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and Best House in the Nélghborhood for Cord
and Cloth Clothing of every description,

THE CHAMPION OF ENGLAND SLAP-UP-
TOG AND QUT-AND-QUT KICKSIES

SUILDER,
g&;:shthe chance of putting his castomers awake
not Ioe bas just made his escape from Canada,
dose Tgetling to clap his mawleys on & rare
o tuOf 8tuff; but on his return home was stunned
ture r‘:me agalnst one of the Tip-top Manufac-
cut by of Manchester, who had stuck to the gilt,
in Es lucky from his drum, and about vamous-
a % ‘3 to the Swan-Stream, leaving behind him
hmh“&ble Stock of Moleskins, Cords, Velveteens,
and hes' Doeskins, Box-Cioths, Pllots, &ec. &o.,
o aving the ready in his kick, grabbed the
no Ce, stepped home with the swag, and bis
T W safely landed at his crib; he can turn eut
lnogery very slap-up, to lick all the Slop shops
'::e Neighborhood, at the followiag low prices

—f

R’EADY GILT~—TICK BEING NO GO :

- Upper Benjamins, built on & downy plan, a
Bugt. h to halt.a-finnuff, Proper-cut, Logs, for
sus ness or Pleasure, turned out slap, 1 poand
n{:ﬁakmz or Lounging Togs, at any price you
o Me. Fanoy Sleeve Blue Plush, Pilot or Box-
F(’th Vests, cut saucy, a oouter; Black or
romy Vests, made to flash the dicky ortight up

and the scrag, from six and a tanner; Ditto

o Bealskin, Buckskin, Doeskin, Moleskin,

Takin, Chamoiskin, or any other skin, made
bt %rdt_ar at € hours’ notice. Pair of Kerseymere
.~ ancy Doeskin Kicksles, any color, cut peg-

P, half-tights, or to drop down over the trot-
ml‘s, from nine and a tannerto 21 bob ; Double-
Ulled Drab or Plum Box, built in the Melton.
W<>wbmy style (by men) at four-and twenty bob;
vem‘sted or Bedford Cords in every color, cut
ofr-V 8lap, with the artful dodge, & canary ; Pair
MxOm.-ar.mi-out Cords, bullt very serious, from
omt bob and g kick, upwards ; Rare Fanoy Cords,
P awtu]ly loud, 9 times ; Pair or Bang-up or

onstitution Cords, 14 and a half; Pair of Me-
dﬁskins, any color, bullt hanky-spanky, with g
t‘;mble fakement down Lhe sides and artful but-

08 at the bottom, half a monarch ; Out-and-
0ut Black Doe Trousers, which stun all comers,
made to measure In any style, 14 and a tanner.
t‘hBewaAre of the Worthless Imitations made by
- the Roughs at the same price.

o Liveries, Mud Pipes, Knee Caps, and Trotter

as8es built very low. -

Nc‘:t sl..'aarge Assortment of Caps to fit all sorts of

A decent allowance made to Seedy Swells,

Tea-Kettle Purgers, - Quill Drivers, Mushroom

Fakers, Counter J umpérs, Organ Grinders,

Bruisers, oy AT

Collar, oNa B

and Flunkeys out of

Shallow Toves, See Sallors, or Fellows on the
High-fiy rigged out on the shortest notice. b

Kid's Clothing of every description kept ready-
made or made to measure.

Gentlemen finding their own Broady can be
accommodated.

‘““That’s his way of advertising, Tony,” said
Stocks. «Very good way it is, too, consider-
ing the nelghborhood. Whitechapel people ra-
ther like to be thought a bit ¢ ly,’ and he seems
to know it. We aln’t above five minutes from
the Alfred now ; best chuck away the stump of
cigar. Down here!”
ndwe diverged into a narrow dirty thorough-
fare of wretched little one-story houses, the oc-
Cupants of which seemed to have devoted them-
Selves almost exclusively to shoe-binding, cob-
bling, artificlal-fower' making and mangling—
though were the linen came from that required
mangling was a mystery indeed.

At the door of one of these habitations loung-
el a somewhat untidy and unwashed gentloman

shirt.sleeves none of the cleanest. He was

sweet commune with a kindred spirit

In the chimney.sweeping line, and they seemed

sther to have arTived at a mutual agreement
Pon gome point; for as we approached,. he ot
he ghirt-sieeves turned lazily and unsteadily

:;)::t.i, and yelled up the passage of his man.

“Blll.ea!”

“Ullo-0-0 ! ” from the far end of the passage.

“Kim ’ere ! Look sharp!”

Bill.ee appeared 1n person fortliwith,

“ Bill-ee (Give us tuppence, Joe ?), cut round
10 Webb’s—_Webb's this time, miud yaer l—eout
Tound to Webb's, and fetch another pot of 'uth-
ble. 'Qiq ’ard, now. Do as yer told, and go to
Webl’s, You're——fond of the Lion, ’cos 11’8 &
yard or so nearer. Go on, now, an’look sharp

K. Ah,” added shiit.sleeves, leering round
;ﬂth a fishy guze and a maudlin shake of his
b{‘kempt head, ¢ blow them as ’ud rob & poor

oke of his ponghelo ! Lord send as 'ow it war
& penny g gallon, 8o as hevery cove could git a
skinful tor 'arf a dollar 17 N

His friend gave vent to an expressive ¢ Ah ; »

. 8nd the sentiment seemed to meet with general
Sympathy from five or six tatterdemalions who
Were loafing round the next doorway.
thwe Pproceeded on; and arriving at the end of

g 8treet, turned sharply to the right.
Here we are ; 'bout fifty yards farther on,”
‘:ld Stocks. «Walt half a minuate outside,

N nl:ile I go across the road and get two or three,

- b Okes—they’ve got nothing but pickwicks in

ere, and-bad at that !” .

3 He left me contemplating the exterior of &

L Y and very questionable-looking little beer.

p Op—on the cellar-flap of which a gentleman,

in & «“gdernsey,” was executing an ela~

‘‘ double-shuflle,” The survey wasn't re-

assuring, and I walked round the corner, where
I was suddenly confronted by a young lady in
& very low.necked dress, with short sleeves that
displayed & pair of muscular red arms to their
fullest advantage ; head.covering she had none,
unless a mammoth chignon may be considered
such; and one eye was very suggestive of a fad-
ing ralnbow. |

«#Porkey up-stairs, young man ?”

1 had an idea that I'd heard the name before
somewhere,

¢« Porkey, Porkey ! ” I said. « Who on earth’s
Porkey ? Can’t say I know him.”

¢“You know ; Porkey Cannon—Joe Cannon ;
got a sleeve-weskit on, and a billycock. He’s
a-aparrin’ now-~leastways, he oughter be. He
said he wouldn't be later than seven or a
quarter-past, an’ he's alwis in about time.”

I would have answered, but my fair interlo-
cutor, catching a glimpse of a bullet-head and a
square pair of shoulders inside the bar, said:

« Cuss ’im, there be s !” and pushed her way
in forthwith.

1, seelng Stocks crossing the road, followed
after, in time to catch a murmur of complaint
from Mr. Cannon that .

“It was —— ’ard as a man couldn’t drop into
& ’ouse to ’ave a civil pint with ’is pal, but wot
he must ‘ave —— wench fiy.blowin’abous arter
,lm-" . .

And the lady of his love, feeling: herself thus
indirectly rebuked, excused herself on the ground
that it wasn’t her intention to have disturbed
Mr, P. C. in his moments of relaxation, only
that & young man outside had informed her that
he ( Mr., C.) was oneof the company present, and
“'ad bin a-sparrin’.”

“ Wot young man ?* inquired Porkey, scowl-
ing round the bar in a manner that boded ill for
the object of his resentment.

“ Why, a ‘spectable-looking young chap as
wWos— O, there he i8!'’ And the fair one direct-
ed an appealing and expressive glance at me,
which obviously showed that she wished me to
corroborate her. . .

“That ain’t good enough for me,” scornfully
remarked Mr. Cannon ; ¢ the gentleman and me
is puffect strangers. Wos that right, sir, wot she
was a-sayin’ of jist now ?

¢ Well, that wasn’t exactly the way it oc-
curred,” I said, with what I intended tor a oon-
ciliatory smile.

¢ No,d knowed——well it wosn’t ; that kid
din’t good enough for.me, old duchess. ’Ave &
drop’long o’ me,” said Porkey, in & mollified
tone. “ Wot's it to be?” .

« %Drop o stout-and-mild, Joe,” curtley an-
swered his lady. .

« Drink, old man,” said Porkey, extending the
pot towards me ; and I drank deeply——so deeply,
in fact, that by the expression on Mr, Cannon'’s
countenance I fancied I had sevured a place in
hisesteem. Then he indulged in & Msble:aflec-
tionate horseplay with hia beloved;- and, on
Btocks handing me a cigar, I stepped to the
other side of the bar for a light, and to inspect
& long yellow placard which was tacked to the
bar partition. Verdatim et literatim it ran :

Immense ..tiraction ! Qrand Exira Night! |

THE SKULL-CRACKER’S ARMS, COBWED-STREET,
CATSMEAT-SQUAREE,

A GRAND CONCERT AND BALL
‘Will taks place at the above House,

In aldof the Fands of the Lalsdy Cabman’s
8ociety, they having exhausted all their
ready Cash during the late severe

~ Weather.

Chairman : LoNG BNow, the Haymarket Ghost.

The following talented gents have consented
to appear :

Industrious CHARLEY JONES and UPHAM, from
Clapham, will sing a duet.

‘Little CURLEY, by permission of Mr. Lotion of
the Lord Raglan, will appear in Character.

Long Jix will squint Blink Bonny, 30 minutes,
for £5 a-side.

Signor PuesyY will sing ¢ Nix my Dolly, Pals,
fake away.”

1. JACK BROWNK will sing « We've swept the
Seas before, Boys,” and, by the kind per-
mission of Mr. Fakes, the Pawnbroker, |
will exhibit his Wonderful Lamp,

PIN WIRE will appear, he baving pledged his
work to drink all the ram that may be
called for, and go home sober !

ARTHUR STEVENS will recite «The Faker and
the Flatman,” after which he will be
permitted to sleep in the corner
until further notice.

I removed this effusion from the wall, and
addressing myself to a listless-looking hobblede~
hoy, who was puffing a long clay at my elbow,
asked if he kypew what was meant by it, or ifit
alludel to anybody or anything in pariicular.
He seemed to brighten up for a moment,®and
looked round the compartment inteatly, Then
he oraned his neck over the partition he was
leaning agalnst for a second or so, and sald,

“#D’ye hear! Look e’re—see 'im wots a-'avin
the bread-and-cheese an’ pickles in the fur cor-
ner there ?»

“ Yes,” I sald.

“ Well” (with significance), ¢ you arst’im 1"

I refrained, for I thought from the gentle-
man’s appearance, that he mightn’t rellsh im-
pertinent inqniries ; and just thien in tumbled

some seven or eight young men and women,

X

who very soon made a bear-garden of the place,
with their «larking” and horseplay, and, as the
din began to abate, I noticed a sound overheal
as of a vigorous shufling of feet, with now and
then a scrambling noise followed by a dull
heavy thud, of which I balf divined the mean-
ing.

“Sparring up-stairs, ain’t they ?” I asked of
the youth I had last spoken to.

¢ Ah, Paddy’s got 'em on now ’long ¢ Joe

Garduner—leastways 'e wos a-puttin’ ‘em On wen
I come down!” .
- Presentlythe nolse up-atairs ceased, and sud-
denly a stream of about. twenty or 80 young fel-
lows came tumbling peli-mell down-stairs into
the bar, and the place commenced to ring with
shouts for pots of # ’arf-an’-'arf,” &o.; then the
door separating our compartment was suddenly
opened, aud a face thickly pitted with small-pox
and surmounted by & rather concave nose was
protruded inside.© .

“Good luck t’yer, Paddy! Wot cheer, old
man? Wots it terbe? Xim inside,’’ was the
greeting accorded our new acquisition from haif
a dozen throats, .

. Paddy accordingly came in, and hinted bisin-
clination to pariake of the bowl by a suggestive
wipe across his lips with his jacket-sleeve.”

#Drink, old son!” was his first invitation,
from an ugly little man in a corner, who prof-
fered & quart.pot for the hero’s -acceptance. (I
didn’t see anything smaller than & quart-pot, by
the bye). L

Paddy drank, and, having availed himself of
about eleven other invitations of a similar na.
ture, must have absorbed into hissystem at least
five pints of wmalt liquor without being affected
thereby — at least to all appearance. Tnenhe
turnad his attentlon to business, and. inquired
hoarsely of a friend,

s Any o' the blokes in the front room, 'Arry ?
I didn't stop 1o see a8 I was a-comin’ down.”

«Only Stevey,” responded the gentleman ad-
dressed, ¢ and he is bloomin’' well brewered,
there’s no kil; they put’im right up there to
«doss’ for ’arfa hour, 8o as to git ’im right a bit,
He was om, 8’help me "tatur ! ”

+# Well,” quoth Mr. T., meditatively addressing
his friends, ¢ ’ow are we a-goin’ on, chaps ? Are
we a-goin’ up now, or wait for Cuttle ? It's a-
gettin’ late 1”

Somebody suggested that «Cuttie” was pro-
bably «flatch kennard” by this time (he was
evidently familiar with the habits of the gentle-
man). 8o it was decided that festivities should
commence forthwith, and Stocks and I, pre-
ceded by the bulk of the company, wended o
way up-stairs, into a larger and dimly-lighted
front room, where upon turning up the gas the
recumbent form of Stevey the.somnolent was
observable on a bench, snoring awvay mellifla-
ously. This worthy, having been arou:leg by
means of a lighted tobaceo-pipe being held un. |
der'bis nostrils, arcés; sneezed violently for a
minute or so, shook himself, and, giving a stu-
pendous yawn, said,

#@Give us 'old o’ some ponghelo, some ov yer,
good luck t'yer ! I wos dry though, s’help me!”
sald Stevey apologetically to his companion, as
he surveyed ithe tankard with a rueful air.
Stevey had absorbed about a pint and a half
from the pot proffered him, and his friend didn’t
half seem to like it ; the goblet was therefore
duly replenished at Mr. Stévey’s expense. .

Things didn’t seem to be making much pro-
gress towards conviviallly tipto now; the com-
pany seemed ta be rather conversationally dis-,
posed, and sat chatting in little groups of three
or four all over the room. I overheard a frag-
ment from the Iot nearest me. A stalwartred-
faced young woman inquired huskily of a male
friend. .

“ Wot's the matter o’ Jarvey ?” indicating by
a nod a young man with a frightfully.contused
optic, who was playing & game of * shove
ha'penny” by himself on a bench at the other
end of the room.

«YQw d’yer mean? ’'is heye ? ”

« Ah! Bin in a row, hain’t he 7"

«H'm! Ah, bin a-sloggin’ long o’ Nobby
Morgan. D’ye hear, Jarvee ! Kim ’ere!”

« Now wot 18 {t?” savagely responded the
gentleman addressed. .

« Who's bin a ¢ mousin’’ on yer, old man ?”
jocosely asked his friend, for which considerate
inquiry he was exhorted to proceed to a place
unmentionable 1o ears polite, and to mind his
own sangulnary business.

The first gentleman scoffed a} this display of
peevishpess on his friend's part, aud besought
him (Mr. Jarvey) to «keep ’'ia "air on;” then
turning to the lady who bad been 8o ‘soliciious
in her inquiries respecting Jarvey, he asked for
& reel of cotton, remarking that « Jarvey 'ad
got the needle, and wanted somcthing to threadle
it with.” N

Mr. Turner and my friend were holding con-
verse together at the end of the long table fust
as & gaunt bony man of about fifty odd years
entered the room hearing a tin soup-plate, which
contained probably fifteen or sixteen shillings in
sixpencesand three-penny and fourpenny pieces.
He came in with a shambling gait and & haif-
apologetic sort of air, and bore the appearance
of a sort of superannuated ocostermenger—did
such a thing exist—and he seemed to suffer
from a chronic depression ef spirits. Approaching

Stocks, he silently presented his plate and'

received therein a shiling; he brightened up a

bit at this and approached me, where upon get- !

ting another he assumed quite a joyous expres-
sion of countenance, and moved round the room
at & thoroughly brisk pace, when, having com-
pleted his collection, he made & dive at the door,
turned rourd, gave & violent tug at the peak of

' his cap by way of a bow, and disappesred into
space,

Paddy then suddenly arose, cleared his throat,
and sald, #Ji t & moment, genelmen, please;
and silence belng established, he commenced to
inveigh bitt :rly against the delingnent « Cuttie.”

s Wot I grumbles at,”’ quoth Paddy, ¢is not,
’is disappiotin ” only myself, but other blokes as
wasn’'t behind in comin’ forrard when he (Cattie)
wanted a bob or so enough hisself. Any chap
take ’is place tifl ’e tufns up—if he is a-goin' to
turn up ? It's bloomin’ ’ard lines to be sucked in
like this. He'’s a-boozin’ somewhers, you may
lay yer life, and forgot all about it. Perhaps Mr,
Stocks 'ud oblige—might I ha’ the pleasure,
w ? ” N

Stocks assented, and seated himself at the
foot of the table, where, having armed himself
with a small boxwood hammer, he rapped
loudly on the table therewith, called ¢ Order!”
. three or four times, and announced that ¢ our
worthy chalr would oblige with the first song.,”

‘Mr. Turner coughed, cleared his throat, and
having sought inspiration from & long conlempla.
tion of the ceiling, together with an equallg long
pull at a quart-pot, started something in a husky
quavering note, and breaking down, said,
« That’s too 'igh—'old 'ard.” Then he went a bit
lower, and delivered himself of a quaint chant
—you couldn’t call it a song—which he told us

afterwards was « The Tanyard 8ide.” The chorus
ran

0, noy kind sir, I'm & factory gal, she modestleo
replied,

An' I dally labour for my bread down by the
tanyard side.”

A hammering of pots and shouts of « Brayvo,
Paddyt* greeted Mr. T.’s attewmpt 10 break the
ice of the evening, and theu Stocks inquired,

“ What shall wegay after that, Paddy ? "—an
intimation to the singer that a toast or senti-
ment of some kind was expected of him.

Paddy was prompt to respond. He lifted his
goblet, and looking across it, said,

“May the road to” T¥ay « Hades”) ¢grow
green for the want o travellers!”

They draak that with gusto.

The chairman then announced that «gur
worthy wice 'ud oblige ; ” and Stocks accordingly
sang a doleful ballad, of which a certain ¢« Lord
William ” seemed to be the hero—or vilaln. He
«proved the overthrow” of some confiding
maiden, if my memory serves ine, and was
duly haunted by her ia consequence.

Memesis having overtaken the base hetrayer
in some form or other, this depressing song,
with its equally depressing chorus, was brought

Ul to a close; but however 1t was received ameong

the men, it certainly found favour with the
female portion of the community. That sort of
thing always does wmnong women of that type.

«The call rest with you, brother Chalr,” said
Stocks ; and- Paddy informed us that our old
£riend ¢ Young Cocklin” would oblige with the
next. -
Cooklin then arose, and removing s hage-quid,
from his mouth, took off his cap, flung the quid
therein, and replacing the cap on his head,
said,

«Well, I'l try ¢Flash Company,’ chaps;
uan’ if I break down, yowll ha' to pick me
up.”

pll Mr. Cocklin’s song was descriptive of his
own hubits, he must have been a bad lot and no
mistake. This was the chorus:

«Q, darncln’; an’ drinkin’ was all my delight,

0, drinkin’ an’ a-darnein’ an’ a-stopping’ out all
night;

0, a-stoppin’ out all night, my boys, like a great
many more,

If it 'adn’t a-bin for fiash company, I should
never a-bin se poor!” )

This last singer had a pretty tolerable volce,
and whatever he lacked in harmony he made up
in sheer lung power. A little ovation greeted
him on resuming his seat. ¢Ggodo, Cocklin{”
« Brayvo-0!* « Anycore!” ¢« W h 1 Cocklin !
D'ye hear, last wass over aginl” And wetting
his lips from his nelghbour's pot—everybody
present seemed to prefer drinking from some-
body else's pet rather than his own—Qocklin
gave us the last verse again, and on finishing
remarked that he believed he was entitled to &
oall, and he should like to hear some lady sing,
a8 the chaps ’ad bin a-’aving on it all their own
way. Would Kate Galiagher oblige? He could
see she was a-bustin’ tosing.

This little pleasantry was resented by Miss
Gallagher playfully burling an arrowroot bisonlt
at the last speaker’s head.Then she said she diun’t
mind tryin’ one as she knowed on: and Paddy
having established order, Katie, after the usual
number of iittle conghs aud giggles necessary to

| the occasion, staried on a theme eminvently weil

chosen. 8he sang a ditty called «The Prisoners’
Van,” and right msanfully did the company give
mouth to the chorus : :

s« Into a wehlcle long an’ black )
They shoved my fancy man;
0, my cuss upon the driver
Wot drove the prisoner’ wan!” -

A}

Miss Gallagher finished; and trom the ap-
plause and the general remarks made concerning
ber contribution to the harmony,” it seemed
to be considered the song of the evening. It took
me by surprise, however, when the chairman
rose and said: -

« We ’ve 'ad the pleasure & ’earin’ Mr. Stooks,
i genelmen ; an’ Ishould be werry 'appy "1 friend
ad oblige. I mean the genelman wot’s a-doin’
’ig clgar in the corner there, and a-takin’ stock.”

A subdued and anythimg but enthusiastio
rapping of knuckles seconded this jocose invita~
tion. : '

Now, I aidn’y care about making & fool o



