I'm sure you knew old Betty Kew the washer-
woman. . Anybody—the highest in the town—
would have entrusted Betty with ¢lothes to wash ;
and she told the funuiest of all stories; with which
to kedp you alive at nights, when the work was'doné.
There were people, too, in H.mBEo. Lane and
Solomon's Temple who bad.lived neighbours for
forty years and more. You will remember Mrg
Simpson and Mrs Waugh, and many others, And
you know Tumblety’s Ale-House, three doors from
the top of the lane, and Anthony Sewell’s, and
Edward Tierney’s. You perhaps dov’t remember
my little friend George ; I have a letter of his yet—
the only letter he ever wrote. You don’t know how
much I think of it, though it is now old ang yellow,
and as faded as many of my early hopes.  He was
brought up a Catholic, and'I 8 Protestant ; and one
dsy, before I kuew what be wag doing he sprinkled
me with holy water, to « keep the' bad man from
getting me |” We were very young Ecc.....zﬁ.:m for ,
“Agga Dize;” but, 8ir, that holy water dig e !

mwawﬁ It has often helped me ‘to .remember that,

Ghstio )

Soﬁronm.H?:oﬁm&‘E friend to a lowly grave ;
I heard a eervice Hmaﬂ:on understand; I haye
never touclied holy warer from that day to this, but
I hope I shall ever fdel that no creed should stand
any more between living. human hearts than ogp
different oreeds did- between’ Georgo Tierney's and
mine, We were rivylg nird ftiends ; why cinnot you
newspaper editors vm..?&nﬁ.._n oo

One thing inord, sit, do-you'remember « O] Suip,”
the sugar boiler? = Ygir correspondent of last week
‘talks about the sy ot boiling ; does- he know any-
thing of OJ]d Snip? It -used to bo rare fun to rip
at the sugay yard gates, and bring the poor a_m
beggar up from bis liouse at the bottom of (he yard ;
and then sliout ¢ Qjg Snip,” and run nway to the
music of the old gentleman's maledictions,

I shall say a greal denl more on these subjoctg
some day, Lettsullico for the present to reming
you that Solomon's Temple did not always deservo
the bad name your correspondent has given it, [
hope it was never quite so bad as he makes it, but
at all evontsit never way 8010 my early days ; never
LUl it beenme the property of the Eari of Longdalg,"
I remember.it, as it was; [ know there was scarcédly
a dirty house in it, I A sure there were gome
houses in it that could pot be surpassed for cleanli-
ness in any town in Englaud, |

I know it was not
the habitation of vagrants and thieves, I remember
kind old' neighbourg and friends, ready to run in g
moment, night orp day, to:each othor's Lelp; when
aflliction fell, ag aflliction does fall onithe poor. I
remember the old may whd came round every Satar-
day with his two asucs, to sell clean sand for the
clean floors ; I remembar the many rides I had g4 a
child on thoge asses, and how when the old man
diéd I was ouly pacified by boing tnken qay alter
day to seek my * cuddies" on Harrig Moor, ™" -

" You will judge, then, how I folt when I gaw your
correspondent’s letter, 1 sajd o myself— I5 " thig
to be the funera) oration—=this the final gng only
chronicle of the home of my early childhoad, where
lived and died some of the warmest Leapts thot ever
_cmaw.ma.r:.azs breasts 1" T regolved jt should net,
I'daro say your correspondent intends pg ill, but he
docs not kuow Solomon’s Tewple as' I remember it
from the days forever gone. e caunnot geg there,
as I can, one old friendly family fireside, occupied
by friends the nearest and dearest of all, 'If ;g coald,
he would, I am sure, touch a poor man's home with
a gentlet and ‘kindlier band. "I ‘Suppole he thinkg
thut Selomon's Temple, as it lately was, ig fajr gae

for :u% one who wishes to draw h pictare ; a placo

could point him' Lo higher thiigs in courection with
Solomon’s Temple, A thousand old pktures apd
memories rise before me to-night, under tle jnflyenee
of your cosrespondent's letter, and if theyhave made
me a little angry, they have also calmed ne, and left
only one large pitture full of peace and tiendliness
to all mankind at the close.—I am, 8ir, yar ocmmhf
servant. S o
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