S

WHITEHAVEN HERALD OCTOBER . 1865

“SOLOMON’S TEMPL E.

Dxar Mn Xpiror,—Allow me s word or tw¢
about “Solomon’s Temple,” which I think youi
smart “ Special Oontributor” koows very litue;
about. 1 wag born init; andI can tell you, among
other things, as the result of many years’ experience,
that it was'the best.placé in the town for the games
of “tig” and *spy-eye,” provided you could cscape
poor old Jumes Mageo and his much dreaded whip.
I'll give you n few things, by and by, anbout Jawes
Mageo; at nrvesent let me dot down what I can
remember of the ownership of this old building—
“my first and denrest home.” ' :

I can just remember it as the ‘property of Dr
Robinson, ageutleman who collected his own rents,
and took good care that no disreputable person got
into his property. He was as caiefvl to set himself
ageinst dirty people as against rogues; and though
there was always (since- L can remember) a middoo-
stead in front of Solomon’s Templa, there was lcss
fever and dlscase in this' building than in almost any
olhor part, of Whitehaven. T wus no ‘ peronnial
fover bed, where discnso run viol, and overy cpidemic
abroad wans sure Lo stop and clnim ity victimy," 1
am not writing n fine paper, Mr [iditor ; Tam telling -
you what 1 khow. ’

You are perhaps not aware that Solomon's Templo
formed+only one of the threc sides of a quadrauglo

dead,

. Batween. tha Rerue wnd
school—a gem of a school—lkept by old Mrs Wisc;
and thero, sir, yvou might have soon a preity little
girl, your hvmble correspondent's fivst swecthonrt,
Al | sir, you should have seon hor, in hor nice olean
‘“glip,” making Dame Wise's sciwol like a little
Parndise, We (the lads) wero all in love with hor. .
For her approval wo tricd our bost to learn the
alpbabet from A to Z, and spell “cat” and * dog,”
and many even more difficult words. To her wo
mndo our daily contribulions of ** swect marblos'—
Kitty Quah sold excellent sweet marbles, at six for
a halfpenny, and none of usg little urohing ovar
thought of tnsting them i1l wao had offertd the firat-
fruit of our purchase to our littlo * tete-hn-a-t, Agga,
Dize.” Shall I translate for you, sir? ¢ Tete-ha-n-t"
was our besh equivalent for “sweothonrt,” and
“ Agga Dize" was all we could mako of ' Agues
Wige.” That was ber name, sir. “Poor thing! she
has long been laid bencath the green sod. She
visited Whitehaven, after a.long absence, worn
nlmost to a skeleton; and in ‘Lemple Lane—in
Solomon’s Temple—dirty, much abused Solomon's
Totmple—1I had tho pain of taking for the last time
the all but dying hand of my dear little  teto-ha-n-t,
Agga Dize.” Iller other most unwavering admlirer,
aud my old friend, Goorge Lierney, bad long been
Miss Wise bad for several years beon Mrs

thie centre of which was the much talked of midden- Somebody whom we never knew,'and she had cowe

stead. Asyou stood with your back to the *IBarragks” home to die.

the right hand row of houses was ‘“ Temple Lane.""
The left entry was * Martin's Arch”—we lades called
it that at any rate; and a comfortable place it was
for telling stories under on o wet night.  To front of
you was * Solomon’s T'emple.”. S

Now, walk round the lanes with me, sir, if 'you
havo time, beginning at “ Martin’s. Arch.”  DMre
Martin was a black aud white smith, and ono of thd
canningest workmen of his craft, Ile was dt ldast
the third of his line of that trade; tlhcy were all
capital workmen, and I beliove no one ever charged
thero with being bad neighbours or uufair tradesmen,
Martin's Arch, from the lino of Catherine Strect to
the front of Solomon’s, Templo, was all their own. !

Edward Martin, the last blacksmith of his-raco, wasg .

n little man of extraordinary sharpness, nud when he.
ot u glass too many you cannot-imagine how {unny
10 could bo. 1lis eldost son was wy old playmate

and fricnd, Tom; and if these lines should -mect

Tom’s eye I am sure he will forgive we tho few

kindly reminiscences of old times. I was rathor a

favourite with Mr Martin; and, accordingly, on o

porticulae Saturday morning that I shall never for-

ret, T was doputed by a lot of our comrades (Tom’s

‘4nd ming) to go, in a well bohaved mannor, to the

Pecaco be to hor memory, and to tho
momory of all our schoolfellows and her.swect-
hearts who have got away before us to the long
home! .
At the bottom of Martin’s Arch was Robert and
Willinm M‘Donald's -wéaving shop, as respectablo a
shop as over was anywhore ; and then, at tho corner
of Solomon’s Temple—in a housc nlways ¢ as cloan
as o new made pin,Y’ lived James and June Magee,
You remember, sir—you must remember—James
Mageof Don't you see his erect form, and hear his
scraps of I'rench, picked up while he was wounded
audin hospital in France after the Battle of Waterloo?

‘ut'gienén did that day ?"*  Tlien you remember, sir,
how Jumes Mageo made his' stories all the sweeter
to us youngsters Uy tho nice bits of *“ Spanibh” (nono
ol your fine words for meo !) he'tarried in his‘pocket ;'
dnd hiow he made his presents in appropriaté French
tormb, which no mortal, French, or Buglioh, or high
Duteh, ever undorstood., And then, surely you
know how he spoiled our games at “ tig,” nnd * spy-
eye,” and * oooks’ with that much dreaded whip ?
Olrl yes, you must know all these things ; I ond'dure
you musb,. - . .

And old Abraham Iloweus, too, the man-o’-war's-

door, and” ask *if Tom might como out to lake,” mun, who lived close to Jumes Magee, but at last
Do you know what *lake” means,'Mr Editor, or Went away to Chelsen Ilospital to grope out his few
bave yoil forgotten it in these now-fangled days of Temaining days? And, just over tho head of James

Whittoo 7. Well, -if you don’t know yofi ought to
know, so I'm not going to tell you. 1did as 1 was
cominissioned ; knocked at the door, and said—4% If
you plense mny T'om como out to lake P Mr Martin
was on his high horse at the tinie, and poor Tom had
had very little chanco of gettidg out, But his
deliverance was at hand. The old gentleman seized
on me, draggred me forward to an arm chair, in which
he somewhunt unceremoniously sot me; then be drew
anothor chair opposite to mo, and for four mortal
bours held me there, whilst he preached to me from
Lis well-known text of ** Martin’s a bero ! Rocks of
Gibraltar, Golden Mice and Silver T'ea Pols,” &o.
You nced not bother to imagine my vexation ; tako
tho fact, nnd let me add that Martin's Arch and
Louse, and evon thio blacksmith's shop, woro ns oloan
a8 “gip,” You cannot flud such o shop as Mr
Martin's in these days, =

i

Magee, you caunot have forgotten the Trespectable
family of Wise—uearly' related to my little sweet-
beart.” You may be thankful, sir, that you were
dpt present, as I'was, when that family was broken
up by the death of father and mother, and when the
poor little children were taken away to the poori
house.
n bundred years of age. Driven at ounce from eoms
fort and kind parents to the poorhouse—Oh!- Mr
Tiditor, I hope you will never hear such a wail of
woe as I heard that day, . ‘ .
I fear I am takibg up too much of your time, but
I want to photograph for you Solomon’s Temple, as’
it was, before any oue could say of it—what your
correspondent said last week. . May I go hurriedly
round the laneP . o

I shall never forget that,—if I live till I am ben

i

Yuuptnore was o Dame’s I'm suro you knew old Betty Kew the washer-
woman, . Anybody—the highest in the town—
would linve entrusted Betty with ¢lothes to wash j
and she told the fununiest of all stovies; with which
to kedp you dlivo at nights, whon the work was' doné.
There were people, too, . .
Solomon's Temple who bad.lived neighbours for
forty yoars and more.
Simpson and Mrs Waugh,
you kuow
the top of the laue,
Edward Ticrney’s,
my little friend George; I have a letter of his yet—
the only letter heever wrote.

in Temple Lane and’

You will remember Mus
aiid thany others, And
“Tumblety’s Alo-House, three doors from
and Anthony Sewell’s, and
You perhaps dow’t remember

You don't know how
wuch I think of it, though it is uow old and yellow,

and s faded ns mMany of my early hopes. " He was
brought up a Catholic, and I a Prolestant ; and one
doy, before I kuew what bhe was doing be sprinkled
we with holy water, to *“keop the’ bad man from
getting me 1" We wero very young then—rivals for

“ Agga Dize;" but, sir, that boly watoer did pig
godt’ 1t has often belped ine td.remomber that,
(iybolic nud Protestant, we are’all' snd ought to be
brothers, I followed my.friend to a lowly grave ;
I heard a eervico I didnot understand; 1 have
néver touchied boly water from.that day to this, but
I hope L shall evor fdel that no- ¢reed should stand
any more between [diviog. human hearts than our
‘difTerent _oreeds did: betwean’ Georgo ‘Tierney’s and
mine. Woewere rivals niid {fiends ;- why cinijot you
newspapor editors bu fhdjgnmed. - .. T

Ouno thing inord, sir, iddyou'romamber “ Old Suip,”
the sugar boiler? - Yalic correspondent of fast week
talke nbout the suger boiling; does- he kuow any-
thing of Old Suip? 1b-used to bo rare fun to rin
at the sugar yard gutes, snd bring the poor ol
beggar up from bis house at the Lotiom of the yard;
and then sliout “ Old Suip,” and run wway to tho
muslo of the old gentlemnn’s malodiotions,

1 shall say o grent denl more on these subjocts
samo day, Let'It'sullico for the presont to remind
you Lthnt Solomon’s Tewmple did not always desorvo
the bad name your correspoudent has given it, I
liope it was never quile so bad as ho makeas it, but
nt ull evoutsit nevor wassoin my envly daya ; nover
LUl it beonne the propurly of the knrl of Lonadale.
I romembor.it, as it was; T know there was acarcdly
o dirty bouse in it. I .am,sure there were some
houses in it that could not Lo surpassed for cleauli-
vess in any town in Huglaud. [ koow it was uvot
the hubltation of vagrants nnd thieves, I remembaor
Kkind old neighbours and {rionds, ready to run inn
moement, night or day, to:ench othor's help; when
aflliction {ell, ne uflliction does fall ounitho poor. I
remember the old man whd cama round every Satar-
day with bhis two nsses, to s¢ll clean sand for the
clean floors ; I rowmember the many rides I biad ns a
c_..:; on those asses, and how wheu the old man
died I was ouly pacified by boing tnken.day nfior
day to seek my "cuddies' ou Harris Moor, & - .

" You will judge, then, how I felt when L saw your
corrospondent’s letter. 1 said to mysell—' I5 this
to be the funers) oration=<this the final diad ouly
chrouicle of the home of my early childhodd, where
:éw_..psa diod sorme of Lthe warmest hiearts that ever

in buwan brensts 1" I resolved it should n.®
I'daxt suy your correspondent intends no ill, hut he
docs- nob know Solowon's Tewple as' I remowmber it
from the duys forever gone. Ile caunob geo thore,
as 1 can,one old friendly family firesido, occupied
by fricnds the nenrest and donrest of all. "If he could,
o would, I am sure, touch a peor man's home with
a gontlet and “kindlier band. I suppole he thinks
thut Solomon's ‘Lewmplo, aé it Intely was,is fair gnoo
for any ous who wishes Lo draw b pichire ; a placo
for lady.viaitors nid town missionarics;s place ta be
talked nbout ot Sunday school ten padies; “Bub I-
could point him'lo higher thitige in courection witlh
Solomou's’ Temple,, A thousand old piures and
memories rise befors me to-night, under tlé jnfluonce
of your correspondent’s letbor, nud if thoyhave mnade
we & little angry, they have also calmed ne, and left

- only one large pitture full of pence and tiendliness

to all mankind at the close,—I am, sir, yur obedty
gofvant. . D N e
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