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lying colonies. More populous than Rome ever was, her commissariat
gives her none of the worry that so complicated the politics of her pro-
totype. Seventy miles of beeves, ten abreast, stalk calmly every year
into her capacious maw. And it cries out for more and will not be ap-
peased with anything short of a corresponding tribute of sheep, pigs,
poultry, etc. by way of entremets. Statistics like these pass from the
arithmetical into the poetic, and approach the sublime. Hecatombs do
capital duty in the old epics, but what are hecatombs to suech nations
of live-stock as these? An army, said Napoleon or Wellington, or
both, travels on its belly. London equals in numbers and exceeds in
consumption forty armies larger than either of these generals had at
Waterloo. Fancy the commensurate receptacle! The mass oppresses
the imagination. Let us get from under it.

CHELS8EA, FROM THE RIVER.

A century or two ago, according to the doggerel of the time, when
the lord mayor and aldermen set out on their annual hunting excursion,
their route lay “ from Cheapside down by Fenchurch street, and so to
Aldgate Pump,” and soon found themselves, despite the tardy locomo-
tion of their fat Flemish horses, among the fields. From where we
set forth, two miles up the river, the eye can follow the current, mark
Where the maguificent Thames' Embankment carries elegance, atmo-
;I;here and health into the noisome tide-marshes that skirted their

unts,

On Westminster Bridge, the secoud of the name constructed within



