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66 THE COMMONWEAIL

March 1, 1890,

NEWS FROM NOWHERE:
0B,

_ AN EPOCH OF REST.
BEING S0ME OHAPTERS FROM A UTOPIAN ROMANCE.
' ' Crar. VIL—-Ax O Femwp,

‘WE now turned into & pleasant lane whera the branches of great plane-
trees nearly met overhoad, but behind them lay low houses standing
rather close together.

“This is Long Acre,” quoth Dick ; “zo there must once have besn
& cornfield bere. How curioms it iz that places change so, and yet
keep their old names! "Just look how thick the houses stand! and
they are still going on building, look you !”

% Yes,” said the cld man, “but I think the cornfields must have
been built over before the middle of the nineteenth century. I have
heard that about here was one of the thickest parts of the town, Bat
I must get down here, neighbours; 1 have got to call on a friend who
]é\;ea i.::” the gardens behind this Long Acre, Goodbye and good lnck,

L]

And he jamped down and strode awsy vigorously, like a young man.

“How old ahould you say that neighbour will bei” said I o Dick
a8 we loat sight of him ; for T saw that he was old, and yet he looked
dry and sturdy like a piece of old oak; & type of old man I waa not
wsed to seeing.

%0, abont ninety, I should aay,” said Dick,

“How long-lived your must be! " eaid T,

*“Yes,” said Dick, * certainly we have beaten the threcscore-and-ten
of the old Jewish proverb-book. But then you see that was written
of Syria, a hot dry country, where people live faster than in our
temperate climate. However, I don't think it matters much, o long
a2 & man is healthy and happy while he iz alive, But now, Guest, we
are 80 near to my old kineman’z dwelling-place that I think you had
better keep all future questions for him,”

Inodded & yes; and therewith we turned to the left, and went down
o gentlo slope through some beantiful rose-gardens, laid out on what
I took to be the site of Endell Strest. "We passed on, and Dick drew
rein an instant as we came across » long straight-sh road with houses
seantily scattered up and down it, He waved his hand right and left,
and said, “Holborn that side, Oxford Road that. Thiz was once s
very important part of the crowded city cutside the ancient walls of
the Roman and Medimval burg: many of the fendel nobles of the
Middle Ages, we are told, bad big houses on either side of Holborn.
T daresay you remember that tha Bishop of Ely'z house s mentioned
in Shakespeare’s play of King Richard ITL.; and thove are some remains
of ‘that still left. %Iowever, this road is not of the same importance
now that the ancient city is gone, walls and all.”

He drove on again, while I smiled faintly to think how the nine-
teenth centary, of whick such big words have been said, counted for
nothing in the memory of this man, who read Shakespeare and had not
forgotten the Middle Ages.

‘We oroseed the road into a short narrow lane between the gardens,
and came ont again inte o wide road, on one side of which was a great
and long building, turning its gables away from the highway, which
I saw at once wag another public gromp. ite to it was & wide
space of greenery, without any wall or fence of any kind. I looked
throngh the trees and saw bayond them a pillared portico quite familiar
to me—no less old a friend, in fact, than the British Museum. It
rather took my breath a.wn{, amidat all the atran%e things T had seen;
but I held my tongue and let Dick speak. Said he:

“Yonder is the British Museum, where my great-grandfather mostly
lives; 8o I won't say much abont it, The building on the left is the
Muzeurn Market, and I think we had better turn in there for a minute
or two; for Greylocks will be wanting his rest and his oats; and I
gnppose you will etay with my kinsman the greater part of the day;
and to say the truth, there may be someone thers whom I particularly
woat to see, and perhaps have a long talk with,”

He blushed and sighed, not altogether with pleasure, I thought; so
of coures I gaid nothing, and he turned the horse under an archway
which brought us into a very large paved quadrangle, with a big syca-
more tres in each corner and » plashing fountain in the midst. Nesr
tha fountain were a fow market stalls, with awnings over them of gay
striped linen cloth, about which some people, mostly women and chil-
dren, were moving quietly, looking at the goods exposed thers. The
ground floor of the building round the quadrangle waa cccupied by a
wide arcade or cleister, whose fanciful but; strong architecture I could
not enough admire. Here aleo a few people were sauntering or sitting
rending on the benches,

Dick said to me apologetically: *Here s elaswhere there is Lttle
deing to-dsy; on a Friday you would see it thronged snd gay with

and in the afterncon there is generslly music about the foun-
tain, However, I daresay we shall have a pretty good gathering at
our mid-day meal.”

Wa drove through the quadrangle and by an archway, into » large
bandsome stable on the other sids, whers we speedily stalled the old
nag and made him happy with herse-meat, and then turned and walked
back aguin through the market, Dick looking rather thoughtfal, as it
seamed to me, L )

T noticed that people couldn't help looking at me rather hard ; and
congidering my clothes and theirs, I didn't wonder; but whenever they
caught my eye they made me a very friendly sign of greeting,
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We walked straight info the forecourt of the Mussum, wharey sxcept
that the railings were gone, and the whispeting boughs of the trees
were all about, nothing seemed changed § the very pigeons were wheel-
ing about the building and clinging to the ornaments of the pediment: .
as I had seen them of old. .

Dick zeemed grown a little absent, but he could not forbear giving
me an architectural note, and waid ;

“It iz rather an ugly old huilding, im't it Many people have.
wanted to pull it down and rebuild it ; and perhaps if-work does really
get: acarce we may yet do so. But, sa my great-grandfather will selb
R:lu, it would pot be quite a straightforward job ; for there are wonder--

colloctions in thers of all kinds of antiquities, besides an enormous-
library with many exceedingly beautiful books in it, and many mest:
useful onos as pennine records of texts; and the worry and snxiety,.
and even rigk, there would be in ‘moving all this has saved the baildings.
themselves, Besides, as wo said before, it is nob a bad thing to.have:
gome record of what our forefathers thought a handsome building..
For there is plenty of labour and material in it.”

“I gee there is,” said I, “and I quite agree with yom Bub now-
hadn't we better make haste o ses your great-grandfathec ?”

In fact, I could not help seeing that he was rather dallying with the-
time. He said, “Yes, wo will go into the house in a minute.. My
kinsman is t00 old to do much work in the Munsenm, where he-was &.
custodian of the books for many years; bmt he still livea hers a. good:
deal; indeed I think,” said he, smiling, * that he-looks upon himself
as a part of the books, or the books a part of bim, X don!t know which.”

He hesitated a little longer, then flushing wp, took my band, and:
saying ¢ Come along, then!” led me toward the dber of one of the old:
official dwellings.

WiLntam MoRR1s.
[t0 BE CoNTINUED,L

JOHRN MOST.
Jomx Mosrs recent imprisonment and releass on_bail has occasioned some-
newspaper talk about him just now, says Hugh O. Pentecost,.in the Thnen—
{:’gm Century, Oue of Inspector Byrness men is reported to- have eaid of
im

¢ The best e in New York, by which I mean the solid, respsctable, and.
businexs-like folk who make up the wealth of the mehomlia. hate him sbonk
s thoronghly as they do any man in Christendom. They have abused the police-
E;; roundly on one or two ccossions for not shooting Most down, hanging:

im to & lamp-post, or &?mf him in some similarly abrupé manner, an:
hisdnaima h},manya.qnjet 0 Id in this town inspires a sentiment of fear:
and alarm,

I this is tras it reveals a bloodthiratiness in “the solid, reu,pectn.ble, and:
business-like folk who make up the wealth of the motropolia” that equals
all that is charged agrinst Moat. I am qnite prapared to believe it..
T have no doubt that © the solid, respectable, bosiness-like,” wealthy, church.
going folk are the most merciless, cruel, and blocdthirsty paToEIe on earth
when the fute of a diséontented poor man fs in question, The way they
delight in capifal punishment and reward the police for shooting atrikers is
an indication of their heartless natures. There ia only one thing that sur-
passes their wicked cruelty, and that ia their stupid iomorsnee of the real
character and aims of such men as John Mast, The idea of Most's name .
atriking terror into quiet households is as laughable as to E'I:TSOSG the in--
telligent persons of this city to be afraid that a banshee woald appear st
their firesides,

Inspector Byrned's man continned :

«The polies have not bothered him much and for a very good resson. This.
veason haa boen explained with a good deal of frequency, but the public will not.
socept it. It is based on the fact that Mot has re;l.l{:&ry lttle inflnence with
the dangerons Anerchists of this towm, Heis a blow] and that is all. There
bas never been vesson for people to fear him, and there never will be, The

lice are always in a position to fake hold of him when they want bim, bat we.

va always been anxious here to avold making mertyrs of men who pose aa. -
liberators of a conntry that is already free. When you arrest a blatant fool of
the Moat stamp you make him & her¢ in the minds of fgnoreut peaprl:;u&nd that -
iz exactly the end he is striving for. The police have uteadf: wed thus
far to make any more of a hero of Moat than they could help, Thatia the real
rmnn,nf the sa-called lenity which has been shown to this silly and bumptions.
posar.”

I may be mistaken, bat I think Inspector Byrness mae iz wrong in
everything he says here. If he means to say that Most has no influence-
with the working people of revolutionary tendencies on the east side of thia
city, be is certainly wrong, I have heard Moat speak to two thoussnd
wori:i.ng people who listened to him with rapt attentios. And I have besn
informed that he has the confifence of the revolutioniata almost, if not
quite universally. My impression is that he has more influence among the
agcial radieals in this city than any other one man, .

When Most is called a “blowhard,” & “blatant fool,” and a " bumptions

ser,” he is totally misrepresented or I am no judge of men. I never saw

im but once, and I confess that I was surprised to meet a perfect gentle-
man, Newapaper descriptions had had their effect upon me., I expected to-
meet a coarse person. Herr Most,as I saw him that evening, was a well
drezsed and perfect mannered gentleman ;s man of polished and cultared
address, I afterwards heard him speak, and do not hesitate to say that for-
choiee words, fine thetorie, and dlifniﬂad though impaasioned oratory, I have
not heard so fine a platform performance for years. There were four or
five spenkers upon that occasion, Sergins G. fheviteh and I among them.
but Herr Most waa far and away the most finished and forcible orator of’
the nomber. There wag nothing of the rantef sbout bim. He was quist
and self-conbrelled even in his moat impasioned utterances, snd he awayoed
hia andience with magnetio power. .

1 have written this for the purpose of cautioning cur readers against be-
Yeving wlet the newspapers print about Heurr Most, or anIy other of the
prominent men in the movement for social regeneration, do not agree
with Herr Most in his philosophy of socisty or in his advocacy of the use
of physical force to resist the physical force of the capitaligta. Buk Ido
believe him £o be in intelligence, in learning, in gentlemanly toaaners, and

in moral integrity, far saperior to the average * solid, reapectable, business-
like " peraon who Is eo %g to have him shot or hmgedp.m
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