




























THE HOT WELLS OF CLIFTON. 63 

very largest-sized bowl of hot punch, with an unlimited number 
of pipes, directly. 

The next day, the Jolly Boatmen got the licence, and the 
next night, old Nicholas and Ned Twigger's wife led off a dance 
to the music of the £ddle and tambouriJie, the tone of which 
seemed mightily improved by a little rest, for they never had 
played so merrily before. Ned Twigger was in the very height 
of his glory, and he danced hornpipes, and balanced chairs on 
his chin, and straws on his nose, till the whole company, in
cluding the corporation, were in raptures of admiration at the 
brilliancy of his acquirements. 

Mr. Tulrumble, junior, couldn't make up his mind to be 
anything but magnificent, so he went up to London and drew 
bills on his father; and when he had overdrawn, and got into 
debt, he grew penitent and came home again. 

As to old Nicholas, he kept his word, and having had six 
weeks of public life, never tried it any more. He went to sleep 
in the town-hall at the very next meeting; and, in full proof of 
his sincerity, has requested us to write this faithful narrative. 
We wish it could have the effect of reminding the Tulrumbles 
of another sphere, that puffed-up conceit is not dignity, and that 
snarling at the little pleasures they were once glad to enjoy, 
because they would rather forget the times when they were of 
lower station, renders them objects of contempt and ridicule. 

This is the £rst time we have published any of our gleanings 
from this particular source. Perhaps, at some future period, we 
may venture to open the chronicles of Mudfog. 

Boz. 

THE HOT WELLS OF CLIFTON. 

SCRAP, No. II. Water-grass-hill. 

THE "poems of Ossian," a celtic bard, and the "rhymes of 
Rowley," a Bristol priest, burst on the public at one and the 
same period; when the attention of literary men was for a time 
totally absorbed in discussing the respective discoveries of Mac
pherson and of Chatterton. " The fashion of this world passeth 
away;" and what once engaged so much notice is now sadly 
neglected. Indeed, had not Bonaparte taken a fancy to the 
ravings of the mad highlander, and had not Chatterton swallow
ed oxalic acid, probably far more brief had been the space both 
would have occupied in the memory of mankind. In the garret 
of Holborn, where the latter expired, the following morceau was 
picked up by an Irish housemaid (a native of this parish), who, 
in writing home to a sweetheart, converted it into an envelope 
for her letter. It thus came into my possession. 

P. PROUT. 
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