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But there was something worse than this. There were reporters whiCOuld write, and newspaper managers who could publish, details of th,
Uiost idiotie and disgusting character-details which we would liardlilinderstand any rational bc-ing commiittinz to paper, much less any rationa
being allowing tlient to be printed. \Ve will give but one specimien. Ong
of the papers, after describiîîg the procession froîn the ceil to the gallows
re.ates how the bangmnan proceeded to " pounce upon his prey," but h(was waved back by the governor or somte one in authority, and the inci
dent is related as tlîougli the executioner had been guilty of sorte greal
ineorm Why ! what on earth was the hangman there for but to dchis horrible and necessary work \Vhether 'willingly or unwillingly
Wehether because lie took soute kind of surgical interest in such work, w

'Oie mn ave donc, or because lie needed the nioney which was to bcPaid for the doing of it, lie was prepared to f ulfil bis part of the contract.
I 10w in the world was hio to kniow the programme of the procerdings,Uiiless hie hadi been told ? and lie evidently lîîd rlot been told. It may have

beenl the fault of those who liad charge of th(, execu tion, or of cite or mure
Of the somewhat too numerous porsons who took part in the proceedings,and it is rather diflicuit ini such circunmstaînces to keep such persons in order
but it was flot the fault of the hanignîan. It is ridiculous and idiotie to coin-
Plain of a man doing his duty, and there is no evidence that the executionier
of Neil exceeded his duty.

Tbe moral of tliese facts is sulliciently obvions. The public have armight to be protected front such reports. In the interest of public rnorality
and Public deceicy, in tîme interest of commnon sense, we protest against
theni. It is of no use appealing to soine reporters, or to sonie newspapermaniagers. Tlîe best of thiese would lie glad to be protected froni theIlecessitY of publishing such reports. They cannot help theinselves when
Other Papers give theun. And, unfortunately, the worse these reports arethe mlore eagerly they are read, ai-d therefore the more copies of the news-

What, then,cis to be dlone? Tire answer is clear, and we earniestly urge
Poil~ the attention of those wbo are iii authority. Reporters slîould be

excluded frein executions. Tire authorities, we believe, have tlîe power to
do this. At least, they bave this power-and they cominonly exercise it

-in lEngland. Their presence is iii no way necessary te the due carrying
OUlt Of the sentence. That is secured by the presence of tîme authorities
Stîd Of the jury. If it is thought necessary, a statememît of the simple facts
E2onntected wvith the execution could be sent to the newspapers; but ait any
"'te te reporters are a nuisance, they are not needed, and they should

"t eadmitted. T. '.

LOUNDON L ETTER.
1IÂVE a treasure by nie as 1 write in the shape of a first edition of

'Y4'tin Chuzzlewit, which, foxed though it is, and worn with mauch read-
"~I yet love with the steady affe-ction that coures of a life-long regard;butI an perplexed to know lîow large a share of the pleasure is due to
?ronZl Curiously unequal, charmningly exaggerated illustrations of the story.intefrontispiece, iii wlîiclî Tour is playing the organ, and wliere8'lelY there is no touch of caricature to be found, to tlîe last scene,-the
80ene of Cherry Pecksnifl's wedding-party, each face grotesque iii its
tigliness ; the pictures in the roomi sketched ii, à la Hogarth, witm regard
tO the mora-the individuality of every figure, tîme lites of every queer
e"WI' or oddly-cut coat, the very look and position of each piece of scanty
'Urnture, have ail been bitten inte mny inemory by the sharp strong acidof 'Outhful recollection. Open the mottled covers where I îuay, troops offrîend5l whom I have known for more years than I can count sinile at tue
%t the tamn of every page. They have acted their play for me a score oftimfes ;if tIe forgot I could prompt them, so well do I know their words;
a Pro1eatathevr weary of the delightful comedy-drama, and accept, without

rtEstth Montague Tigg element, limelight and aIl, for the sake of!4truth, the human nature of the rest. One would be ungrateful11ideed to'tire of the clîarming company, beaded by Bailey Junior, who
8ahrdin Mrs. Todgers' drawing-room, under the shadow of the Mona-jUn and lives tîmere a mnan with sou] so dead who, having once sailed to

'&tu'Pica in1 the Screiv with Martin aîîd Mark Tapley, bas trot gone tîme
8%6jouneywith the saine fehlow-travellers, tili by heart lie knows the

Yf aetohn n the distinguished mnen and women encouritered on the

.lts 80 carefully, lias put into such excellent shape what Dickens lias
Ptit "I sucb excellent words, timat I think we could as ilI spare ilis pencil

bkth0 author's pen;- and I arn sure I for one could neyer bear to read the
0k ithout these pleasant tableaux to turn to in which, were but a bird-cage Or flower vase out of place, I should detect the change.

ai 1Suppose Dickens appeals infinitely more to Cockneys than bie dees to,
yoi Oec wu ufortanate beinga flot hemn within sound of Bow Belîs, for8e eknow every street lic describis, and can take you to Mr.kould'5 sbop within the Ward of Cheap; could show you bebind St.artiuS.eGraîid the old-fashioned firin of Anthony Cbuzzlewit and Son,

italncheBtcr Warehousemeîî, or the residence of Mrs. Gamp in Kingsgatet'and could point out John Westlock's windows in iFurnival's Inn,414thelBullîin llolborn, where Mr. Tewsome was nursed by Betsy Prig~Ur.Gainp, tarn and turn about; and the vemy famniture shop at
tab Austus asked the price of the eight rose wood chairs and the loci
o e 18wl nown to true Dickens' lovera. And se with each of the

fraer books, foiPickwick and Goswell lload dlown to that delightfulthÎinlent Etdwin Drood, wherc Staples Inn figures so picturesqucly. Foroj ' Ieason or that, for reasons I know not how to specify (as in the casecfLittie Do lttese volumes hecome to genuine Londoners part and

parcel of ourselves, necessary to that side of our nature xvhichi takes ant
înterest in the everyday history of the everyday inhabitants of our beloved

itown ; and thicir anithor, very human as lie is with ahI lus fauîts-faults
1aîîy fool cani discover, for what so easy as to blamîîe -understood that
3part of us instiîictively, and gave us hainorousiy, patheticalhy, perhaps

e.xtravagantly sortie timies, but admiirably ahways, 'vith a toacb of bis own
no one cani hope to im-itate, exactly wbat we require.

Thîis preface-do you, with your De Gaspé, detest ail prefaces? is by
way of intmoducing you te an aId, old red-brick mnansion in Austin Friars,
which I discovered tlîe othier day while looking for the hotise of Mr. Fips (I
hope yon recollect Mr. Fips! ) a mîansion whieh ome8t have clîarmed

iDickens wlîen lie came across it on searching for a suitalîle abode in wlîich
to instaîl tlie little gentleîna n who wom'e black shorts and powder. Black
shorts and powder! Whiat a garb. As anciqnated now as thie slasbied doub-
let andi stamched ruif of E[izabletli's timme. Thme gimost of Sydney Siniitli passed
nie as 1 wenit under tbe arcbway thmat stands iii Broad Street into the quiet
winding passage, and the wraitlîs cf tire author, of Th/e Im>eied Aýddî)esqes
iuet me at the turm by tire bare ielanoholy great chnrcb which is wvedged
away iii a corner. A little to your left, anid, in a iîarrow backwvater,
aqvay froni the main streain cf city life, tlmere stood an aucient Imouse,
young and thoaglithess whien tbe pague-catrts stopped withi a rattie at tlîe
enter gates, and tlîe roar cf the flaines froîni the Gr'eat Fire blazing in
Cornhill irst breke inte this sileuit ahley, mmiddle ýagedý( amîd gravie wlien
tire air about was astir with the pmickiiig cf the South Sua Biibble, old
and sad when. paper boys cried dowri liere news cf tlî- Indian Mutiny.
Tire cratches used as a support te the decaying wahls, the pîinted anîmiunce-
nient thiat the present cwiier had takemi other premîmises where business
would be carried oui, the constant influx cf busy workiinen with their teols
showed that the Last Day hmad arrived for the veilerable relie.

The front doors, once zealously guarded by attentive servants, opening
easihy te an imi<uisitive stranger's kmock, I was taken froîm a marrow panelled
hall into a larger one-froin wbence a beautiful cak staircase with carved
and twisted banuisters, wvcnt windiîîg up, past drawiuig-roenis anibest bed-
roomîus rigbt te the spacicus attics-ammd there I foumd I was net the only
visiter; for fronmt thmis point or front thuat, sketcliers werc liard at work witb
thîcir ilrawimig blocks, aimi freint thuat qîîaiiit sitting-rooni, frein this fine
pillared dining rooin caine a subdued ulurimr cf maîîy veices beleniging te
rîuinbeîs cf idle people, wlmo, like niyself, Lad wandered inite tire City with
notbing to do. Se mauch tino lmad we oii oui- liamds xve left trnet a bobe or
corner unexplored, freint thme iornimig-rcoin with its Purbeek mantlepiece
crewned with a coat cf arums omi which the iitiiaIs 1. Il. are carved, te the
garrets, dliii and uanmy, whîere were trap-doors and wide beamos, and
low-browed haunted littie capboards in the walls; and beiug, fortunate
enougb te fall in with a cemmpanion wbo knew the Iistcry cf the place I
missed ne point cf interest. lit eue cf the ine inmmense cellars I was
shown, the welh, iii whicm, on the water siimking one hot sumniner, Bones
were discovered; in another we feund a deep safe bilt inito the stone-
work, and gaarded with thick iron deors, where sormue cf thme great
Napoleon's valuahies were onîce deposited, this place huaviîîg been then in
the possession cf his Huguenot banker. Outsimie the kitchen deor bang
the identical grilled wicket cf the Auigustine Friars, whmese priery stood
on thmis spot tili Henry VIII. huappened te remiemnber its existence ; and
inside the kitchen, beside spit-racks, smnoke-Jack, aîmd camîstic-ks, there were
te be ceen edging thme oven, mnaîy exquisite old Duteli tiles, on wbich
tulips, tumk's-head lilies, little genmtlemîen a-horseback, in trunk hose and
fcathered bats, weme outlined iii suft clear bIne.

A Datchinan, Ilerinaiî Olins, lived hiere once, dying the sainue year
as Queen Anne, aîmd bie it was wbo brou ght over these tiles, and wbo
planted, ne doubt, real tulips aise in the gardon eit the baick, and
decorated the broad terrace, stihl existing, with a row cf lus favoamite
flower. Theme was the archway uîmderîîeath whlui, drawn by a Flanders
mnare, lus cluinsy ceachi raumbled on thme way te the stables, muinous
to-day. There were the windows cf luis dmawing-rooms, diîîgy and shat-
tered uow, once epeîîed wide, tlmrougb whiclî camne laugbing, veices, and
the tinkle cf the harpcichmord ; and abco'e were the himme cf nursery
casemnents, fromîî wbich the round heads cf the little Dutch cbildiren
mecin enly ,just te have vanislîed. As 1 stood umîder the swaying
dasty sycainore and looked at the beautiful old home, the theatre cf
course of tragedies and comuiedies innunuerable, a dark-eyed slatternly girl
niodded freint tire garden door, and asked if 1 bad been omi the roof. Ne?ý
Then she'd take nme if I liked, and se we went together, and thiere, ieaning
on the parapet witb lier bare arus she poiîîted out with pride bier varions
possessions, which belong te aIl Loudoners ; across the chimneys cf the
Bank cf Englaud thîcre was the Mansion lieuse ; the domo cf St. Paal's
te the rigbt; the Royal Exchange with its grasshuepper vane to tme left ;
Greshamn Hall, where the fine Hlbein is enshîrined, tme different spires
and towers of the churches, all cf 'vbich -,he knew by trame ; aid, lyiug in
the heart cf the network cf stmeets at our feet, denr Washmington Irving's
Littie Britain. As she hounged chue talked cf ail manner cf tbings in a
daîl sbmewd deprcssed way, t<'lling mue lmow che never left London for a
day ever since sbe was bora, how slhe was wanting a new sitdation ai,
general, bier last mistress baving turned hem off for nothing at alI, and
how bier great ambition-ycs, she said ambition-was te get into a place
wbere the streets wemen't se thick, and wbeme two servants were kept, se
that a person coald get a little rest sonuetimes. A body wants a moment
te herself, she went oni aftem a pause.

Hew often hias this foggy air beard thé~ saine cry, expressedi in differ-
cnt words! It was ne good tellîngDark Eyes ne eue bad moments te
theinselves in this busy world, and that it would bie very bad for ns if we
bad. It was clear she didn't believe me, and as we went dlown stairs and
opened the front door, and passed into tue still, little lane, this was ber


