’ TR TN v

. i96s

. N e
FfoLono
' Dgar Mr Ebpiror,—Allow me s word or tw¢
- about “Solemon’s Temple,” which I think youi
smart * Special Qontributor” knows wvery litue,
about. I was born in it; andI can tell you, among
other thiogs, as the result of many years’ experience,
that it was the best.place in the town for the games
of “tig"” and *spy-eye,” provided you could cscape
poor old James Magee and his much dreaded whip.
I'll give you a few things, by and by, about Jawmes
Magee; at nresent let me dot down what I can
remember of the ownership of this old building—
“my first and dearest home.” .
;I can just remember it as the property of Dr
Robinson, agentleman who collected lis own rents,
and took good care that no disreputable person got
into bis property. He was as caieful to set himself]
against dirty people as against rogues; and though
there was always (since Tcan remember) a midden-|
stead in front of Solomon’s Templs, there was leas
fever and discase in this building than in almost any.
othér part of Whitehaven. IV wus no *‘perennial,
fover bed, where discnse ran viot, and overy cpidemic
abroad wag sure to stop and claim ity victims,” 1
am not writing o fine paper, Mr Editor ; T am telling
you what I khow. ,
You are perhaps not aware that Solomon's Templo
' formed only one of the three sides of a quadraugle
the centre of which was the much talked of midden-
stead. Asyou stood with your back to the “Barragks”
the right hand row of houses was “ Temple Lane.”"
The left entry was * Martin’s Arch”
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—we lads called
it that at any rate; nnd a comfortable place it was
for telling stories under on a wet night. Io front of
you was “ Solomon’s ‘'emple.” . o

Now, walk round the lanes with me, sir, if "you

"have time, begioning at ¢ Martin's. Arch.” DM

- Martin was a black and white smiith, and one of thd
cunningest workmen of his craft. He was dt least,

| the third of his line of that trade; they were all

i capital workmen, and I believe no one ever charged

“thera with being bad neighbours or unfair tradesmen,
Martin’s Arch, from the line of Catherine Street to

- the front of Solomon’s, Temple, was all their oivh.
Edward Martin, the last blacksmith of his race, was

.a little man of extraordinary sharpness, aud when be.
moe a glass too many you cannot - imagine how {unny.

“he could be. His eldest son was my old playmate

tand friend, Tom; and if these lines should -meet

‘Tom’s eye I am sure he will forgive me the few
kindly reminiscences of old times, I was rather a
favourite with Mr Martin; and, accordingly, on 8

"porticular Saturday morning that I shall never for-

‘get, T was deputed by n lot of our comrades (Tom’s
.&nd miné) to go, in a well behaved manner, to the
door, and ask *if Tom might come out to lake.”
Do you know what * lake” means, Mr Editor, or
have you forgotten it in these new-fangled days of
Whitton ? .-Well, if you don’t know yofi ought to
know, so I'm not going to tell you. 1did as I was

'commissioned ; knocked at the door, and said—‘ If
you plense may Tom como out to lake P Mr Martin

~was on his high horse at the time, and poor Tom had

“had very little chance of gettidg out. But his

" deliverance was at hand. he old gentleman seized
on me; dragged me forward to an arm chair, in which

' he somewhat unceremoniously sct me; then ba drew

another chair opposite to me, and for four mortal

hours held me there, whilst he preached to me from
bis well-known text of *¢ Martin's a bero! Rocks of

Gibraltar, Golden Mice and Silver Tea Pots,” &o.

You need not bother to imagine my vexation ; take

the fact, and let me add that Martin's Arch and

house, and even the blacksmith's shop, were ns clean
a8 “dip.” You cinnot fiud such a shop as Mr

Martin's in these days. -

- - aw

Betwean. the ke w0 "SuUp there was a Dame's
school—a gem of a school—kept by old Mrs Wise;
and there, sir, vou might have scen a pretty little
girl, your hvmble correspondent’s first sweethonrt,
Ah'! sir, you should bave secen her, in hor nice clean
“glip,” making Dame Wise's school like a little
Paradise. We (the lads) were all in love with her.
Tor hor approval we tried our best to lcarn the
alphabet from A to Z, and spell ““cat” and * dog,”
and many even more difficult words. To her we
mndo our daily contributions of * swect marblos"’—
Kitty Quah sold excellent sweet marbles, at six for
a halfpenby, and none of us little urchins ever
thought of tnating them till we had offertd the first.
fruit of our purchase to our little  tete-ha-a-t, Agga
Dize.” Shall I translate for you, sir? * Tete-ha-a-t”
wos our best equivalent for ‘sweothonrt,” and
¥ Agpa Dize"” was all we could make of '“ Agnes
Wise.” That was her nawe, sir. Poor thing! she
has long beeu laid beneath the green sod. She.
visited Whitehaven, after a.long absence, worn.
almost to a skeleton; and in ‘Lemple Lane—in:
Solomon’s Temple—dirty, much abused Solomon’s:
Temple—I had the pain of taking for the last time

the all but dying hand of my dear little “ teto-ha-a-t,

Agga Dize.”” MHer other most unwavering admlrer,
and my old friend, George Tierney, had long been
dead.  Miss Wise bad for several years been Mrs

| Somebody whom we never knew, and she had coue

home to die. Peace be to her memory, and to the
memory of all our schoolfellows and her sweet-
hearts who have got away before us to the long
home | :

At the bottom of Martin’s Arch was Robert and
William M‘Donald’s -wéaving shop, as respectable a
shop as over wns anywhore ; and then, at tho corner
of Solomon’s Temple—in a housc always ‘ as cloan

' a8 & new made pin,}’ lived James and Jane Magee.
- You remember, sir—you must remember—James

Magee? Don't you see his erect form, and hear his
scraps of French, picked up while he was wounded
and in hospital iu France after the Battle of Waterloo?

jwok'rrencn did that day ?”’  Tlien you remember, sit,
'how James Magee made his stories all the sweeter
'to us youngsters By tho nice bits of mm:n:&; (none
of your fine words for me !) he'tarried in his' pocket ;
dnd how he made his presents in appropriaté French .
tormb, which no mortal,, French, or English, or high
Dutch, ever undorstood., And then, - surely you
know how he spoiled our games at  tig,” and ¢ spy-
eye,” and ‘‘ gooks” with that much dreaded whip ?
Oli! yes, you must know all these things; I and'sure
you must, S

And old Abraham Floweus, too, the man-o’-war's-
man, who lived close to Junmes Magee, but at last
went away to Chelsea Eommmg_ to grope out his few
remaining days 7 And, just over the head of James
Magee, you caunot have forgotten theé respectable
family of i.;nl.smplm,v related to my little sweet-
beart.” You may be thankful, sir, that yon 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. I shall never forget that,—if I live till I am
a hundred years of age. Driven at ouce from coms
fort and kind parents to the poorhouse—Oh! - Mr
Tiditor, I hope you will never Lear such a wail of
woe as I heard that day. _ . ,

I fear I am taking up too much of your time, but,
I waunt to photograph for you Solomon's Temple, as’
it was, before any ome could say of it—what your
correspondent said last week.. May I go hurriedly’
noczanrmumumm :



