Harry
Fielding wrote the “Covent Garden Journal;” that Mr. Wycherley
lived in Bow Street; and that Mr. Dryden was cudgelled in Rose
Street hard by. Politicians remember the fasti of the Westminster
election, and how Mr. Sheridan, beset by bailiffs on the hustings,
escaped through the churchyard. Artists know that Inigo Jones
built that same church of St. Paul, in compliance with the mandate of
his patron, the Earl of Bedford. “Build me a barn,” said the Earl.
Quoth Inigo, “My lord, I will build you the handsomest barn in
England;” and the church is in the market to this day, with its barn-like
roof, to see. Old stagers who have led jovial London lives, have
yet chuckling memories of how in Covent Garden they were wont to
hear the chimes at midnight in the days when they were eating their
terms, and lay over against the “Windmill” in Moorfields, and consorted
with the Bona Robas. Those days, Sir John Falstaff—those
days, Justice Shallow, shall return no more to you. There was the
“Finish,”—a vulgar, noisy place enough; but stamped with undying
gentility by the patronage of his late Royal Highness the Prince of
Wales. Great George “finished” in Covent Garden purlieus; Major
Hanger told his stories, Captain Morris sang his songs, there. In a
peaceable gutter in front of the “Finish,” Richard Brinsley Sheridan,
Esq., M.P., lay down overtaken in foreign wines, and told the guardian
of the night that his name was Wilberforce. A wild place, that
“Finish;” yet a better one than Great George’s other “Finish” at
Windsor, with the actress to read plays to him, the servants anxious
for him to quit the stage, that they might sell his frogged, furred coats,
and white kid pantaloons: the sorry end in a mean chair—unfriended,
unloved, save by hirelings deserted. When the Hope of England is
old enough to wear on his fair head the coronal and the three ostrich
feathers, will he patronise a “Finish?” shall we have another wild
young Prince and Poins, I wonder. To be sure, Mr. Thackeray tells
us that the young nobles of the present age have “Spratts” and the
“back kitchen” to finish up a night in; but, pshaw! the Hope of
England takes the chair at the Royal Institution to hear Mr. Faraday
lecture, and sits on the bench beside John Lord Campbell to see
rogues tried.

Covent Garden is a very chain, and its links are pleasant reminiscences.
They are somewhat dangerous to me, for my business is
not antiquarian, nor even topographical, just now; and I have but to
do with the sixth hour of the morning, and the vegetable market that
is held in the monks’ old garden. I will dismiss the noble house of
Bedford, though Covent Garden, &c., are the richest appanage of that
ducal entity—simply recording a wish that you or I, my friend, had
one tithe of the fat revenues that ooze from between the bricks of the
Bedford estate. You should not dig, nor I delve, then. We would
drink brown ale, and pay the reckoning on the nail, and no man for
debt should go to jail, that we could help, from Garryowen to glory.
I will say nothing to you of the old theatre: how it was burnt again
and again, and always re-appeared, with great success on the part of
Phœnix. Of Bow Street, even, will I be silent, and proffer nought of
Sir Richard Birnie, or that famed runner, Townsend. Nor of the
Garrick Club, in King Street, will I discourse; indeed, I don’t know
that I am qualified to say anything pertinent respecting that establishment.
I am not a member of the club; and I am afraid of the men
in plush, who, albeit aristocratic, have yet a certain “Garrick” look
about them, and must be, I surmise, the prosperous brothers of the
“green-coats” who sweep and water the stage, and pick up Sir
Anthony Absolute’s hat and crutch in the play. And scant dissertations
shall you have from me on those dim days of old, when Covent
Garden was in verity the garden of a convent; when matins and
vespers, complins and benedictions, were tinkled out in mellow tintinnabulations
through the leafy aisles of fruit trees; when my Lord
Abbot trod the green sward, stately, his signet-ring flashing in the
evening sun; and Brother Austin hated Friar Lawrence, and cursed
him softly as he paced the gravel walks demurely, his hands in his
brown sleeves, his eyes ever and anon cast up to count the peaches on
the wall. Solemn old conventual days, with shrill-voiced choir-boys
singing from breves and minims as big as latch-keys, scored in black
and red on brave parchment music-tomes. Lazy old conventual days,
when the cellarer brewed October that would give Messrs. Bass and
Allsopp vertigo; when the poor were fed with a manchet and stoup at
the gate, without seeking the relieving officer, or an order for the
stoneyard. Comfortable old days, when the Abbot’s venator brought
in a fat buck from Sheen or Chertsey, the piscator fresh salmon (the
water-drops looked like pearls on their silvery backs). Comfortable
old days of softly-saddled palfreys, venison pasties, and Malvoisie, sandalled
feet, and shaven crowns, bead-telling, and censor-swinging.
These were the days of the lazy monks in their Covent Garden.
Lazy! They were lazy enough to illuminate the exquisitely beautiful
missals and books of hours you may see in the British Museum; to
feed, and tend, and comfort the poor, and heal them when they were
sick; to keep art and learning from decay and death in a dark age; to
build cathedrals, whose smallest buttress shall make your children’s
children, Sir Charles Barry, blush; but they were the lazy monks—so
let us cry havoc upon them. They were shavelings. They didn’t
wash their feet, they aided and abetted Guy Fawkes, Ignatius Loyola,
and the Cardinal Archbishop of ——.

It is six o’clock on a glorious summer’s morning; the lazy monks
fade away like the shadows of the night, and leave me in Covent
Garden, and in high market. Every morning during the summer
may be called market morning; but in the winter the special mornings
are Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. It is a strange sight then
in the winter blackness to see the gas glimmering among huge piles
of vegetables hoisted high on carts, and slowly moving like Birnam
Woods coming to a Dunsinane of marketdom. When the snow is on
the ground, or when the rain it raineth, the glare of lights and black
shadows; the rushing figures of men with burdens; the great heaving
masses of baskets that are tumbled from steep heights; the brilliantly-lighted
shops in the grand arcade, where, winter or summer, glow the
oranges and the hot-house fruits and flowers; all these make up a
series of pictures, strange and sometimes almost terrible. There are
yawning cellars, that vomit green stuff; there are tall potato-sacks,
propped up in dark corners, that might contain corpses of murdered
men; there are wondrous masses of light and shade, and dazzling
effects of candlelight, enough to make old Schkalken’s ghost rise,
crayon and sketch-book in hand, and the eidolon of Paul Rembrandt
to take lodgings in the Piazza, over against the market.
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