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PREFACE.

Tae Author of this work will not trespus‘s'
on the mdulgence of the reader, in the W;’)'\
of preface, further than to say that t. 1Ic
agricultural portion of it is not meant to d‘!lsl-
Courage improvement, but to repress the wi (’
schemes of theoretical men, who attend farmers
lnectings for the pleasure of hearing themsclves
tak, and do more harm than good by the

I ir visi lews.
Promulgation of theiy visionary vie

Hoddesdon, Herts,
October, 1844,






HILLINGDON HALL;

OR,

THE COCKNEY SQUIRE.

A TALE OF COUNTRY LIFE.

CHAPTER 1.

“ 0, knew he but his happiness, of men
The happiest he who, far from public rage,
Deep in the vale, with 5 choice few retired,
Drinks the pure pleasure of the rural life.”

Hituivepon Hall was one of those nice old-
fashioned, patchy, up stairs and down stairs sort
of houses, that either retyrm to their primitive
 Smallness, or are swept away for stately mansions
with well-arranged Suites of company rooms, leav-

voL, 1, B
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 3

rooms, consisting of a dining and drawing room
on either side of the entrance, were of fair dimen-
sions, oak-wainscoted, with deep recesses at either
end, closed by sliding shutters, but these had long
been converted into a housekeeper’s and ¢ master’s
room,” and first one and then another had been
added, until & handsome dining, drawing room,
and library ranged along the new front. Still
there was no attempt at architectural symmetry
or display. Each room had been added sepa-
rately, and stuck in, as it were, so as not to inter-
fere with its neighbours; and a verandah accom-
modating itself to the various angles of the house,
and encompassing three sides of it, was the only
piece of uniformity about the place; all the lower
windows opened into this, and under its fragrant
shade a tolerable share of exercise might be
obtained on a wet day. The view from it was
Beautiful,

Beyond an undulating lawn profusely studded
with gigantic oaks and ground-sweeping pines,
the land stretched away to a high promontory,
Whose rocky peak was washed by the clear waters
of the rapid Dart, which girded the two sides of
the angular estate. The felds were large and

B 2
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1 HILLINGDON HALL ; OR,

well divided, and being of that table land fre-
quently found on river margins, showed to the
eye as large again as they were. The village with
its hall stood about the centre of the angle’s base,
and diverging from the road, about a mile on the
cast, there was a sweet saunter along flowery
meads up the river’s course,until the gradually nar-
rowing hills changed into craggyheights—wild and
magnificent grandeur—with drooping, dark green
yews, and brighter broom, or gayer gorse, or
mountain ash, springing from the interstices of the
unscaleable rocks and craggy steeps.

Between these lofty cliffs the rapid river flowed
in noisy haste; now foaming and rushing through
water-worn chasms in the massive rock, now
pouring in regular flood over some breast-high
barrier, now dashing and dividing into a hundred
channels, against the fragments of a scattered rock,
and now gliding noiselessly away into the tran-
quillity of deeper water.

TFrom the giddy heights of the crag-head, the
eye roved over a vast expanse of mountainous
wood-clothed country.

Following up the water’s course, the rocks and
banks again gradually receded ; the land drooped
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towards the river, whose gurgling stream sounded
soothingly through the spaces between sweeping
spruce, whose lofty and luxuriant forms lined
cither side of a well-kept grassy ride. Here phea-
sants fed and loitered in the tameness of tranquil
security, squirrels spurted up the trees, wood-
Pigeons cooed wooingly in the branches, black-
birds and thrushes and nightingales, all the
feathered tribe, in short, joined in the minstrelsy
of the waters: and as the wanderer pursued his
way amid the music of nature and the perfume of
wild flowers, a sudden turn brought him again in
sight of grass fields beyond the road on the
other side of the angle’s base from whence he had
set out,

This was its out-of-door or walking aspect.
From the windows, though the acclivities of the
Crag were lost, there were two peeps of the silvery
Water at the extreme sides of the angle where the
banks were lowest, and an jmmense tract of forest
Scenery extending from the opposite hill, and
stretching quite over the mountain’s brow, broke
the sky line with the spiral tops of pines and
larches, commingled with, grey rocks and pointed
cliffs, scattered in irregular confusion over the
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 7

¢ And all his prospects brightening to the last,

His heaven commenced ere the world was past.”
He was the patriarch of the district—the man to
whom all disputes were referred, all plans sub-
mitted—the man by whom all charities were
promoted—the petty king in fact. The humble
inhabitants of the little village looked up to him,
the wealthier neighbours were always anxious to
consult him ; and when death closed the eyes of
the amiable owner of Hillingdon Hall, and his
comfortable mansion, with its rich and pictur-
esque domain, its woods and waterfalls, varied and
romantic scenery became the subject of news-
paper advertisements, people far and wide re-
gretted the loss, and the inhabitants of the
pretty little village felt that the sun of Hilling-
don’s glory had set for ever.

Some time elapsed after the sale before it
became known who was the purchaser of the
Hillingdon estate; some gave it to one person,
some to another; the lawyers, as usual, were

“ mum.”
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 9

Mrs. Flather was a capital figure for a gossip—
short and dumpy, with a mild, placid, unmeaning
sort of countenance, that banished all fear as to
what one might say before her. Moreover, by
assuming her late husband’s undisguised detes-
tation of gossip and twaddle, she rather inveigled
people into communicativeness— Oh, don’t tell
me any secrets, pray!” she would exclaim—or,
“Don’t tell me anything that doesn’t concern
myself. I never meddle with other people’s
affairs,” and so on; by which means she often
got possession of secrets that would otherwise
never have been entrusted to her.

Mrs. Trotter was of the masculine order: a
great, tall, stout, upstanding, black-eyed, black-
haired woman, with a strong, unturnable resolu-
tion; and a poor, little, hen-pecked, Jerry Sneak
of a husband, who was of no more aceount in the
house than if no such being existed. He was a
kind, mild-dispositioned man, who might have been
a useful and amiable member of society, had not
his wife’s magnificent proportions captivated him
at the outset of life, and merged his insignificance
in herself. ~Mrs. Trotter was a busy, bustling
woman, with such a strong sense of “duty” as

B3
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 11

time of which we are writing Mrs. Trotter had
her six little followers. As, however, there is no
occasion to load the reader’s mind with people
3 an omnibus cad does his vehicle, we may here
state that Eliza is the only one of the young ones
We mean to deal with.

Emma Flather was of the middle stature, What
would be called a good-sized girl, neither t00 big
nor too little, too fat mor too thin, Wwith well-
rounded limbs, and altogether a good armfullish
%ort of figure, 'She had a fair, clear, alabasterlike
complexion, full oyal face, pale and yet mnot
sickly, with light brown heir, well-pencilled
e}’e-brow5, dal'kly-fringed, blueish - greyiSh eyes,
Tosy lips, anq regular, pearly teeth. Perhaps we
have hardly done justice to her eyes. Im TEPOse
they were mild and passionless, lighting up h‘.)w‘
ever, when animated, into a radianee that 10
Parted life and intelligence to a countenance® that
at other times some perhaps might not have called
Pretty.  $till Emma was never worked into 2ny
thing like glow or excitement. As some 01€ said
of Ta]leyrand, that you might kick him behind
withoyt his countenance betraying & change, SO
3Man might have kissed Emma Flather for half
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 13

suited her purpose; she was, nevertheless, selfish
and insensible to the last degree. Cold, calcu-
lating, and cunning, she had all the wordly-
mindedness of a well hacknied woman of fifty—
in short, of her mother. As the Frenchman said
of his dog, “she was well down to charge,” and
thoroughly appreciated the difference between an
elder son and a younger. She would dismiss
the latter at any moment that her mother hinted
the probability of anything better. All this told
in her favour, she acquired the character of a
model of propriety, and Emma Flather was held
up as a pattern girl for all young ladies to imi-
tate. Of course, old mother Flather was extremely
anxious to get her married ; but not having fallen
in with anything exactly to her mind, she had
just flown her at minor game, and checked her
off, under pretence of not being able to part with
the dear girl.

Eliza Trotter was of a different nature. She
was warmhearted, but shy and reserved, and so
humble-minded as to be always most anxious to
give way to any one that would have the kindness
to take it of her. And yet she was a beauty—
tall, slight, and graceful, with a clear olive com-
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CHAPTER IIL

‘Ecce iterum Crispinus.”’
Here’s old Jorrocks again, as we live!
Free Translation.

TrE sun had sunk behind the distant hills, the
whistling ploughman was watering his horses,
and washing their legs in the pond at the end of
the village, and the tired labourers were knocking
the clay from their clogs at their rose-entwined
porches, preparatory to entering their cottages,
when the jingling rattle of a hack chaise drew all
heads to the street. The cobbler dropped his last,
the publican his pipe, the basket-maker his wil-
lows, and the sempstress her needle-work, to look
at the destination of so unusual a sound.

Amid the chalky dust raised by a pair of
lumbering jaded posters, appeared the outline of
a yellow po’-chay, so enveloped in packages as to
leave little but the side pannels visible. A well-
matted package of apple trees covered the roof, a
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 19

CHAPTER IV.

‘‘ Oh, what a tangled web we weave
‘When first we practise to deceive!”’

So the new Squire’s come at last !’ exclaimed
Mrs. Flather, bursting into the room the next
morning, where Emma sat patching and torturing
a piece of muslin under the pretence of em-
broidering a collar. Confound those collars! If
women only knew how little men appreciate those
flimsy, fluttering, butterfly articles of dress, they
would surely betake themselves to some more
profitable employment. Embroidering a collar!
Spoiling a good piece of muslin, we should say!
We never see what is called a “richly worked
collar” without thinking how much better it
would have been to have got a new one, instead
of hiding the blemishes of the old one with
wreathes, flowers, spots, dots, caterpillars, and
other curiosities.
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 21

with pantile, though the latter was of the
diamond pattern, and subdued colour of the new
national duck-house in St. James’s Park. Still it
was very pretty, particularly at the season we are
now describing, when gay party coloured roses be-
decked the lower parts, covering the bare stems
and stalks of the more aspiring vines, and fra-
grant honeysuckle, or commingling with the large-
leafed ivy or perfumed jessamine, showing every
bright variety of hue, and every tint of sober green.

Altogether, it was a pretty, sentimental-looking
spot, interesting in itself, but doubly interesting
as containing the pattern young lady of the place.
It combined all the poetry, without the incon-
venience, of love in a cottage.

Now, a third time, we will surely get under
weigh,

“So the new Squire’s come at last !” exclaimed
Mrs. Flather to her daughter.

“Indeed !” replied Emma, with equal excite-
ment. “How do you know ?” inquired she, lay-
ing down her collar, and looking anxiously in
her mamma’s stupid face,

“T have it from very good authority,” said
Mbrs. Flather, with an important nod of the head
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 23

old gentleman, in Hessian boots and a brown
wig.”

 So,” observed Emma, with a look of disap-
pointment, ““perhaps he’ll have some daughters,”
added she, thinking to vex her mamma with a
little mistimed propriety.

¢ Sons would be more to the purpose, I think,”
replied Mrs. Flather, eyeing her daughter with a
half angry glance.

Emma worked away without the slightest change
coming over her alabaster countenance.

¢ If there are sons, there’ll be no harm in seeing
what they are like, you know, Emma, my dear,”
continued the old lady coaxingly.

“ What, and throw James over?” inquired
Emma, looking up.

James Blake was the third and present ring in
Emma’s matrimonial ladder.

““Ay, but get on well with the new one first,
you know; but I'm sure, my dear, you’ve so
much discretion, that there is no need for me to
point out what is right and proper on such an
occasion.”

“Poor James!” observed Emma, looking in-
tently at an ink-spot she had just discovered on
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 25

themselves ; and if the point of fortune touches
them—ridicule riches, say you would rather live
with a man you love upon hundreds than be the
mistress of thousands without the endearments of
the heart ; in short, my dear, I am sure your fine
feelings and sense of duty will prompt you to do
what is right.”

“Oh, I’'m sure they will, my own dear
mamma ! exclaimed Emma, rising and throwing
her arms round her mother’s neck, and kissing
her profusely, thinking all the time of half a
strawberry tart she had left in the dining-room
closet, for, oh reader, if the model of propriety
had a passion, we blush (which is more than she
would do) to say it was—for eating.

This scene of domestic life was suddenly inter-
rupted by the creaking of the green gate as it swung
back on its hinges, causing an involuntary excla-
mation from Mrs. Flather of—Oh dear, here’s
that horrid Mrs. Trotter! run, Emma, and put
on your canary-bird collar.”

“ Odious woman, what can she want?’ mut-
tered Mrs. Flather to herself, bustling into the
drawing-room, and seating herself on the centre

VOL. 1. c
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THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 27

the cleanliness of the roads, and the dirtiness of
the lanes, Emma entered, watering-pot in hand
as usual, and Mrs. Flather having arranged her
collar behind (which the rose bushes had somewhat
deranged), Emma pretending great impatience
all the time, she burst into most energetic in-
quiries after all her sweet young friends at
Hillingdon, Eliza in particular. Mrs. Trotter
answered in the usual full-measure strain, and
then, after a little repetition about the weather
and a hit at the rose bushes, conversation came
up short.

“ And have you heard of the new comers at the
Hall?” at length interrogated Mrs. Trotter.

“No, indeed !” replied Mrs. Flather; * you
know we never hear anything—shut up in this little
quiet retreat, we feel as if the world was bounded
within our gates. Nobody ever tells us anything,
and I’m sure I never trouble myself to inquire.
It can make httle difference to us who comes.”

“ Nay, then |” exclaimed Mrs. Trotter—* I’m
sure now I’d have thought you’d have liked to
have known. However, never mind—I dare say
yow're right, only it would have looked neigh-
bourly to have given them an early welcome.”

c?
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that they’ve a grand house in the city—Great
Lombard Street, I think—and I can tell Miss
Emma they are great florists,” added Mrs.Trotter,
turning to the model of propriety, who sat ad-
miring her fine collar.

“Florists, are they !” repeated Emma, looking
up. “I am so glad of that. Oh, how I dote on
flowers 1 added she, clasping her hands, and
turning her fine eyes up to the ceiling.

“Yes, they brought a great cargo of flowers
and trees, and the man-servant says his master is
enormously rich, and kept a pack of hounds, and
altogether I think we may congratulate ourselves
upon the acquisition—not that they may perhaps
supply the place of poor dear Mr. and Mrs. West-
bury, but still we might have done a great deal
worse, and altogether I think it is a very nice
thing, and I shall consider it my duty to pay my
respects to them as soon as ever I hear they are
in a situation to receive company, and of course
you will do the same.”

“0, I shall call, of course,” replied Mrs. Flather ;
“but not in such a violent hurry ;” inwardly re-
solving to be beforehand with Mrs. Trotter if she
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could—adding, “in a week or ten days’ time,
perhaps.”

“ Well, just as you please about that,” replied
Mrs. Trotter ; “in the meantime if you have any
acquaintance in London, perhaps you may as well
write to them, and see if you can get any further
information. I consider it the duty of us mothers
to be circumspect.”

“ Not for the world ! exclaimed Mrs. Flather;
“I have no curiosity of that sort. It’s enmough
for me to take care of myself and my poor, dear
child here, without troubling myself about other
people’s affairs.”

“ Well, just as you think right about that; I
like always to know who people are; indeed I
consider it my duty; not that I suppose the Jor-
rocks’s are other than highly respectable, but still
as a general rule I mean. But, I must be off,
for I’ve got to attend a meeting of the Ladies’
Auti-Corn-Law Association, and must pop into
Mrs. Barber’s, to give her a hint that her
daughter was walking rather late with young
Dodd, the blacksmith, last night; and that re-
minds me that our Book Club meeting is to-
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morrow evening, and I’ve to distribute the prizes
at the Sunday School after that, and write to the
Secretary of the Shipwrecked Mariners’ Society
into the bargain ; so now, my dearest Mrs. Fla-
ther, good bye. Emma, my sweetest, good day.”

Thereupon the ladies kissed with all the

smackyness of affection.
* * * * *

€1t wouldn’t be a bad plan for you and I to
pop down to the Hall while that tiresome woman
is on her rambles,” observed Mrs. Flather to
Emma, as soon as she saw Mrs. Trotter clear of
the gate. “You could take your watering-pot in
your hand, you know, and say, that hearing they
have a taste for flowers, you came to offer them
the loan of it till their own arrives, or something
of that sort.”

“Well, mamma, whatever you think right,”
replied the willing daughter ; « only let me finish
my tart before I go, for I’'m very hungry.”

“Certainly, my dear, it’s always well to eat
before you go out, for young ladies should never
be seen to indulge; at Jeast not to eat as if they
were enjoying it, Indeed, that is the only thing



Digitized by GOOS[G



THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 33

CHAPTER V.

¢ Down with the bread tax !’
Cospen’s CRY.

¢« But times are altered ; trade’s unfeeling train
Usurp the land and dispossess the swain.”’
GOLDSMITH.

It was a fortunate day which secured to the Anti-
Corn-Law League the services of Mr. William
Bowker—fortunate to the League, for they gained
an able and most unscrupulous coadjutor; and
fortunate to Mr William Bowker, for he had just
lost the best part of his income by the demise of
his old master, the celebrated Mr. Snarle, the
great conveyancer of Lincoln’s Inn.

Mr. William Bowker, or Bill, as he was fami-
Liarly called, was one of 5 large class of men about
town, who make g very great show upon very
slender meapg, Not that he made any equestrian
or vehiculay display, but in his person he was 2

c 3
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inundated the town of late years had their turns
on Bill’s back. You seldom saw him twice in the
same waistcoat. Variable as D’Orsay, and as gay
in his colours. Moreover there was a certain easy
nonchalance about Bill, far different to the
anxious eyeings and watchings of the generality
of “would-be” swells. He would salute a man
immeasurably his superior, with perfect fa-
miliarity ; offer his richly-ornamented gilt snuff-
box, or poke him in the ribs with a smile and a
wink, that plainly said “you and I have a secret
between us.” His looks were in his favour—rosy
and healthy, as though he had never known care
or confinement; with wavy yellow locks, slightly
streaked with grey, giving him the licence of age
over youngsters; while his jolly corpulency and
plummy legs, filling his bright hessian boots, had
the appearance of belonging to some swell fox-
hunter up at Long’s or Limmer’s, or some of the
tiger traps, for what they call a spree—rouge et
noir, feathers, hot port, Clarence Gardens, and
the Quadrant,

In the language of the sect, Bill had some
breeding in him—by 5 lord, out of a lady’ s-maid
—and blood wil] te]] in men as well as horses.



Digitized by GOOS[G



THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 37

and keeper of a miserable tobacco shop in the
miserable purlieus of Red Lion Square. Our
readers, we dare say, will be anxious to know how
Bill managed matters. We will tell them. He
lived by his wits.

‘When old Snarle was in full practice, Bill’s fees
were considerable, and in those days he was
nothing but the ““thorough varmint and the real
swell.”  As soon as Chambers closed, he repaired,
full dress, to a theatre, attended a “free and
easy,” or some convivial society. Here his joHy
good humour ensured him a hearty reception,
and the landlords of the houses were too
happy to hand him anything he called for in
return for the amusement he afforded to his
customers. He could sing, or he could talk, or
he could dance, or he could conjure, lie through
thick and thin—in short, do every thing that’s
wanted at this sort of place. ~He was in with the
players too, and had the entrée of most of the
minor theatres about London. At these he might
be seen in the front row of the stage boxes,
dressed out in imitation of some of the fat swells
in the « Omnibus,” hig elhow resting on a huge
bamboo, with 5 large dolland in his primrose-
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of keeping off customers—people, perhaps, sup-
posing they could not get less than a waggon-load
of baccy at a time—or whether Eagle Street is
too little of a thoroughfare, or not sufficiently in-
viting in its appearance, or whether there were
too many Bowker and Co.’s in the trade already,
we know not; but cgrtain it is no wholesale cus-
tomer ever cast up, and most of the retail ones
were what Bill touted himself, or were brought by
his friends. The situation, we take it, must
have been the thing: not that we mean to say
anything unhandsome of Eagle Street, but we
cannot account for the bad success of Bowker and
Co.’s establishment upon any other grounds than
that the neighbouring shops were not attractive,
and a good deal of a tobacconist’s trade consists
of what is called * chance custom.” Doors with
half a dozen bell-pulls in each post, denoting half
a dozen families in the house, coal and cabbage
sheds united, those mysterious, police-inviting
bazaars, denominated “ marine stores,” with milk
shops, corn chandlers, furniture warehouses, and
pawnbrokers commingled, do not add much to
the appearance of any street, and certainly Eagle
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9, 10—legion, in fact, quickly follow, and they all
go on eyeing and fumigating, as jealous of each
other as ever they can be, until the smoke ob-
scures their vision, and they lcave, each with the
determination of seeing what they can do single-
handed next night. The shop is then established.

Mrs. Bowker, when Bill set up, was a fine big
dashing woman, with as good a foot and ankle as
any in London. She was then on the stage at
the Coburg, but marrying Bill for the purpose of
getting off it, he found to his sorrow that she was
likely to be a dead weight, instead of an assistance
in housekeeping and theatrical society, which it
was then his ambition to enter. Still there were
her looks—a clear Italian complexion, large richly-
fringed dark eyes, cork-screwy ringlets, swan-like
neck and ample bust; and what with gas-light,
and the tinsel of a theatrical wardrobe, Bill hoped
to turn his better half to some account in the way
of decoy duck at a cigar shop. Mrs. Bowker,
however, took badly to it. She was above it in
fact, and instead of sitting to display her charms
in the gas light, she was generally sipping brandy-
and-water, and reading greasy novels on a sofa in
the back shop. Miss Susan Slummers, her sister,
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also an actress, and a fine handsome girl too, was
shortly afterwards added to the family circle; and
certainly, if wit and beauty can command success
in the baccy line, Mr. Bowker had cvery reason
to expect it. Still, as we said before, we grieve to
say, it did not come; and debt, and duns, and dif-
ficulties soon beset Bill’s path of life in most
alarming profusion.

Our old friend, Mr. Jorrocks, as kind-hearted
and liberal a man as ever stuffed big calves into
top-boots, long stood his friend—so long, indeed,
that the worthy old gentleman had ceased entering
Bill’s obligations in his books—and many people
trusted Bill on the strength of the intimacy, who
would never have let him into their debt upon the
faith of any of his own palaverments. Not that
he was a bad hand in that line, but they had had
too much of it. In short, Bill was better known
than trusted.

Thus then matters stood at the time of Bill’s
enlistment in the League. Old Snarle was dead.
The dwindling fees were done. To begin brush-
ing coats and clcaning boots for a new man, in
hopes of seeing him rise in the profession, was out
of the question to a man with Bill’s ideas, and at
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his time of life. The cigar shop did nothing. Mrs.
Bowker did a good deal in the brandy-and-water
way. House rent was due—their first-floor lodger
had left them. Gas rent was in arrear—water
ditto—and poors’ rate collecting. Income tax,
We needn’t say, he was exempt from.

Mr. Jorrocks had retired into the country, and
though he had never turned 2 deaf ear to any of
Bill’s representations or petitions, still our worthy
tobacconist could not help feeling that without the
aid of the emollient blarney wherewith to pave the
way in jolly half-seas-over intimacys the ominous
“ o effects” might some day be returned to his
epistolatory requisitions, and then what was to
become of him ?

—The law and Mr. Commissioner Fonblanque
only knew ! ‘

Having now introduced Mr. Bowker, we will
let his correspondence with Mr- Jorrocks speak

for his situation and arrangements.

« Eagle Street, Red Lion Square.
“ Honoured Sir,
“Youllbe glad to hear that your old friend
Bill has lit on his legs at last. High time he did,
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“*You are to be depended upon ?’ said he, after
a pause,

“*Close as wax,” said 1.

“Well, then,” said he, ¢ you have heard of the
great National Anti-Corn-Law League ?” .

“ T have seen their advertising machine,’ said
L,  but I never thought more of it than 1 should
of Tosspot’s crockery cart, or Warren’s matchless
blacking van.’

““I could let you in for a good thing,’ observed
the stranger musingly. )

“ ¢ Haste me to know it, that I with Wings as
swift as meditation or the thoughts of love, may—
Jump at it exclaimed I. N

““Ifind thee apt,’ rejoined the stranger, Ising
and extending his right arm, saying—

““* And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed
That roots itself in ease on Lethe’s wharf,
Would’st thou not stir in this.’

“ < Oh, my prophetic soul ! my uncle 1> exclaimed
L, interrupting him ; ¢ if it wasn’t for that black
Pow, and those d—d heavy brows, I’d swear you
were my old friend, Jack Rafferty, late of the
Adelphi Theatre,’ .

“*You have me P said he, pulling off the Wig
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T hear him blobbing into the rain-water tub at
this moment. I’ve seen queer days since then,’
added he thoughtfully; ‘been all through the
Disunited States, Canada, Columbia, and I don’t
know where; shipwrecked twice, gaoled thrice,
tarred and feathered besides. Hard life a player’s,
forced to appear merry when we’re fit to €TY;
however, that’s all done—I’ve turned over @ DV
%eaf-l’minthe respectable line now, and hear-
ing that your occupation in Lincoln’s Inn’s g01¢
why Tve just stepped in, as Paul Pry would say,
tosee if I could do anything for.you in the re-
Spectable line too, You see, said he, <the W&
for talented men like us to prosper is to take the
fo.lly of the day and work it. I saw this iR the
1gger times. Lord, if the compensation money
had been taken direct from the pockets of the
People, instead of passing through the filtering
bag of Parliament, it would have been 2 good
Workable subject to this day. John Bull is 2
great jackass—a thick-headed fool. Unless YOU
empty his breeches pocket before his face, and
"5 Now, John, T take this shilling for th°
:::d:;:l %, this for the dog tax, this for &%
» 304 this for ¢he nigger tax,” yoUu can’t make
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in fact, to supply the vacuum there must neces-
sarily be in the heads of men who are fools enough
to subscribe their money to force a benefit on peo-
ple that they don’t want.

¢ ¢ The League is about to enlighten the coun-
try—north, south, east, and west—from the
Orkneys to Portsmouth, from Solway Frith to
Flamborough Head—all are to be visited by men
of mettle like ourselves, and if we don’t astonish
the natives, why my name is not Jack Raf-
ferty.’

« ¢ Faith’ said I, ¢ Jack, I’m not nasty parti-
cular, and never was about making money, espe-
cially at the present time, for to tell you the truth,
P’'m as near in Short’s Gardens as ever I was in
all my life; but the devil and all is, I know
nothing about either corn or the corn laws, and
hardly know wheat when I see it.”

¢ ¢ That’s nothing,” said Jack, ‘yow’ve a quick
apprehension and a ready tonguc—lots of jaw—
and that’s what the League want. You’ll have
plenty of time to study your part and rehcarsals
over and over again. Zounds, man, it’s the
easiest thing in life! Instead of appearing in one
character on Monday, another on Tuesday, a

VOL. I. D
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 Just then, in came Mrs. B. ¢ Cleopatra, my
dear, here’s our old friend, Rafferty,’ said L.

% < What, Jack !’ exclaimed she, ¢that robbed
the treasury at the Adelphi?’

“ ¢ Hush !’ cried I, < Jack’s respectable.” Encore
the brandy.

“ Well, the upshot of it was, that the next day
I attended a meeting of the League at the British
Hotel, in the best apparel I could muster—light
blue, buff vest, drab tights, best hessians, tartan
cravat. Joey Hume wag in the chair, and as soon
as ever L saw that, | determined to be stiff

“ <Who have you there, Mr. St. Julien Sin-
clair ?” (for that jg the name Jack goes by)—asked
Joe as We advanceq ¢4 the table.

¢ Mr. Williay, Bowker,” replied he-

“ ‘The samg of whom you spoke at
meeting ¥’ inquireq Joe,

« ¢The Sa,me,,
clair.

our last

answered Mr. St. Julie® Sin-

" Jack haq Primed me pretty well oot the ro’f‘d
what T shoylq say, in case they ex amined M€ Put
L SUBDOSE, being well recommended, o kRO
1 must ®me to that at last, they thought 1t

better to dispense with all humbug, and baving
b 2



Digitized by GOOS[G



THE COCKNEY SQUIRE. 53

Mr. St. Julien Sinclair. To each lecturer, there-
fore, there is to be attached a leader and a lady;
and the company are building a lot of White-
chapels, capable of carrying three with their lug-
gage, and we are to be allowed ten shillings a day
for a horse to pull them about. There will be
suitable devices, with mottoes, such as ‘Doww
WITH THE BREAD Tysx ’—¢TFoop FOR THE Mir-
LioN P &e. &e., along the sides of the vehicles,
which are to be painted sky blue, with red wheels,
picked out with green. They will be labelled
behind, in statuteghle letters,

¢ GREAT NATIONAL Anti-Cory LAW ENLIGHT-

MENT CART.

' 3
Foryy FOR PETITIONS SUPPLIED!

« 3 h
T think that is all ’ve got to say except that

I hope your new purchase is to your liking, and
that Mrs, Jorrocks approves of the house. as
much a3 ghe did of her mother’s at Tooting.
Should theye be anything I can do for you in
town, Pray let me know; and after I leave,
Cleopatra Or Susan will be glad to do their best

for eithep Mrs, Jorrocks or you, to whom we all
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out o’ my element; but afore we arrived at the
end of the rail, I felt quite flummoxed—all be-
devilled. Thinks I to myself,  Now John, you old
jack-ass, what are you a goin’ out o’ your own
line o’ life for, into a land of strangers, with never
an acquaintance, and all to begin afresh? Couldn’t
you have stayed quiet in Great Coram Street,
with the run o’ the world before you? Then, a
little somethin’ within, whispered, ¢ But you loved
the country, John. ’Ampstead ’eath has always
had great attractions for you—you love the hair
of Greenwich, and Shooter’s ’ill is dear to your
recollection.” ¢True,” said I, ‘my frind; and I
minds when I started in my prentice prime I
loved figs, but I soon found there was sich a thing
as getting a surfeit on them.” Howsomever, never
mind—the country has its charms—cheapness
for one. Fowls, three shillins a couple: a goose
with his gizzard and all complete, four and six-
pence. But to proceed with our journey.

“The further we went, the stupider people got ;
and when we were done with the rail and got into
a country inn, I think I never saw such a set of
stupexes. Instead of half a little finger fatching
onesa coach, it took me ten minutes to drum into
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agricultur, and correspond with the Royal So-
ciety, and so on—Mr. Jorrocks on buck wheat—
Mr. Jorrocks on clover—Mr. Jorrocks on long
’orns—MTr. Jorrocks on short ’orns.

“]1 had written this far when your agreeable
favour came to hand, and werry ’appy I am to
hear of your luck. If the leaguers have wot they
say (£50,000), you are in for a good thing, but I
don’t bhelieve it—I think it will prove like a
lady’s fortin’, or the dirty dandy’s shirts, who
began to count at twelve and went up to fourteen
—they may have £5,000, or £6,000, and an 0
is soon added. I’ve lived a long time in the
world—a liberal sixty let us say—and I never
found money to be had for axin’—certainly not
from our party, though I believe the Tory calves
bleed sometimes. Howsomever, never mind,
£5,000, or £6,000 will take a deal o’ spendin’,
and if you manage matters well, you’ll get them

to make another whip when that’s gone. The
question is better nor the nigger one in some

respects, and worser in others.—It is better for

the subscribers, because they are adwenturin’

their money for summut that may profit them-

selves ; but then, on the other hand, it choaks off
p3
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The Leaguers themselves.—There’s the rub!
Will you get Mrs. Sympathizer Green or Miss
Puritana Brown to come down with the mopusses
to benefit Cobden and Co.? I think not. P’raps
you’ll say the Leaguers don’t want their mo-
pusses—only their tears. Who are they to be
shed for? The labourin’ classes? Not they! The
labourin’ classes don’t want them. Bull, as you
say, is a great hobstinate beast, but he has
some gumption notwithstandin’. This mornin’ I
walked up the street of our town, dressin’-gowned
and slipper’d a la Margate, just to appetise a bit
afore breakfast, and there I fell in with a man
called *Ercules Strong, a shovlin’ on stones with a
spade and a barrow. ¢ Mornin’, ’Ercules,” said I.
¢ Mornin’, squire,” said he. ¢ Hardish work that,’
said I,—¢ Middlin’, said he, diggin’ the pickaxe
into the heap. ¢ Vot do ye get a day ?’ said I.
¢ Half a crown,’” said he. ¢ That’s a good deal,’
said I. © Had three shillin’ last year,’ said he.
 How came they to reduce ye ?” axed I. ‘Things
fell in price,’ said he, ¢ and half-a-crown goes as
far this year as three shillin’ did last.’ ¢ Then
the price of lahour’s regulated by the price o’
wittles, is it ” axed I, ¢ Undoubtedly,” said he.
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a bishop’s apron on, supplicatin’ for mercy with
chained and uplifted ’ands, aided by Mrs. Sympa-
thizer Green and Miss Puritana Brown, was a
fine subject, because there was summut left to
the imagination ; and as Tommy Moore or some
other popular and poetical gentleman says:—
‘ Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, slavery!
still thou art a bitter draught! and though
thousands in all ages have becn made to drink o’
thee, thou art no less bitter on that account.’
But a fourpenny loaf sets Apollo and the muses
to flight, jest as Binjimin has set a flock o’ crows
off my front field.

“ ¢ Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still Cobden,’
say I, ¢still thou art a great umbug : and though
thousands may roll into your beggin’ bag, the
poor will never eat cheaper on that account.’

“Tt arn’t a bad dodge, but I don’t think it’ll
do. There is no elbow room for the imagination,
and the purpose o’ the promoters is too apparent
on the face on it. It will require a deal o’ sleight
o’ tongue to make Bully believe you’re a workin’
for his good. If I was to adwise the workin’
classes, I’d say, Don’t you sign no petition nor
nothin’ o’ the sort, unless your masters will hire
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CHAPTER VI.

¢ There shall the flocks on thymy pasture stray,
And shepherds dance at summer’s op’ning day.”
PLEAsUREs oF Hork.

SmaiLL as Hillingdon appeared after London,
and insignificant as were the shops, Mr. Jorrocks
soon found that he could get most things he
wanted. There were two tailors’, three shoe-
makers’, a milliner’s, a straw-bonnet maker’s, two
inng’, or public houses, where they sold grocery,
woollen and linen drapery, hats and hardware, or
exchanged them with the farmers for poultry,
butter, and eggs; also, a beggarly beer shop, a
butcher’s, and a bull’s eye or lolly-pop confec-
tioner’s. Besides these, of course there was the
doctor’s—doctor Claudius Sacker—with his white
house and green rails, and name properly embla-
zoned on a bright brass plate, with a “ night bell”
pull in the door post. Most of the cottage pro-
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cordingly had the requisite quantity, with trim-
mings, cut off, and sent to old Rumfit’s. The
colour, we should observe, was brightish brown,
with a fine light sea-weedy sort of pattern shot
through—indeed, we are not sure but it might
have been meant to represent wheat-ears—like
Sir Robert Peel’s present—though the word
“ free” was not apparent in any part of it.

Well, this was cut and contrived into something
between a jacket of modern, and a jerkin of olden
times. The collar was a mere hem—turned up, it
did not half cover the nape of his great bull neck.—
Mr. J. was terribly thick about the throat—a sad
sign of want of breeding. The jacket, or garment,
was double-breasted, with slanting pockets on each
breast, with very full straight laps meeting, or
rather folding over in front, and reaching about
half way down his thighs. A row of buttons en-
abled him to fasten them in front. In each lap
front were two tiers of diagonal pockets—the
pocket mouths—for holes would ill describe their
proportions, being edged with nut-brown velvet,
and the upper story ones a size or two smaller than
the lower. In these he purposed carrying his
hands, halfpence, and trifles of that sort; while
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Thus attired, Mr. Jorrocks mounted a most im-
perturbable old roman-nosed, dock-tailed black
cob that he had picked up cheap in the village,
and rode about surveying his estate—looking at
pigs, and cows, and sheep—asking foolish ques-
tions, and talking a great deal of nonsense about
farming. Thanks, however, to the veneration in
which town’s-people, above all, Londoners, are
held in the country, the rustics thought some new
lights must be breaking in the husbandry hori-
zon—never imagining for a moment that the owner
of so fine an estate, with such a fine open coun-
tenance of his own, knew nothing whatever of
what he was talking about.

Among the cottagers he did well enough, for
he had plenty of small talk for the old women;
how many daughters they had? who they mar-
ried ? how many children each had? how many
were bouys, and how many gals? where they got
their cat? whether she was a good mouser? how
the oven baked? if their water tubs were full,
how much they held ? what they gave for their
pig ? how they were off for soap? and other little
family inquiries.
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rocks’s earliest visits was to the pet farm, and
though he might not, like Miss Waithman,* ex-
pect to find all the shepherds with pipes and crooks,
or smartly clad dairy maids with cows and sylla-
bubs under the trees, he certainly expected a
different reception to what he met with from
Mark. Having kicked his pursy pony up the
hill, he sat mopping the perspiration from his
brow, and looking down upon the village of
Hillingdon, with the silvery Dart winding its tor-
tuous course through a wide expanse of rugged
picturesque country, when Mark, who was busy
cutting hay in his stack-yard, seeing a stranger
who he concluded was the squire,” put on
his coat and proceeded to meet him.
* * * * *

«“Goop MORNIN’, sig,” roared Mark, as soon

as he got within fifty yards of Mr. Jorrocks;

* Theodore Hook used to take great liberties with this lady in
the ¢ John Bull.” Transplanting her into Hertfordshire from
the shawl shop in Fleet Street, he represented her as encountering
a shepherd with his crook, and saying in exultation at the realiza-
tion of her dreams of rural felicity, ‘‘ But, shepherd, where’s
your pipe ?”’

¢« Please marm, I har'nt got no baccy,” was the reply.
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“PraY MY GOOD MAN VERE DOES MR. ’Eavy-
TAIL LIVE ? — MR. Jorrocks’s ’Eavyrarn, In
Fact ?” inquired he, after a moment’s reflection.

“ Herg,” roared Mark; “my NaME’s Heavy-
TAIL.”

“Indeed ! vell I thought so, but some ’ow your
account don’t tally with the auctioneer’s descrip-
tion of the pet farm.”

“] KNOW NOTHIN’ ABOUT AUCTIONEERS,” roared
Mark, “Bur I KNOW OUR BACK KITCHEN ’ILL BE
DOWN THIS BACK END, IF THERE ISN’T SOMETHIN’
DONE TO HER; AND THERE’S NO KEEPIN' THE
CATTLE STRAIGHT FOR WANT OF A NEW BIER.”

“Vell, but P’m a buyer,” replied Mr. Jorrocks ;
“vot is it you’ve got to sell 7

“SEgLL! WHY THERE’S NO PRICES TO GET FOR
NoTHIN’. DOWN CORN, DOWN HORN ! WE’RE ALL
BEGGAR’D; NOTHIN’ FOR Us BUT THE ONION
(UNION); YE CAN NEVER KEEP UP YOUR RENTS.”

“My vig!” exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, adding
aloud to himself, “if this is the crack tenant, I
vonder wot the rest’ill be like.”

“THE VEATS A LOOKIN’ WELL,”’ observed Mr.
Jorrocks, after a pause, anxious to get Mark off
the grievances. Mr. J., looking back on a field
he had passed in coming up the hill—
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“ Oh dear! oh dear!” exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks,
“ you seem to be all gone wrong together—a bundle
o’ grivances. If grumblin’ makes a good farmer,
you certainlie ought to be classed A.1. Good
mornin’ ! good mornin’!” added he, turning his
sluggish cob’s head downwards as he spoke, and
giving it a good double-thonging as he went.

“ Bur YE’LL SURELY COME AND SEE THE BACK
KITCHEN !” roared Mark, “ I DECLARE ITS NEVER
No USE—"

“ I1’s NEVER NO USE BOTHERIN’ ME |” screamed
Mr. Jorrocks, kicking the cob, and double-thong-
ing the harder to get out of hearing, adding to
himself as he went—‘ I’m dashed if ever I see’d
sich a perfect ’urricane of a man. Pet farm,
indeed ! my vig! reg’lar spoilt child, I declare!
¢ Come hup, you hugly beast,” to the cob, ¢ comc
up, and get me out o’ hearin.””’

And with the word away they went down the
hill, a deal faster than they came up, the whip,
and the cob’s nose being turned towards home,
giving an additional impetus to his movements.

VOL. I. E
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“ upon the whole”—the word whole being pro-
nounced as if there were a couple of “ h’s” and
two or three “ o’s” in it. He was busy in the
field, but seeing the new squire he left his work,
and introduced himself in the usual way by open-
ing a gate.

“ Thank ye, my frind,” said Mr. Jorrocks as
he approached; adding, as he looked over the
hedge into the next field, ¢ youw’ve a fine crop o’
barley there.”

“ That’s wheat,” replied Wopstraw, taking off
his hat, “upon the who-ole its tolerable fair.
The low end isn’t so good as the high though.”

“ Humph,” grunted Mr. Jorrocks, ““ these corn
crops rather bother my vig; and vot do you think
o’ things in general ¥ asked he.

This was a fine comprehensive question, and
just the last one that ought to have been hazarded
to Wopstraw, for it was surec to last him till
night-fall.

“ Why, upon the who-ole,” he began, “ things
are down, and I fear they’ll keep so. Upon the
who-ole I think Sir Robert was wrong in meddlin’
with us farmers. We were doin’ pretty well

E 2
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