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In "Wacousta," John Richardson delves into the tumultuous period of early 19th-century Canada, weaving a tale that intricately blends historical fiction with gothic elements. Set against the backdrop of the War of 1812, the narrative follows the struggles between British settlers and Indigenous peoples, encapsulating themes of honor, betrayal, and the specter of colonialism. Richardson's prose is richly evocative, marked by a heightened emotional intensity that captures the chaotic landscape of conflict and cultural collision. The novel is notable not only for its gripping storyline but also for its exploration of identity and the complexities of the settler-Indigenous relationship, making it a seminal work within Canadian literature. John Richardson, often regarded as one of the first Canadian novelists, drew heavily from his own experiences as a soldier and a settler in Upper Canada. His personal encounters with Native peoples and the realities of frontier life imbue "Wacousta" with a sense of authenticity and depth that is rare for its time. Richardson's keen insights into the human psyche and the moral ambiguities of his characters reflect the broader societal tensions of a nation in the making. Recommended for readers interested in Canadian history, colonial narratives, and richly layered storytelling, "Wacousta" is a profound exploration of the interwoven destinies of diverse peoples. This novel invites reflection on themes that remain relevant today, offering a critical lens on the historical landscape of Canada that is both engaging and thought-provoking.
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In "Bernard Treves's Boots," Laurence Clarke expertly crafts a narrative that intertwines personal loss with profound philosophical inquiry, enveloping the reader in a richly textured literary experience. The novel unfolds in a post-industrial landscape, where the titular boots serve as a poignant symbol of memory, resilience, and the passage of time. Clarke employs a lyrical prose style, melding elements of realism with introspective musings, evoking the intricate interplay between the mundane and the metaphysical. This narrative is both a homage to lost traditions and a meditation on identity in a rapidly changing world, appealing to readers attuned to the complexities of contemporary life. Laurence Clarke, a noted figure in contemporary literature, draws on his own experiences growing up in an industrial town, which inform the evocative backdrop of the story. His keen insights into the human condition and the weight of history imbue his characters with authenticity. Clarke's previous works have explored themes of memory and belonging, and through "Bernard Treves's Boots," he continues his exploration of the deeply personal amidst broader existential concerns, establishing a dialogue with the reader about the significance of the past in shaping our present. This engaging novel is recommended for readers who appreciate literary works rich in symbolism and emotional depth. Clarke's ability to capture the nuances of human experience makes this book an essential read for those seeking a reflective journey that resonates with both heart and intellect, situating it firmly among contemporary literary achievements.
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In "The Claw," Cynthia Stockley presents a gripping narrative set against the background of the early 20th-century American South, weaving themes of ambition, betrayal, and the struggle for identity. The novel employs a richly descriptive literary style that highlights the vivid landscapes and complex characters, forging an emotional connection with readers. Stockley's work is deeply rooted in the Southern literary tradition, echoing the works of contemporaries while also breaking new ground in its exploration of racial tensions and personal aspirations following the Reconstruction era. Cynthia Stockley, a prominent figure in early 20th-century literature, was an author and playwright, whose own experiences navigating a male-dominated literary scene informed her astute portrayals of women's struggles and aspirations. Born and raised in Louisiana, Stockley's upbringing immersed her in the rich tapestry of Southern culture, prompting her to reflect on and critique the societal norms of her time through her writing. Her own journey of overcoming societal expectations is mirrored in her characters, lending authenticity and depth to her storytelling. I highly recommend "The Claw" to readers interested in a profound exploration of Southern life and identity. Stockley's compelling prose, combined with her insightful character development, invites readers into a world where ambition collides with societal constraints, making for a thought-provoking and unforgettable reading experience.
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In "Jinny the Carrier," Israel Zangwill crafts a poignant narrative that intertwines themes of identity, societal expectation, and resilience. Set against the vibrant backdrop of East London's immigrant community at the turn of the 20th century, the novel's lyrical prose and vivid characterizations bring to life the struggles of Jinny, a young Jewish girl who navigates a world rife with challenges. Zangwill's use of dialect and colloquialism adds depth to the characters, while his keen social commentary reflects the often overlooked complexities of working-class life and the immigrant experience during this transformative period in British history. Israel Zangwill, born in 1864, was a pivotal figure of his time, embodying the immigrant narrative that defines much of early 20th-century literature. His own experiences as the son of Jewish immigrants from Lithuania deeply influenced his work, fostering a strong sense of empathy towards marginalized communities. Zangwill was not only an accomplished writer but also an outspoken social reformer, advocating for the rights of Jews and immigrants, which is vividly echoed throughout "Jinny the Carrier." This novel is highly recommended for readers seeking a rich exploration of cultural identity and the human spirit's resilience in the face of adversity. Zangwill's compelling storytelling offers not only an engaging fictional experience but also a critical reflection on the historical context that shaped so many lives. For those interested in literature that marries social commentary with heartfelt storytelling, "Jinny the Carrier" is an essential addition to their reading list.
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In "The Quest," Pío Baroja weaves a complex narrative that captures the existential dilemmas faced by his characters amid the backdrop of early 20th-century Spain. Drawing on the literary style of modernism, Baroja's prose is imbued with a vivid, introspective quality that allows readers to delve deeply into the psyche of his protagonists. The quest motif serves as both a literal and metaphorical exploration of identity and purpose, reflecting the broader disillusionment prevalent in European literature following the Great War. Through rich symbolism and a contemplative tone, Baroja examines the struggles against societal norms while embracing the search for personal meaning. Pío Baroja, a key figure of the Generation of '98, was profoundly influenced by the socio-political turmoil of his time and his own experiences as a doctor, writer, and ardent believer in individualism. His exposure to diverse philosophies and literary movements enriched his narrative style, infusing "The Quest" with insights into the human condition. Baroja's keen observations of life and an inherent empathy for his characters make this novel a reflection of his deep engagement with the challenges of modern existence. For readers seeking a profound exploration of the complexities of life, "The Quest" stands as a compelling read. Baroja's ability to blend psychological depth with social commentary invites readers to reflect on their own quests for meaning. In a world rife with existential questions, this novel remains a timeless testament to the struggles of humanity and is highly recommended for those who appreciate literature that challenges and inspires.
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It was past the mid of a summer night in the old Jago. The narrow street was all the blacker for the lurid sky; for there was a fire in a further part of Shoreditch, and the welkin was an infernal coppery glare. Below, the hot heavy air lay, a rank oppression, on the contorted forms of those who made for sleep on the pavement: and in it, and through it all, there rose from foul earth and grimed walls a close, mingled stink—the odour of the Jago. 


From where, off Shoreditch High Street, a narrow passage, set across with posts, gave menacing entrance on one end of Old Jago Street, to where the other end lost ​itself in the black beyond Jago Row; from where Jago Row began south at Meakin Street, to where it ended north at Honey Lane; there the Jago, for one hundred years the blackest pit in London, lay and festered; and half way along Old Jago Street a narrow archway gave upon Jago Court, the blackest hole in all that pit.


A square of two hundred and fifty yards or less—that was all there was of the Jago. But in that square the human population swarmed in thousands. Old Jago Street, New Jago Street, Half Jago street lay parallel, east and west; Jago Row at one end and Edge Lane at the other lay parallel also, stretching north and south: foul ways all. What was too vile for Kate Street, Seven Dials, and Ratcliff Highway in its worst day, what was too useless, incapable and corrupt—all that teemed in the Old Jago.


Old Jago Street lay black and close under the quivering red sky; and slinking ​forms, as of great rats, followed one another quickly between the posts in the gut by the High Street, and scattered over the Jago. For the crowd about the fire was now small, the police was there in force, and every safe pocket had been tried. Soon the incursion ceased, and the sky, flickering and brightening no longer, settled to a sullen flush. On the pavement some writhed wearily, longing for sleep; others, despairing of it, sat and lolled, and a few talked. They were not there for lack of shelter, but because in this weather repose was less unlikely in the street than within doors; and the lodgings of the few who nevertheless abode at home were marked, here and there, by the lights visible from the windows. For in this place none ever slept without a light, because of three sorts of vermin that light in some sort keeps at bay: vermin which added to existence here a terror not to be guessed by the unafflicted, who object to being told of it. ​For on them that lay writhen and gasping on the pavement; on them that sat among them; on them that rolled and blasphemed in the lighted rooms; on every moving creature in this, the Old Jago, day and night, sleeping and waking, the third plague of Egypt, and more, lay unceasing. 


The stifling air took a further oppression from the red sky. By the dark entrance to Jago Court a man arose, flinging out an oath, and sat with his head bowed in his hands. 


"Ah-h-h-h-," he said. "I wish I was dead: an' kep' a cawfy shop." He looked aside from his hands to his neighbours, but Kiddo Cook's idea of heaven was no new thing, and the sole answer was a snort from a dozing man a yard away. 


Kiddo Cook felt in his pocket and produced a pipe and a screw of paper. "This is a bleed'n' unsocial sort o' evenin' party, this is," he said. "An' 'ere's the on'y real toff in the mob with 'ardly 'arf a  ​pipe-full left, an' no lights. D' y' 'ear, me lord"—leaning toward the dozing neighbour—"got a match?"


"Go t' 'ell!"


"O, wot 'orrid langwidge! It's shockin', blimy. Arter that y' ought to find me a match. Come on."


"Go t' 'ell!"


A lank, elderly man, who sat with his back to the wall, pushed up a battered tall hat from his eyes, and, producing a box of matches, exclaimed "Hell? And how far's that? You're in it!" He flung abroad a bony hand, and glanced upward. Over his forehead a greasy black curl dangled and shook, as he shuddered back against the wall. "My God, there can be no hell after this!"


"Ah," Kiddo Cook remarked, as he lit his pipe in the hollow of his hands, "that's a comfort, Mr. Beveridge, any 'ow." He returned the matches, and the old man, tilting his hat forward, was silent.


 ​A woman, gripping a shawl about her shoulders, came furtively along from the posts, with a man walking in her tracks—a little unsteadily. He was not of the Jago, but a decent young workman, by his dress. The sight took Kiddo Cook's idle eye, and when the couple had passed, he said meditatively: "There's Billy Leary in luck agin; 'is missis do pick 'em up's' 'elp me. I'd carry the cosh meself if I'd got a woman like 'er."


Cosh-carrying was near to being the major industry of the Jago. The cosh was a foot length of iron rod, with a knob at one end and a hook (or a ring) at the other. The craftsman, carrying it in his coat sleeve, waited about dark staircase corners till his wife (married or not) brought in a well-drunken stranger; when, with a sudden blow behind the head, the stranger was happily coshed, and whatever was found on him, as he lay insensible, was the profit on the transaction. In the hands of ​capable practitioners this industry yielded a comfortable subsistence for no great exertion. Most, of course, depended on the woman: whose duty it was to keep the other artist going in subjects. There were legends of surprising ingatherings achieved by wives of especial diligence: one of a woman who had brought to the cosh some six-and-twenty on a night of public rejoicing. This was, however, a story years old, and may have been no more than an exemplary fiction designed, like a Sunday School book, to convey a counsel of perfection to the dutiful matrons of the Old Jago.


The man and woman vanished in a doorway near the Jago Row end, where, for some reason, dozers were fewer than about the portal of Jago Court. There conversation flagged, and a broken snore was heard. It was a quiet night, as quietness was counted in the Jago; for it was too hot for most to fight in that stifling ​air—too hot to do more than turn on the stones and swear. Still, the last hoarse yelps of a combat of women came intermittently from Half Jago Street, in the further confines.


In a little while something large and dark was pushed forth from the door-opening near Jago Row, which Billy Leary's spouse had entered. The thing rolled over and lay tumbled on the pavement, for a time unnoticed. It might have been yet another would-be sleeper, but for its stillness. Just such a thing it seemed, belike, to two that lifted their heads and peered from a few yards off, till they rose on hands and knees and crept to where it lay—Jago rats, both. A man it was; with a thick smear across his face, and about his head the source of the dark trickle that sought the gutter deviously over the broken flags. The drab stuff of his pockets peeped out here and there in a crumpled bunch, and his waistcoat gaped where the ​watch-guard had been. Clearly, here was an uncommonly remunerative cosh—a cosh so good that the boots had been neglected, and remained on the man's feet. These the kneeling two unlaced deftly, and, rising, prize in hand, vanished in the deeper shadow of Jago Row.


A small boy, whom they met full tilt at the corner, staggered out to the gutter and flung a veteran curse after them. He was a slight child, by whose size you might have judged his age at five. But his face was of serious and troubled age. One who knew the children of the Jago, and could tell, might have held him eight, or from that to nine.


He replaced his hands in his trousers pockets and trudged up the street. As he brushed by the coshed man he glanced again toward Jago Row, and, jerking his thumb that way, "Done 'im for 'is boots," he piped. But nobody marked him till he reached Jago Court, when old Beveridge, ​pushing back his hat once more, called sweetly and silkily, "Dicky Perrott!" and beckoned with his finger.


The boy approached, and as he did so the man's skeleton hand suddenly shot out and gripped him by the collar. "It-never-does-to-see-too-much!" Beveridge said, in a series of shouts, close to the boy's ear. "Now go home," he added in a more ordinary tone, with a push to make his meaning plain: and straightway relapsed against the wall.


The boy scowled and backed off the pavement. His ragged jacket was coarsely made from one much larger, and he hitched the collar over his shoulder as he slunk toward a doorway some few yards on. Front doors were used merely as firewood in the Old Jago, and most had been burnt there many years ago. If, perchance, one could have been found still on its hinges it stood ever open, and probably would not shut. Thus at night the Jago doorways ​were a row of black holes, foul and forbidding.


Dicky Perrott entered his hole with caution, for anywhere, in the passage and on the stairs, somebody might be lying drunk, against whom it would be unsafe to stumble. He found nobody, however, and climbed and reckoned his way up the first stair-flight with the necessary regard for the treads that one might step through and the rails that had gone from the side. Then he pushed open the door of the first-floor back and was at home.


A little heap of guttering grease, not long ago a candle end, stood and spread on the mantel-piece, and gave irregular light from its drooping wick. A thin-railed iron bedstead, bent and staggering, stood against a wall, and on its murky coverings a half-dressed woman sat and neglected a baby that lay by her grieving and wheezing. The woman had a long dolorous face, empty of expression and weak of mouth.


 ​"Where 'a' you bin, Dicky?" she asked, rather complaining than asking. "It's sich low hours for a boy."


Dicky glanced about the room. "Got anythink to eat?" he asked.


"I dunno," she answered listlessly. "P'r'aps there's a bit o' bread in the cupboard. I don't want nothin', it's so 'ot. An' father ain't been 'ome since tea-time."


The boy rummaged and found a crust. Gnawing at this he crossed to where the baby lay. "'Ullo, Looey," he said, bending and patting the muddy cheek. "'Ullo!"


The baby turned feebly on its back, and set up a thin wail. Its eyes were large and bright, its tiny face was piteously flea-bitten and strangely old. "Wy, she's 'ungry, mother," said Dicky Perrott, and took the little thing up. He sat on a small box and rocked the baby on his knees, feeding it with morsels of chewed bread. The mother, dolefully inert, looked on and said: "She's that ​backward I'm quite wore out; more'n ten months old an' don't even crawl yut. It's a never-endin' trouble, is children."


She sighed, and presently stretched herself on the bed. The boy rose, and carrying his little sister with care, for she was dozing, essayed to look through the grimy window. The dull flush still spread overhead, but Jago Court lay darkling below, with scarce a sign of the ruinous back yards that edged it on this and the opposite sides, and nothing but blackness between.


The boy returned to his box, and sat. Then he said, "I don't's'pose father's 'avin' a sleep outside, eh?"


The woman sat up with some show of energy. "Wot?" she said sharply. "Sleep out in the street like them low Ranns an' Learys? I should 'ope not. It's bad enough livin' 'ere at all an' me being used to different things once, an' all. You ain't seen 'im outside, 'a've ye?"


"No, I ain't seen 'im; I jist looked in ​the court." Then after a pause, "I 'ope 'e's done a click," the boy said.


His mother winced. "I dunno wot you mean, Dicky," she said, but falteringly. "You—you're gittin' that low an'—"


"Wy, copped somethink, o' course. Nicked somethink. You know."


"If you say sich things as that I'll tell 'im wot you say, an' 'e'll pay you. We ain't that sort o' people, Dicky, you ought to know. I was alwis kep' respectable an' straight all my life, I'm sure, an'—"


"I know. You said so before, to father—I 'eard: wen 'e brought 'ome that there yuller prop—the necktie pin. Wy, where did 'e git that? 'E ain't 'ad a job for munse an' munse; where's the yannups come from wot's bin for to pay the rent, an' git the toke, an' milk for Looey? Think I dunno? I ain't a kid; I know."


"Dicky, Dicky! you mustn't say sich things!" was all the mother could ​find to say, with tears in her slack eyes. "It 's wicked an'—an' low. An' you must alwis be respectable an' straight, Dicky, an' you'll get on then."


"Straight people 's fools, I reckon. Kiddo Cook says that, an' 'e 's as wide as Broad Street. Wen I grow up I'm goin' to git toff's close an' be in the 'igh mob. They does big clicks."


"They git put in a dark prison for years an' years, Dicky,—an'—an' if you 're sich a wicked low boy, father 'll give you the strap—'ard," the mother returned, with what earnestness she might. "Gimme the baby an' you go to bed; go on, 'fore father comes."


Dicky handed over the baby, whose wizen face was now relaxed in sleep, and slowly disencumbered himself of the ungainly jacket, staring at the wall in a brown study. "It 's the mugs wot git took," he said, absently. "An' quoddin ain't so bad." Then, after a pause, he turned and ​added suddenly: "S'pose father 'll be smugged some day, eh, mother?" 


His mother made no reply, but bent languidly over the baby with an indefinite pretence of settling it in a place on the bed. Soon Dicky himself, in the short and ragged shirt he had worn under the jacket, burrowed head first among the dingy coverings at the foot, and protruding his head at the further side took his accustomed place crosswise at the extreme end. 


The filthy ceiling lit and darkened by fits as the candle-wick fell and guttered to its end. He heard his mother rise and find another fragment of candle to light by its expiring flame, but he lay still wakeful. After a time he asked: "Mother, why don't you come to bed?" 


"Waiting for father. Go to sleep." 


He was silent for a little. But brain and eyes were wide awake, and soon he spoke again. "Them noo 'uns in the ​front room," he said. "Ain't the man give 'is wife a 'idin 'ut?"


"No."


"Nor yut the boy—'umpty-backed un?"


"No."


"Seems they're mighty pertickler. Fancy theirselves too good for their neighbours; I 'eard Pigeony Poll say that; on'y Poll said—"


"You mustn't never listen to Pigeony Poll, Dicky. Ain't you 'eard me say so? Go to sleep. 'Ere comes father."


There was, indeed, a step on the stairs, but it passed the landing and went on to the top floor. Dicky lay awake, but silent, gazing upward and back through the dirty window just over his head. It was very hot, and he fidgeted uncomfortably, fearing to turn or toss lest the baby should wake and cry. There came a change in the hue of the sky, and he watched the patch within his view, until the red seemed to ​gather in spots and fade a spot at a time. Then at last there was a tread on the stairs that stayed at the door, and father had come home. Dicky lay still, and listened.


"Lor, Josh, where ye bin?" Dicky heard his mother say. "I'm almost wore out a-waitin'."


"Awright, awright"—this in a hoarse grunt, little above a whisper—"Got any water up 'ere? Wash this 'ere stick."


There was a pause, wherein Dicky knew his mother looked about her in vacant doubt as to whether or not water was in the room. Then a quick, undertoned scream, and the stick rattled heavily on the floor. "It's sticky!" his mother said. "O, my Gawd, Josh, look at that—an' bits o' 'air, too!" The great shadow of an open hand shot up across the ceiling, and fell again. "O, Josh! O, my Gawd! You ain't, 'ave ye? Not—not—not that?"


 ​"Not wot? Gawblimy, not wot? Shutcher mouth. If a man fights you're got to fight back, ain'cher? Anyone 'ud think it was a murder, to look at ye. I ain't sich a damn fool as that. 'Ere, pull up that board." 


Dicky knew the loose floor-board that was lifted with a slight groaning jar. It was to the right of the hearth, and he had shammed sleep when it had been lifted once before. His mother whimpered and cried quietly. "You'll git in trouble, Josh," she said. "I wish you'd git a reg'lar job, Josh, like wot you used—I do—I do."


The board was shut down again. Dicky Perrott, through one opened eye, saw the sky, a pale grey above, and hoped the click had been a good one; hoped also that it might bring bullock's liver for dinner. 




Out in the Jago the pale dawn brought a cooler air and a chance of sleep. From the paving of Old Jago street sad ​grey faces, open-mouthed, looked upward as from the Valley of Dry Bones. Down by Jago Row the coshed subject, with the blood dry on his face, felt the colder air and moved a leg. 
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Three quarters of a mile east of the Jago's outermost limit was the East End Elevation Mission and Pansophical Institute: such was the amazing success whereof, that a new wing had been built, and was now to be declared open by a Bishop of great eminence and industry. 


The triumphs of the East End Elevation Mission and Pansophical Institute were known and appreciated far from East London, by people who knew less of that part than of Asia Minor. Indeed, they were chiefly appreciated by these. There were kept, perpetually on tap for the aspiring East Ender, the Higher Life, the Greater Thought, and the Wider Humanity: with other radiant abstractions, mostly in the comparative degree; specifics all for the manufacture of the Superior ​Person. There were many Lectures given on still more subjects. Pictures were borrowed and shewn, with revelations to the Uninformed of the morals ingeniously concealed by the painters. The Uninformed were also encouraged to debate and to produce papers on literary and political matters, while still unencumbered with the smallest knowledge thereof: for the Enlargement of the Understanding and the Embellishment of the Intellect. And there were classes, and clubs, and newspapers, and games of draughts, and musical evenings, and a brass band, whereby the life of the Hopeless Poor might be coloured, and the Misery of the Submerged alleviated. The wretches who crowded to these benefits were tradesmen's sons, small shopkeepers and their families, and neat clerks, with here and there a smart young artisan of one of the especially respectable trades. They freely patronised the clubs, the musical evenings, ​the brass band, and the bagatelle board; and those who took themselves seriously debated and Mutually-Improved with pomp. Others, subject to savage fits of wanting-to-know, made short rushes at random evening classes, with intervals of disgusted apathy. Altogether, a number of decently-dressed and mannerly young men passed many evenings at the Pansophical Institute in harmless pleasures, and often with an agreeable illusion of intellectual advance.


Other young men, more fortunately circumstanced, with the educational varnish fresh and raw upon them, came from afar, equipped with a foreign mode of thought and a proper ignorance of the world and the proportions of things, as Missionaries. Not without some anxiety to their parents, they plunged into the perilous deeps of the East End, to struggle—for a fortnight—with its suffering and its brutishness. So they went among the tradesmen's sons ​and the shopmen, who endured them as they endured the nominal subscription and they came away with a certain relief, and with some misgiving as to what impression they had made, and what they had done to make it. But it was with knowledge and authority that they went back among those who had doubted their personal safety in the dark region. The East End, they reported, was nothing like what it was said to be. You could see much worse places up West. The people were quite a decent sort, in their way: shocking Bounders, of course, but quite clean and quiet, and very comfortably dressed, with ties and collars and watches.


But the Missionaries were few, and the subscribers to the Elevation Mission were many. Most had been convinced, by what they had been told, by what they had read in charity appeals, and perhaps by what they had seen in police-court and inquest reports, that the whole East End ​was a wilderness of slums; slums packed with starving human organisms, without minds and without morals, preying on each other alive. These subscribers visited the Institute by twos and threes, on occasions of particular festivity among the neat clerks, and were astonished at the wonderful effects of Pansophic Elevation on the degraded classes, their aspect and their habits. Perhaps it was a concert where nobody was drunk; perhaps a little dance, where nobody howled a chorus, nor wore his hat, nor punched his partner in the eye. It was a great marvel, whereunto the observers testified: so that more subscriptions came, and the new wing was built. 


The afternoon was bright, and all was promising. A small crowd of idlers hung about the main door of the Institute and stared at a string of flags. Away to the left stood the new wing, a face of fair, clean brick; the ornamentation, of approved earnestness, in terra-cotta squares at  ​regular intervals. Within sat many friends and relations of the shopmen and superior mechanics, and waited for the Bishop, the Eminences of the Elevation Mission sitting apart on the platform. Without, among the idlers, waited Dicky Perrott. His notions of what was going on were indistinct; but he had a belief, imbibed through rumour and tradition, that all celebrations at such large buildings were accompanied by the consumption, in the innermost recesses, of cake and tea. Even to be near cake was something. In Shoreditch High Street was a shop where cake stood in the window in great slabs, one slab over another, to an incalculable value. At this window—against it, as near as possible, his face flattened white—Dickey would stand till the shop-keeper drove him off; till he had but to shut his eyes to see once more, in the shifting black, the rich yellow sections with their myriad raisins. Once a careless errand boy, who had bought a ​slice, took so clumsy a bite as he emerged that near a third of the whole piece broke and fell; and this Dickey had snatched from the paving and bolted with ere the owner quite saw his loss. This was a superior sort of cake, at a penny. But once he had managed to buy himself a slice of an inferior sort for a half-penny in Meakin Street. 
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