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or hawker, was the touter of books in numbers.
Mhis man lid eut & beiabt for himself, which he
traversed wockly, or perhaps monthly; and his
main object seems to have been to dig a big hole
in your peeketi “by force of numbers,” Our re-
collections of this persevering genius are not hall
go pleasant as they might have heen, had we
turned a deaf ear to his seductions. We have
indignant reminiscences of a certain * Cruden’s
Concordance,” printed on a kind of stone-coloured
ten paper; which cost us nearly four pounds sterling
by the time it got wrapped in decent calf skin, bub
which, long before that time, was selling in the
shops, in quite as good a garment, ab twen ty-eight
shillings. We had paid the difference for the
pleasure of having the work dribbled out weekly
in blue paper covers, and we were but one of gome
thousand or so subseribers who had contributed,
for about three years, to a “Josing bank.” TLarge
fortunes were made by speculators in this sort of
literature, during the first decades of the present
centary; and, looking to the margin of profit ex-
hibited by the Concordance transaction, the fact is
ensily explained. Some huge monuments of the
trade yeb remain, in the shape of gigantic Bibles
and voluminous illustrated histories, stored up
among the penates of many a farmhouse and rural
residence. The touter of books in numbers sill
survives; but he has undevgone a change; the
decrease in the money value of books of all kinds
has cropped his large profits fo something like
average dimensions, and, having a better informed
public to deal with, he must give the money’s worth
for the money.

Mhe most characteristic literary hawlker of the
present day is the trash packman of London, and
the suburbg, within five or six miles of St. Paul’s.
Nothing derogatory is signified by the word
«trash,” in counechion with this subject; “frash 22
and “tragh-shops ™ being merely technical trade
terms, used o designate cheap serial literature, and
the places where it is sold retail. The function of
the trash packman is to supply innumerable small
shopkeepers, who sell cheap literature, either as
their staple article, or in connection with snuff and
tobaceo, with lollypops and sweetstuff, with toys
and walking-sticks, with apples, oranges, and nuts,
twith red herrings and treacle, small beer and vine-
gar, with brass bracelets, brooches, rings, and Bir-
mingham ware, or even with coals and potatoes. 1t
isefor his special convenience, though that fact is
modestly kept in the background, that the cheap
serials are issued go long before the nominal date
of their publication; the cheaper they are, and the
Jarger their circulation, the earlier do they issue
from the press. Were they to come from the
printer only on the eve of publication day, the
packman would never be able to get them to the
counters of his customers, who, for the most part,
Yave themselves no connection with the publishing
houses; and rely solely upon him for their supply.
He is the most unwearied and punetnal of pur-
veyors; and in all weathers you may sce him
pelting along on his route, Jaden with the pon-
derous reams and quires which melt away graduoally
as he continues his civenit from shop to shop. His
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wares are far more various and manifold than the
goneral reader is awaere. Besides those journals
which are well known and extensively popular, he
has a catalogne of others, altogether as obscure
and ephemeral, the first numbers of which are
generally given away, or added, as a bonus, to some
other periodieal, with a view to secure a welcome
reception for the mumbers which are fo follow.
These are mostly of the melo-dramatic, demon-
ological, or shirving and startling class of nar-
ratives—speculations which as often fail as ve-
munerate their originators, but which, spite of
all failures, ave constantly springing up in some
form or other.

The remuneration of this industrious dissemina-
tor of the cheap literatore of the day is not, we
imagine, very large; and it is rather a mysbery
liow he ig remunerated at all, secing that he sells
at five-and-twenty per cent. under the published
price, and therefore must exist himself on that
meagre margin—ywhatever it may be, for we confess
our inability to define ib—which is expressed by
guch terms as quirage, dozenage, per-centage, oic.
Perhaps he supplements his wholesale transactions
by a small independent trado in vetail, which he is
able to carvy on concurrently with his larger
operations, and along the same beat.

The reader will perceive that literary packmen
may be very useful agents, circulating sound sense
and good instruction; or, on the contrary, they
may be perambulating nuisances, carrying infec-
fion into the moral atmosphere wherever they go.
The tendencies of the times are, however, happily
in favour of their heing beneficially employed, and
it behoves every man who wields a pen to see that,
so far as he himself is concerned, they are so.

THE CALCUTTA MALL.
Ar last the golden orb of day, after his brilliant
carveer across the azure vault of heaven, and after
“ Hyrling ferce splendour through the sultry air,”

betakes himgelf to his gorgeons crimson bed across
the Hooghly. The fact is physically announced to
me by the perception of & gradual mitigation in the
heat as I lie recumbent, divested of all but the
piviest of habiliments, attempting to snatch o brief
forty winks to brace up my energies for the coming
visit to the Calecutta Mall. Buf still more prac-
tically is the event of closing day made significant
by the silent entry of my sable valet, who proceeds
to business by opening the venetians, and letting
a flood of light into my hitherto darkened cham-
ber; he then arranges my wardrobe, and, after
certain mannal telegraphic signals from the windoy,
to summon the water-carrier to give me a bath,
formally announces that everything is ready. My
valet is resolute : any attempt to court still farther
slumber would be absurd. As the water-carrier
enters the bath-room, I rouse myself, and emerging
from the precincts of the musquito-curfains, enjoy
the luxury of the huge skinful of freshly-drawn
cool water that is poured over me; I then rapidly
perform my toilette, under the joint administrations
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of my valet and his mate, and descend to the door,
where I find my sparkling proud little Arab fretting
with impatience to carry me fo the scene of confu-
sion and of conquest.

I have my habitation in Chowringhee, the Bel-
gravin of Calentta; and, mounfing my Saladin,
(whose saltatory proceedings evince a salutary
efflux for a superabundance of mercurial humours,
and whose eccentrie fancies are somewhat opposed
to the long enjoyment of the cooling effects of the
bath,) I am borne along by a series of initiatory
bounds, and at last reach the Chowringhee Road,
which skirts the broad green plain that lies around
the celebrated Fort William. 'The sun is rapidly
sinking, while from every road and street, highway
and gully, Calentta is disgorging herself of her
population.

An hour ago, the roads were bare strips of
heated earth, devoid of life, until the water-carriers
sprung forth from their hidden haunts, and, scat-
tering the grateful flnid avound, laid the dust, and
gave a sensabion of pleasant coolness to a panfing
populace. Now, as if by magie, impelled by one
sponteneous desire “to eab the ain” as is the
oviental figurative designation, all the world and
his wife emerge from their muggy dwellings, be
they humble or palatial, and make straight for the
strand. Here arc the governors, the princes, the
great men and the mighty men, the captaing, the
high church dignitaries, cotton lords and merchant
prinees, high and low, the Kuropean and the indi-
genous, the white man and the black, with a some-
what imposing preponderance of that medium tint
which claims affinity to each, sallying forth, and
one and all directing their course to the appointed
Mall, with a seeming spirit of determination that
nothing counld dispel.

Asvay they go! equestriang, male and female,
making for the bright green velvet sward that so
gladdens the eye of the visitor to the eity of palaces,
whether from sea or up country.” There are equi-
pages of every form and build, from the disgjointed,
rattling chariot of oriental cast, to the grace-
ful phaefon of English build. Here is the primi-
tive “kranchee,” which in aspect can only be
likened to a hackney carriage of the days of good
Queen Bess; but, in place of an unwieldy ponder-
osity, exhibiting a fragile combination of particles
whose right of cohesion for five consecutive minutes
would disconcert the brain of any philosopher—a
reficulated compilation devoid of paint and springs,
and drawn by two ponies that are yoked at a pre-
cantionary distance from each other, in true oriental
fashion. Tt is loaded with a freight of holiday-
maling “ biboos,” who have chartered it in the
black town, and are now sallying forth to behold
the pale faces of the western world. Here go
- palankeen carriages innumerable, principally loaded
with the discolonred community, the Burasians of
the City of Palaces, who adopt European customs
tothe utmost, and who sedulously attend the Mall;
the gentler, if not the fairer sex, habited in the
whitest of muslin dresses, and with their dark
Tastern eyes laying themselves out to captivate the
heart of a Gonsalvez, a Silvester; or a De Cruz,
who prance along on their well-spurred steeds.
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Then there ave the palankeen carriages with the’
sedate but demi-tinted merchants, who have for-
saken the buggy, and whose carriages, calling daily
for them at their offices, when business closes, joz
leisurely along to the general rendezvous. IHere
are more stylish ones, drawn by a pair of horses, and
with a driver habited in the disgnise of an English
coachman of the old school, by a fraudulent desire
to give the character of a great-coat with a greab
many capes, but wearing & single cape adorned
with a geries of horizontal stripes. The horse-
keepers sport livery turbans and belts; the horses
trot at considerable speed under- their plated har-
ness; the varnish is very bright, the blinds are let
down, and there sits the well-pleased owner, in his
white jacket and with bare head, his sable wife, in
the most brilliant of yellow and pea-green bonnets,
beside him, enjoying themselves to the very utter-
most.

But the palankeen carriages are outnumbered
by the more purse-accommodating buggy, which
swarms in every stage of splendour and decay.
Here is the venerable trap that has seen some fitty
summers, with its lofty old-fashioned body, and with
an eccentric excrescence protruding from the hinder
panel for the stowage of umbrellas and canes,
with its straight shafts and normal hood, designed
for protection from a sun ever at the meridian,
up to the graceful and elegant half-side-sweep turn-
out, with its low body and roomy amplitude, court-
ing repose, and locking the very picture of a luxu-
rious vehicle. Took, there goes one of these
modern vehicles, with nobt a straight line in the
design to affect the sesthetic faste; everywhere
is the curved line of beauty, with perfections of
finish and a startling dash in style. See how
noiselessly it rolls along, drawn by that fast trotting
waler, and impelled by the hand of the young
civilian or staff officer, whose occasional glance ab
the vacant seat beside him speaks volumes to those
recently imported maidens whose idiosyncrasies are
for the marriageable state. Not less “swell” are
the buggies of the merchant princes, their partners
or assistants; bubt they are more frequently of a
more practical kind of beanty, with higher wheels,
and cane panels, for the sake of lightness.

Then we come to the ernsh of pilentums,
barouches, sociables, phaetons, and the other thou-
sand and one species of four-wheeled vehicle that
is to be met with on this cosmopolitan -course.
There is the Governor-General, in his open
barouche drawn by four horses, and with searlet-
liveried postilions, outriders, and military escort;
there aro the governors and high officials in their
dashing equipages, drawn by imported English
horzes, or, when the vehicles are smaller and
lighter, by the more sparkling and abtractive
Arabians; here are the affluent mative prinees,
who, while adhering to their native costume, have
dropped into the western customs in the matber of
stylish and luxurions equipages ; hut great are the
anomalies that they exhibit—jewelled velvet robes
and embroidered garments, with the most fashion-
able and costly vehicle that money could produce,
seb off by a bevy of dissolute tag-rag and hob-tail,
in squalid attire, clustering on every side.
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Anil now let us take a raore leisurely survey of
the Mallitself. Passing the Ochterlony Monument
and the Government House, the Town Hall and
all the palatial edifices that run from the hanks of
the Hooghly to Chowringhee, we come to the
strand which skirts the river's now golden watbers.
Here is the Hyde Park of the East. Have we not
our drive by the Serpentine, where, in place of the
Lilipubian cutters, ave thonsands of stately ships,
not only princely merchantmen of frigate build,
the pride of Great Britain, the admiration of the
world, but real frigates, and vessels that hear the
flags of a hundred nations? And how tempting do
they look, those stately ships, in all the glovy of
the brightest paint and formidable array of imagin-
avy ports, with the tautest of rigging, and snowy
awnings, to tempt the old Indian exile to hecome
one of the “homeward-bound.” There, on the
left, is Hyde Park, hereft of its stately forest trees;
but have we not the varying green ramparts and
parapets of the mighty fortress, with its formidable
array of guns, guavded by the Brivish sentinel ?
Have we not the drive, more especially devoted to
equipages, but which flirtation-bent equestrinns
love to invade? And is there not a “Rotten Row ”
for fair riders, and the broad expanse of brilliant
sward for the fleet hoofs of the Arab, the Australian,
the thorough-bred English, and the Cape? Aud,
lastly, have we not our band-stand, wheve, on so
many nights in the week, the votaries of the Mall,
cven as they take their drive, are regaled with the
melodies of a Bellini, a Labitsky, or a Stranss ?

Now, let us make a pause, and have an eye to
the eccentricities of the scenc. We have seen
how grandeur and elegance drvive side by side
with unassuming lowliness; now let us see how
Orvientalism adapts itself to Western customs.
Leb us watch the equipages, as they whirl and
dash along, taking it for granted that those which
have now subsided in the “ambulative sequence ™
are tolerably free from adventures.

On the Calcutta Mall the art of driving is of
strictly defined limits, for in the oviental mind the
popular notion is fo go ahead, be it to the vight
hand or to the left, irespective of all collateral
contingencies—a fallacy inordinately provocative of
grief, and a source of much profit to the coach-
builder and horse-dealer. Thus, a mild IHindoo,
whose vaulting ambifion never soarved to any other
capaciby than that of entting grass, has been cle-
vated to the grade of a horsekeeper, when hig
master, instituting a trap, and on economy bent,
has exalted him still higher—to the vehicle’s wool-
sack; and there, invested with a whip and intrusted
with the ribbons, he is directed to take “a devive on
the Mall,” which is achieved, or otherwise, with an
eccentric irregularity quite alarming to behold.

But if the land Oviental ig fertile in woe, what
would be the Culeutia Mall without its decimating
and destructive British tar?  What so effective to
elear the way as the coming of a buggy full of jovial
seamen, benfi on a land cruise, affording a pleasing
episode of every evening’s entertainment during the
cold-weather months, when the riveris full of ship-
ping ? Here comes a specimen. Jaclk has chartered
a buggy, and his crew, as he quaintly tells you he-
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fore slarting, comsists of “three Europeans and
one Lasear;” the latter, instead of having a berth
afl, is made to sit on the jib-boom, as Juck desia-
nates the shaft, so that he may keep a good look-
out for squalls, as he feels he has some infricate
navigation before him, and he veckons on a stiffish
breeze and perhaps a wreck hefore dark. They get
under weigh, and, eracking along under full gail,
make straight for the Mall, with a sincere and
laudable desive to steer clear of all crvaft, as port,”
“starboard,” “keep her helm up,” and such-like
ejaculatory oxclamations from the “master,” who,
with crossed legs and well-smolked clay, direets the
nayigation, ean amply testify., But the helmsman,
with his rudder-lines run slack to a most unpro-
fessional extent, is deaf to all cntreatics, He has
Jjust run down a water-carvier, fouled a “kranchee,”
capsizing it most effectually, and has now earried
away the paddle (as he terms the wheel) of a family-
laden palankeen carringe, shivering many a spoke,
tilfing the vehicle, and terrifying the minds of the
occupants thereof.  But Jack goes aliead ; he claps
on fresh sail, as he ferms the application of the
whip, and makes straight for alittle palankeen ear-
ringe, bearing a portly Parsee. Bnt the driver is
on experienced “old whip,” and his tiny pair of
swiftly-frofting Pegu ponies coon eseape from the
danger. A eivilian’s barouche is next endangered;
but we see no more, for Jack sails out of sighti; bus
we feel convineed that a crisis will ocenr, and that
the Lasecar will be leff fo enrry home the fragments,

Thus is the air enten on the Caleubta Mall.
The majority veer homewards befove it gets quite
darle; bub the more faghionable linger about the
band till the voyal anthem gives warning to horse-
keepers to light the lamps, when the crowd dis-
perses, and nought is heavd on the Calentta Mall
bf the howl of the jackal, or the even more hideous
howl of the perambulating watchmen of the night.

Dr. Raussell in his * Diary,” published since the
foregoing deseripition was wrikten, gives his first
impressions of this strange scene.

“When it was geltting dark, D came rounil
for me in his buggy, to perform the great ceremony
of Caleutta life—to take the evening turn on the
Iisplanade, or the Cowrse. The Bsplanade lies in
lvont of Chowringhee, and it is thevefore in fron
of the Club. ~ Tn the midst, on the right of us, is a
bad imitation of the Nelson monument, in Trafalgar
Squave, with Nelson vemoved from the top. Be-
fore us is the Fovt.

“TIs this a limbo in which all rvaces, black and
white, are doing penance on the outside of strange
(uadrupeds and in the interior of impossible
vehicles?  The 1ide in Rotten Row, the dveary
promenade by the banks of the wnsavoury Serpen-
tine, the weary gaiety of the Champs Elyseds, the
Boig de Bonlogne, and the Avenue de St (‘lond,
the profound austerity of the Prater, are haunts
of frivolous, reckless, indecorous, loud-laughing
Momus and all his nymphs—ZEuphrosyne, and
Phryne, and others—compared with this deadly
promenade @ cheval @ pied, where you expect every
moment to hear the Dead March in Saul, or to see
the waving black ostrich plumes sprout out of a
carriage top,
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“These are, indeed, solemn processions, which
nob even youth and beaunty, or their simulants, can
make gay. The ground is well watered; no dust
rises beneath the tramp of the many horses. Buf
darlmess has set in on the faces of the multitude.
The moment the sun made a decided how to the
horizon, oub came carriages, phaetons, and horses;
but gearcely have they revolved twice in their
conrse, ere that sun has vanished into darkness.
Phebug and Nox have here a sterile union; and
the sturdy long-lived Crespuscule of onr southern
climes is unborn and unknown here.

¢ Tt veally was little move than ten minufes from
the time we got on the Conrse, ere the darkmess to
me destroyed all the attractions of what, for a brief
period, was a very interesting and novel scene.
But imagine a drive in the daml—not twilight—
but darkness so profound that lamps must be
lighted to prevent collision. For the ten minutes or
so it was a very gay, a very curious, hut nob a very
satisfactory or assuring sight. T think the most
stern and patrician of Roman consuls must have
had something of an uneasy feeling when he saw
the plebeians in the Via Sacra, presuming to walle
forth in purple and fine linen among the offspring
and relatives of the Conscript Fathers, But heve
on this esplanade, or race-course, or corso—iwhab-
cver it is—there is something more than such pre-
tentious equality. It is, that there is such insult
offered ag the arrogance of the most offensive aris-
tocracy—that of eomplexion—can invent to those
who by no means. admit themselves to he the
plebeians of the race. See, thereis a fecble young
man dressed in white, with a gilded velvet cap in
his hand, trying fo drive a vehicle, which looks like
2 heehive from the cluster of his attendants on all
points of it. That is Chuck-el-head Doss, the great
little young Bengal merchant, the inheritor of old
Head Doss’s money, and the acceptor of the less
doubtful gain of a CGermano-Hindoo-Christianic
philosophy, which teaches him that, after all, what-
ever is is besb, and that the nse of the sensesis the
best development of the inner man. Is he a bit
neaver to mg beeange he ahjures Vishnu, accepts
Providence, and thinks our avatar very beautiful P
Ask “Who heis’ ¢He's one of those nigger mer-
chants—a cheeky set of fellows, all of them.” Then
there is a morose old man in a chariob drawn by
four horses, with two well-dressed fellows with their
backs to the horses, outriders and runners, and a
crowd of servants. He is a handsome worn-oub-
looking man, with a keen eye, lemon-coloured face
and gloves, dressed in rich shawls and cuvious
silks. Who is he? A few Huropeans bow to him.

«¢Feo is the Rajah of Chose—a greab rascal
None of ns know him ; and they say the Company
were jockeyed in giving him such an allowance.’
You feel some historic interest when you are shown
Tippoo Sultan’s son and grandson; but your friend
is too busy looking at Mrs. Jones, to give much
information on these points, or to direct your ab-
fention to anything go common-place (to him) as
the appearance of some natives on the Course. And
indecd, to tell the truth, the fair face of Mys. Jones
ig, perhaps, better worth looking at, in the abstract,
than those bedizened natives. Still it is striking,
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for the first time at all events—but I suppose the
impression soon dies away—to see the metaphysical
Mahratta diteh which separates the white people,
not only from the natives, but from the Kurasians.
They drive and ride in the same throng, apparently
quite unconscious of each others’ presence.”

WILD AND TAME,

M'is influence of civilization upon man is chronicled
in the records of history; but the influence of eivil-
ization upon certain races of animals is more ob-
gcure, and has not been taken cognizance of per-
haps so much as it deserves.. We all of us know
something about the civilization of individual pets :
ib is not to that case, however, that I direct my
remmks.  What my observations would especially
point to here is the series of gradual and morc
oceulb changes which haye been brought about in
the course of hundreds, sometimes thousands of
years, and by virtue of which the characteristics of
& race ave so modified that we lose all cognizance
of the wild progenitors from which fhe members of
it have descended.  Already the domestic cat has
afforded the readers of “The Leisure Hour ™* one
example of what is meant to be conveyed. Another
case of similar import is furnished by the dog.
Tiess obscure, bub still well marked, ave the cases
of modified race, the change due to clvilization, fur-
nished by the pig, the sheep, the cow, and, perhaps
more than all, the domestic barn-door fowl.

There are two ways of testing this no less diffi-
cult than interesting subject. Firstly, in some
cases, historical records exist of whab the character-
isties of certain animals were, in ancient times when
the process of reclaiming them fivst began; secondly,
the naturalist has it offen in his power to appeal
to modern records, of what tame animals have be-
come when allowed once more to run wild. Both
these means of invesfigation are open to us, as
respects the common barn-doer fowl: suppose, then.
we examine them. WWhen barn-door cocks and
heng began to be so inconsiderate as fo abandon
their native forests, and, for the sake of alittle good
living, to lay eggs and geb fab for the henefit of
their civilized bub gormandizing protector, is
more than nabtuvalists, at this late period of the
world’s history, are able to determine; however, a3
regards those pioneers of civilization, the Grecks,
testimony enables the inquirer to form o pretly
accurate guess. In neither the “TIliad” nor tho
“Qdyssey 7 does old Homer say anything abous
cocks and hens, which is strange, if he really was
cognizant of their existence. Getbing up of morn-
ings by times to mingle in the fray, as the Homeric
heroes are represented to have done, what more
natural than the assumption thab cock-crow should
have been the signal. Neither does Hesiod (an-
other very old Greck aunthor) say anything about
them; but, in addition to the “Iliad” and the
« Odyssey,” Homer is the reputed author of another
poem, the “Batvachomyomachia” At any rate,
whoever the author of ib, that poem with a long
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