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¢ Well, Phil, time’s up | what about the thou-
sand dollars 27

“ Don’t bother, Harry ! T'll send you a check,
but who the mischief could have told that that
fellow would have gone and got himself shot ?”

‘“He is a brave man and worthy of his good
fortune. I say, Phil, Il tell you what I'll do
with your thousand dollars—TIll hand it over
to the fund for the RELIEF OF OUR GALLANT
VoLuNTEERS |

GOING TO SEE THE PANIC.
E extract the following amusing article on
U s& the recent panic in London from Chem-
bers's Journal.

What caviare is to the multitude, so is the
City Article of my matuiinal Times to me. Itis
less than nothing to me to read that Railways
are ¢ steady,’ or that Mines are ¢ firm ;' both state-
ments are contrary to my own experience as a
Traveller and an Observer; butI am aware that
the expressions are mectaphorical, and I donot
pry into their meaning. If, on the other hand,
the market is pronounced to be ¢ flat,” which cor-
roberates my knowledge of markets go far as it
goes, I am not thereby puffed up toimagine that
I understand the statement. When I possess
myself of the fact that ¢shoulders and offal (in
the Trade Report) are in larger supply, but not
so much wanted, it excites no astonishment
within me; it is true that I hate shoulders, and
as for offal, I have never heen reduced by ship-
wreck or other calamity to be in a position to
give an opinion, but then I am aware that there
are other people in the world—and especially in
the world of commerce—about whose taste I
know nothing ; I simply say ¢ Very good,’ with
the same trusting acquiescence with which I
learn that gutta-percha is ¢depressed’ or pig-
iron ¢lively.’ .

People with whom I mix donot talk ofsuch
things, and if they did, would only display their
ignorance. Not one of my ordinary associates
=—n0, not one—although many of them are very
funded, can tell me what consols mean by being
‘at 86] for delivery, and 85} ex div. for the

-account.” One would have thought “ex div.”
was Latin, but that it is not put in italic; and
as for the fractions—really running matters so
very fine as that seems to smack not a little of
pedantry. Nevertheless, I do not affect that
North American Indian indifference to all things
out of my special sphere that is professed by
some of my acquaintance; I have preserved,
thank goodness, my natural curiosity ; and when
the newspaper informed me, in another place
besides its ordinary commercial column, upon a
certain Friday in May, that there was a panicin
the City, I at once determined to go and see it.
I could not prevail upon any of my West-end
friends to accompany me ; one had to meeta pair
of sister-equestrians in Rotten Row, to ncither
of whom, being co-heiresses, he could Make up
his mind to propose, but was always wishing
himgelf a Mormon ; another was going to look
at a chestnut at Tattersall's; a third would not
have given up his daily rubber at the Portland
to see 8t. Paul's lit up from vaults to cupola. If
the Panic was anything worth seeing, they said,
I might depend upon it that it would come to
St. James’ Hall, or the Hanover Square Rooms,
in time.

This was annoying, because it necessitated the
expense of conveyance, instead, as usual, of my
using & friend's carriage. I am not rich myself,
but I am thankful to say that I am the only per-
fon in that position among my associatesy I
could have had a hind-seat on a drag to Rich-
mond, or have been accommodated (if I didn’t
mind sitting with my back to the horses) with a
place in a barouche to Greenwich that very day ;
but gince nobody could be prevailed upon to
turn his horses' heads, for my sake, towards the
Bank, I took a return-ticket to Farringdon Street
by the Metropolitan Railway. A very curious
affair is that under-ground line, and well worthy
of a visit from persons of condition. It seems,
however, to be exclusively used by the commer-
cial classes, and by various old ladies, who
keep their eyes shut long after they emerge from
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the tunnels, and arc entirely dependent upon
their fellow-travellers for discriminating the
ordinary stoppages of the train from alarming
accidents. Howerver, they and I had one little
peculiarity in common—we had neither of us
any distinct idea of where we ware going to, or
for wkat purpose.

“Mr. Brown,” explained one, moved to do 0
by that incompreliensible instinct which goads
unprotected females of a certain age to mak'c
confidants of the general public—¢ Mr Brown is
to meet me at Margate—no, Moorgate Strect
Station. If anything was to prevent him, gra-
cious knows what I should do. We are going
to the Royal Exchange, I believe, to draw my
dividends, of which I have given tliem warning.
He tells me there is not a moment to be lost.
What terrible times we live in, gentlemen!
Goodness, mercy on me, if here isu't another
tunnel ' One ancient dame was good enough to
attempt to explain to us, in detail, how her
grandfather made his money in DBubbles;
“Bubbles,” she said, ‘which were of a very
peculiar sort, and only to be procured in tl}c
South Seas.” This lady very ncarly put me in
an embarrassing position by asking my opinion,
as a man of business, of the pecuniary condition
of her Joint-stock Bank, of whicl, however, she
had fortunatcly forgotten the name. ¢ Downat
Bullock-Smithey,” said she,  cverybody isready
to swear by it. Lawyer Sharpshins always keeps
an account there; and ke's no fool, so you may
know what is thought of it.” “Pcrhaps,” ob-
served a sarcastic old gentleman upon my right,
taking the handle of his umbrella out of his
mouth, for the first time, in order to give point
to the observation—< perhaps he overdraws his
account, ma’am.”

“1 dare say he does, sir,” returned the lady
carnestly, “ for he is a very rich man; and yet
1 can’t help wishing, for nothing seems safe in
these times, that I was not a director.”

At these words, all the old gentlemen in the
carriage took the handles of their umbrellas out
of their mouths with onc consent,

¢« A director, ma’am—you surely are not on
the direction,” observed two or three.

#Q yes, gentlemen ; there’s no mistake about
that,” replied the lady with dignity, «I don’t
know what you mean by “on the direction,”
because, as I say, I've forgotten the adress ; but
Mr. Robinson, my brother-in-law's clerk, and a
very respectable young man, who is to meet me
at Alderman’s Gate, he will tell you all about
it. Wby, I have a matter of cight hundred
pounds—liere’s the exaet sum written in my
pocket-book, if you'd like to read it, for my cyes
ain't equal to it by this light—talk of gas, give
me candles say L any day of the weck, or least-
ways after dark. Well, if I've got near upon a
thousand pounds in abank, I suppose youw'll not
deny that I'm a dircctor.”

“She's a depositor,” observed the sarcastic
old gentleman testily ; ¢ of course, she’s a depo-
sitor.”

“What's he saying” ? inquired the female
capitalist, addressing herself to me. «If he
is saying anything disrespectful, I shall put
the matter into the hands of my brother-in-
law.”

“Idon’t think he meant anything objection-
able, madam,” returned I soothingly.

¢ Certainly not, ma'am,’ added her involun-
tary detractor with a chuckle; ¢ though if I
had called you a shareholder you might have had
some reason for objecting to it.”

“If you had ventured to use any impertinence,
sir, I should have complained to Mr. Robinson’s
clerk,” replied the lady; and so, to my greatre-
lief, the matter dropped.

It was certainly strange enough to uninitiated
ears to listen to the talk among the men during
thointervals of suction. What was ¢ going” and
what was “likely to go;” what had “stopped”
and what had “ gone,” which seemed to be con-
vertible terms; and, in particular, with reference
to these last misfortunes, how “every one with
balf an eye bad been aware of the rottenness of
the concern for these last six months.” It was
very like the conversation ef good male society
during the Derby week ; only, instead of horses
breaking down or getting ¢ scratched,” it wag

concerning joint-stock banks and discount-
houses. I ventured to inquire of one of these
worthies where was the best place, in bis opinion,
from which to see the Panic.

“You will see it everywhere,” said he, not
without some symptoms of irritation: ¢“but if
you are so exceedingly anxious, you had better
hire a window in Lombard Street.”

I thanked him very much; but having once
put that identical device into effect (with my
Lord Tom Noddy and others) upon the oceasion
of a certain public exhibition in the old Bailey,
and found it to be very cxpensive, I determined
to take my chance upon the pavement; perhaps
there would be cane-bottomed chairs on hire, or
other temporary elevations to stand upon, from
which the sight could be seen at a more reason-
able figure. I regret to say, however, that
neither by the authorities nor by private enter-
prise were any steps whatever taken to provide
for the general advantage in this respeet. The
City is certainly centuries behind the West End
in matters of civilisation. It is not generally
known that the Lord Mayor’s Feast is, with the
exception of turtle-soup, "a cold collation, yet
such i3 the humiliating fact. Nay, if you feel the
want of luncheon (as I did) while in this barba-
rous district, I am sure I don't know where a
gentleman is to find it. However, I am antici-
pating my difficulties. The first time [ caught
sight of the Panic was in a place culled Chieap-
side, opposite a clockmaker's of the name of
Bennett. It is true that the streets had been all
inconveniently full, and the crossing of them
attended with extreme peril; but that I have
read is always the case. A TFrench writer of
the day has even founded a theory to account
for the indomitable character of the British race
—*nation of shopkeepers” although they be—
upon the dangers to which they are daily expos-
ed from wheel and hoof. He calculates also the
pressure of the crowd in the neighbourhood of
Threadneedle Street, on dividend-days, as so
many pounds to the square inch, and thereby
cxplains our marvellous powers of endurance.
Itis a great mistake, he goes on to say, to sup-
pose that City-people are of sedentary habits:
the stockbrokers keep their hats on even in their
offices, so that they may be ready to rush out
and purchase stock at discount, or sell it ata
premium ; while the rest of the commercial public
amuse themselves at unequal but frequent inter-
vals in running on the banks. That was what
they were doing on that Friday when I went into
the City. At first, as I have said, I thought
that Mr. Bennett’s was a bank; but the crowd
had gathered in front of his establishment for no
other purpose thamr to see the figures over hig
great clock—symbolising, as I was informed,
“the small-hours”—come forth and strike the
quarters. No sooner had these proclaimedittwo
o'clock, than an echo within me replied, “ And
luncheon-time.” But I am a person (when once
roused) of an inflexible resolution, and I had as
yet seen nothing of the Panic. I bad heard,
however, enough and to spare. Every other
person who met or passed me was talking of
that, and nothing clse. The only countenances
which were not serious where those of the eross-
ing-sweepers, who keep all the money they pos-
sess where the monkeys hoard their ggngerbread
—in their mouths. It was a day of disgrace to
Dives, and Lazarus, cxempt from fear, was en.

- joying his rarc advantage.

“Got a fourpenny left, sir? Got a copper,
please, sir? Nothin’ but Overend and Gurney’s
paper, ch? Dearme!” It wasthe world turned
upside down, with a vengeance. Opposite the
great house, with its closed doors—so frequent
on their hinges a few hours ago—stood an enor-
mous gathering of people of all ranks, looking
at it with & strange sort of awe, as though it
were the palace of their kin, and he was lying
Dead there ; and to many of them so it doubtless
was.

But yesterday the word of Cemsar (or at least
his bond) might have stood against the world ;
now lay he there, and none so poor that he
would back his bill! ¢ Ten millions! That's a
hundred hundred thousand pounds,” whispered
one to his friend, in a hushed voice, as though
he were speaking of the virtues of Ysne great



