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lying always ready for the other Romantics who
shared the place with him, and played the

Porthos and the Aramis with a noble scorn for

the nineteenth century. There v/as the whole
jolly crowd that clapped Ilernani into fame,

and lasted bravely on through Murger's day

—

Murgcr, with his Scenes de la Vie de Boheme,
and his melancholy verdict, " Bohemia is the

preface to the Academy, the Hospital, or the

Morgue."
And now, to-day, in this London Bohemia

of ours, whose existence is denied by the

ignorant, all these diflferent atmospheres arc

blended into as many colours as the iridescence

of a street gutter. Our Villons do not perhaps
kill people, but they are not without their

tavern brawls. They still live and write poetry

in the slums. One of the best books of verse

published in recent years was dated from a doss-

house in the Marshalsea. Our Petrus Borels,

our Gautiers, sighing still for more free and
spacious times, come fresh from Oxford or

Cambridge, write funny sonnets lamenting the

age of Casanova, and, in a pleasant, harmless

way, do their best to imitate him. Our Rey-
noldses are mad over football, and compose
verse and prose upon the cricket field. Our
Romantics strut the streets in crimson sashes,

carry daggers for their own delight, and fence

and box and compose extravagant happy tales.
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