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one, but all in a body and at once. A sedate electrician

somewhere in a back office touches a sprmg-and be-

hold ! from one end to another of the city, from east to

west from the Alexandra to the Crystal Palace, there is

lieht! Fiat Lux, says the sedate electrician. What a

spectacle, on some clear, dark nightfall, from the edge o

Hampstead Hill, when in a moment, in the twinkling of

an eye the design of the monstrous city flashes into vision

-a glittering hieroglyph many square miles in extent;

and when, to borrow and aebase an image, all the even-

ing street lamps burst together into song! Such is the

spectacle of the future, preluded the other day by the

experiment in Pall Mall. Star-rise by electncity, the

most romantic flight of civilisation ; the ccupensatory

benefit for an innumerable array of factories and bankers

clerks To the artistic spirit exercised about Thirimere,

here is a crumb of consolation; consolatory, at least, to

such of them as look out upon the world through seeing

eyes, and contentedly accept beauty where it comes.

But the conser^•ativc, while lauding progress, is ever

timid of innovation ; his is the hand upheld to counsel

pause ; his is the signal advising slow advance. The

word electricity now sounds the note of danger. In Pans,

at the mouth of the Passage des Princes, in the place

before the Opera portico, and in the Rue Drouot at the

Fimro office, a new sort of urban star now shines out

nightly, horrible, unearthly, obnoxious to the human

eye; a lamp for a nightmare! Such a light as this

should shine only on murders and public cnme. or along

the corridors of lunatic asylums, a hon-or to heighten

horror. To look at it only one. is to fall in Ic e with

cas which gives a warm domestic radiance fit to eat by.

Ma!nkind, you would have thought, might have remamed


