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rapidly toward Dresden—the scenery softened
and mellowed by the gray and purply tone which
follows a golden sunset. Yes, we felt as if we
had parted from a friend ; and surely the sacred
lovingness we bear to those—honored though
unseen—who have been as friends within our
homes, dispersing by the power of their genius
all trace, for a time, of the fret and turmoil of
the busy world ; soothing our sorrows ; feaching
us how to endure, and how to triumph; or
enriching our minds by that ART-KNOWLEDGE,
which, in the holiness of its beauty, is only
second to the wisdom ‘‘which cometh from
above ;''—surely 2 higher tribute than either
gratitude or admiration, is that of placing them
within our hearts, there to remain until the end ;
amid the good, the beautiful, the true, and the
beloved of life itself.

THE QUEEN’S TOBACCO-PIPE.

E have seen pipes of all sorts and sizes in

our time. In Germany, where the finest
cnaster is but twenty-pence a pound, and ex-
cellent leaf-tobacco only five-pence, we have
seen pipes that resembled actual furnaces com-
pared with the general race of pipes, and have
known a man smoke out half a pound of cnaster
and drink a gallon of beer at a sitting. But
this is perfectly pigmy work when compared
with the royal pipe and consumptive tobacco
power of Victoria of England. The queen’s pipe
is, beyond all controversy—for we have seen it
—equal to any other thousand pipes that can
be produced from the pipial stores of this smok-
ing world. She has not only an attendant to
present it whenever she may call for it, but his
orders are to have it always in the most admir-
able smoking state—always lighted, without
regard to the quantity of tobacco it may con-
sume; and, accordingly, her pipe is constantly
kept smoking day and night without a moment’s
intermission, and there are, besides the grand
pipe-master, a number of attendants incessantly
employed in seeking the most suitable tobacco,
and brimging it to the grand-master. There is
no species of tobacco which the queen has not
in her store-room. Shag, pig-tail, Cavendish,
Manilla, Havanna, cigars, cheroots, negrohead,
every possible species of nicotian, she gives a
trial to, by way of variety. A single cigar she
holds in as much contempt as a lion would a
fly by way of mouthful. We have seen her
grand-master drop whole handfuls of Havannas
at once into her pipe, and after them as many
Cubas.

It may abate the wonder of the reader at this
stupendous smoking power of the queen, if we
admit, as must, indeed, have become apparent
in the course of our remarks, that the queen
performs her smoking, as she does many of her
other royal acts, by the hands of her servants.
In truth, to speak candidly, the queen never
smokes af all, except through her servants.
And this will appear very likely, when we de-
scribe the actnal size of her royal pipe. It is,
indeed, of most imperial dimensions. The head

alone is go large, that while its heel rests on the
floor of her cellar, its top reaches out of the
roof. We speak a literal fact, as any one who
procures an order for the purpose may convince
himself by actual inspection. We are sure that
the quantity of tobacco which is required to sup-
ply it, must amount to some tons in the year.
Nay, so considerable is it, that ships are em-
ployed specially to bring over this tobacco, and
these ships have a dock of one acre in extent at
the port of London entirely for their exclusive
reception. In a word, the Queen’s Tobacco-
pipe, its dimensions, its attendance, its supply
and consumption of tobacco, are without any
parallel in any age or any nation.

If we have raised any wonder in the breasts
of our readers, we shall not diminish that won-
der by some further explanations regarding this
extraordinary pipe; if we have raised any in-
credulity, what we are now about to add will at
once extinguish it.

The Queen’s Tobacco-pipe, then, is a furnace
built in the very centre of the great Tobacco
Warehouse at the London Docks. This furnace
is kept for the purpose of consuming all the
damaged tobacco which comes into port. As
the warehouse is the Queen’'s Warehouse, the
furnace is really termed the Queen’s Pipe; and
all that we have related of it is literally true,
and is, in itself and all the circumstances con-
nected with it, one of the most remarkable
things in this country.

1f any one would form any thing like an ade-
quate conception of the wonders of London, and
of the power and wealth of this country, he
should pay a visit to the London Docks. After
having traversed the extent, and amazed him-
self at the myriad population, the intense ac-
tivity, the stupendous affluence, and the endless
variety of works going on in this capital of the
globe, he will, on arriving at the Docks, feel a
fresh and boundless astonishment. From near
the Tower all the way to Blackwall, a distance
of four miles, he will find it a whole world of
docks. The mass of shipping, the extent of
vast warehouses,.many of them five and seven
stories high, all crowded with ponderous heaps
of merchandise from every region of the globe,
have nothing like it besides in the world, and
never have had. The enormous wealth here
collected is perfectly overwhelming to the im-
agination.

If the spectator first enter St. Katherine’s
Docks, he finds them occupying twenty-three
acres, with water capable of accommodating
one hundred and twenty ships, and warehouses
of holding one hundred and ten thousand tons
of goods ; the capital of the company alone ex-
ceeding two millions of pounds. Proceeding to the
London Docks, properly so called, there he will
find an extent of more than one hundred acres,
offering water for five hundred ships, and ware-
house room for two hundred and thirty-four
thousand tons of goods ; the capital of the com-
pany amounting to four millions of pounds.
The West India Docks next present themselves,
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being three times as extensive as the London
Docks, having an area of no less than two hund-
red and ninety-five acres, with water to accom-
modate four hundred vessels, and warehouse-
room for one hundred and eighty thousand tons
of merchandise ; the capital of the company is
more than six millions of pounds, and the value
of goods which have been on the premises at one
time twenty millions, Lastly, the East India
Docks occupy thirty-twe acres, and afford ware-
house-room for fifteen thousand tons of goods.

The whole of these docks occupying four hund-
red and fifty acres, offering accornmodations for
one thousand two hundred ships, and for five
hundred and thirty thousand tons of goods.

But these are only the docks on the left bank
of the river; on the other side, docks extend
from Rotherhithe to Deptford ; the Surrey Docks,
the Commercial Docks, and the East Country
Docks. When the gigantic extent of these
docks, and the mass of property in them, are
considered, Tyre and Sidon shrink up into utter
insignificance.

But of all these astonishing places, our pres-
ent attention is devoted only to the London
Docks, properly so called, as being connected
with the operations of the Queen’s Pipe; the
damaged and unsalable goods of these docks
being its food. In these docks are especially
warehoused wine, wool, spices, tea, ivory, drugs,
tobacco, sugars, dye-stuffs, imported metals, and
sandry other articles. Except the teas and
spices, you may procure inspection of all these
articles, as they lie in their enormous quantities,
by a ticket from the secretary. If you wish to
taste the wines, you must have a tasting order
for the purpose.

Imagine yourselves, then, entering the gate-
way of the London Docks. If you wish only to
walk round and see the shipping, and people at
work, you can do that without any order. As
you advance, you find yourself surrounded right
and left by vast warehouses, where numbers of
people, with carts and trucks, are busily at
work taking in and fetching out goods. On
your right you soon pass the ivory warehouse,
where no lady is admitted except by a special
order. The cause of this singular regulation,
by no means complimentary to the fair sex, we
were unable to ascertain. No lady could very
well be suspected of carrying off in her muff an
elephant’s tooth of some hundred weight, but
there must have been female thieves, dexterous
enough to secrete, perhaps a rhinoceros’s tooth,
of perhaps some dozen pounds, valued at one
pound seven shillings per pound ; and thus con-
trived to bring a stigma on the whole sex.

Vast heaps of ivory lie on the floor of this
warehouse, in huge elephants’ tusks, of from
twenty to a hundred pounds weight each ; tusks
of rhinoceros, and the ivory weapons of sword-
fish and sea-unicorns. Here lay, on our last
visit, the African spoils of Mr. Gordon Cum-
ming; and, -indeed, the spectacle is one that
carries you away at once to the African deserts,
and shows you what is going on there while

we are quietly and monotonously living at
home.
Proceeding down the dock-yard, you see be-

fore you a large area literally paved with wine-

casks, all full of the most excellent wines. On
our last visit, the wine then covering the ground
was delicious Bordeaux, as you might easily
convince yourself by dipping a finger into the
bunghole of any cask; as, for some purpose of
measurement, or testing the quality, the casks
were most of them open. This is, in fact, the
great depbt of the wine of the London mer-
chants, no less than sixty thousand pipes being
capable of being stored away in the vaults here.
One vault alone, which formerly was seven
acres, has now been extended under Gravel-
lane, so that at present it contains upward of
twelve acres! These vaults are faintly lit with
lamps, but on going in, you are at the entrance
accosted with the singular demand—* Do you
want a cooper ?”’  Many people, not knowing
its meaning, say, “No, by no means!”’ The
meaning of the phrase is, “do you want to
taste the wines?”’ when a cooper accompanies
you to pierce the casks, and give yon the wine.
Parties are every day, and all day long, making
these exploratory and tasting expeditions. Eve-
ry one on entering is presented with a Jamp at
the end of a lath, about two feet long, and you
soon find yourselves in some of the most remark-
able caving in the world. Small streets, which
you perceive are of great extent, by the glim-
mering of lamps in the far distance, extend be-
fore you, and are crossed by others in such a
manner that none but those well acquainted
with the geography of these subterranean regions
could possibly find their way about them. From
the dark vaulted roof over head, especially in
one vault, hang strange figures, black as night,
light as gossamer, and of a yard or more in
length, resembling skins of beasts, or old shirts
dipped in soot. These are fed to this strange
growth by the fumes of the wine.

For those who taste the wines the cooper
bores the heads of the pipes, which are ranged
throughout these vast cellars on either hand in
thousands and tens of thousands, and draws a
glassful. These glasses, though shaped as wine-
glasses, resemble much more goblets in their
size, containing each as much as several ordi-
nary wine-glasses. What you do not drink is
thrown upon the ground; and it is calculated
that at least a hogshead a day is thus consumed.
Many parties who wish for a cheap carouse, pro-
cure a tasting order, take biscuits with them,
and drink of the best of all sorts of wine in the
cellars, and in quantities enough to terrify any
disciple of Father Mathew. Here, again, we
find a regulation permitting no ladies to enter
these cellars after one o’clock. For such a rule
there must be a sufficient cause, and the fact
which we have just stated may perhaps furnish
the key to it.

Not less striking than those cellars is the
Mixing House above, where there are vats into
which merchants who wish to equalize all their
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wines of one vintage can have them emptied,
and then re-drawn into their casks. The largest
of these vats contains twenty-three thousand
two hundred and fifty gallons; and to it the
famous Heidelburg Tun is a mere keg.

But the reader may ask, what have these
wine-cellars to do with the Queen’s Pipe? It
is this: in the centre of the great east vault
you come to a circular building without any
entrance. It is the root and foundation of the
Queen’s Pipe. Quitting the vault, and ascend-
ing into the warehouse over it, you find that
you are in the Great Tobacco Warehouse, called
the Queen’s Warehouse, because the Govern-
ment rent the Tobacco Warehouses here for
fourteen thousand pounds per annum. This
one warehouse has no equal in any other part
of the world. It is five acres in extent, and
yet it is covered with a roof, the framework of
which is of iron, erected, we believe, by Mr. Barry,
the architect of the new houses of parliament,
and of so light and skillful a construction, that
it admits of a view of the whole place; and so
slender are the pillars, that the roof seems al-
most to hang upon nothing. Under this roof is
piled a vast mass of tobacco in huge casks, in
double tiers; that is, two casks in height. This
warehouse is said to hold, when full, twenty-four
thousand hogsheads, averaging one thousand two
hundred pounds each, and equal to thirty thou-
sand tons of general mexchandise. Each cask
is said to be worth, duty included, two hundred
pounds; giving a sum total of tobacco in this
one warehouse, when filled, of four millions,
eight hundred thousand pounds in value! Be-
sides this, there iy another warehouse of nearly
equal size, where finer kinds of tobacco are de-
posited, many of them in packages of buffalo-
hide, marked “‘ Giron,”” and Manilla for cheroots,
in packages of sacking lined with palmetto
leaves. There is still another warehouse for
cigars, called the Cigar Floor, in which there
are frequently one thousand five hundred chests,
valued at one hundred pounds each, at an aver-
age, or one hundred and fifty thousand pounds
in cigars alone.

The scene in the Queen’s Warehouse, to which
we return, is very singular. Long streets stretch
right and left between the walls of tobacco-casks ;
and when the men are absent at one of their
meals, you find yourself in an odd sort of soli-
tude, and in an atmosphere of tobacco. Every
one of these giant hogsheads is stripped twice
from the tobacco during its stay in this ware-
house ; once on entrance, to weigh it, and again
before leaving, to ascertain whether the mass is
uninjured ; and to weigh what is found good for
the duty, and for the sale price to the merchant.
Thus the coopers take all these hogsheads twice
to pieces, and put them together again. This
tobaecco is of the strong, coarse kind, for pigtail,
shag, snuff, &c. The finer kinds, as we have
said, go to the other warehouse.

But your eye is now attracted by a guide-post,
on which is painted, in large letters, * To Tur
Kix.”?  Following this direction, you amive at

the centre of the warehouse, and at the Queen’s
Pipe. You enter a door on which is rudely
painted the crown royal and the initials V.
R.,” and find yourself in a room of considerable
size, in the centre of which towers up the kiln;
a furnace of the conical kind, like a glass-house
or porcelain furnace. On the door of the fur-
nace is again painted the crown and the “V.
R’ Here you find, in the furnace, a huge
mass of fire, and around are heaps of damaged
tobacco, tea, and other articles ready to be flung
upon it, as it admits of it. This fire never goes
out, day or night, from year to year. There is
an attendant who supplies it with its fuel, as it
can take it; and men, during the day-time,
constantly eoming laden with great loads of
tobacco, cigars, and other stuff, condemned to
the flames. Whatever is forfeited, and is too
bad for sale, be it what it will, is doomed to the
kiln. At the other Docks damaged goods, we
were assured, are buried till they are partly rot-
ten, and then taken up and disposed of as rub-
bish or manure. Here the Queen’s Pipe smokes
all up, except the greater quantity of the tea,
which, having some time ago set the chimney
of the kiln on fire, is now rarely burnt. And
strange are the things that sometimes come to
this perpetually burning furnace. On one occa-
sion, the attendant informed us, he burnt nine
hundred Australian mutton-hams. These were
warehoused before the duty came off. The owner
suffered them to remain till the duty ceased, in
hopes of their being exempt from it; but this
not, being allowed, they were left till so dam-
aged as to be unsalable. Yet a good many,
the man declared, were excellent; and he often
made a capital addition to his breakfast from
the roast that, for some time, was so odorifer-
ously going on. On another occasion he burnt
thirteen thousand pairs of condemmed French
gloves.

In one department of the place often lie many
tons of the ashes from the furnace, which are
sold by auction, by the ton, to gardeners and
farmers, as manure, and for killing insects, to
soap-boilers and chemical manufacturers. Ina
corner are generally piled cart-loads of nails,
and other pieces of iron, which have been swept
up from the floors, or have remained in the
broken pieces of casks and boxes which go to
the kiln. Those which have been sifted from
the ashes are eagerly bought up by gunsmiths,
sorted, and used in the manufacture of gun-bar-
rels, for which they are highly esteemed, as pos-
sessing a toughness beyond all other iron, and
therefore calculated, pre-eminently, to prevent
bursting. Gold and silver, too, are not unfre-
quently found among these ashes; for many
manufactured articles, if unsalable, are broken
up, and thrown in. There have sometimes, in-
deed, been vast numbers of foreign watches, pro-
fessing themselves to be gold watches, but being
gross impostors, which have been ground up in
a mill, and then flung in here.

Such i the Queen’s Tobacco-Pipe, unique of
its kind, and in its capacity of consumption
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None of the other Docks have any thing like it.
It stands alone. It is the Pipe—and as we
have said, establishes the Queen of England,
besides being the greatest monarch on the globe,
as the greatest of all smokers—not excepting
the Grand Turk, or the Emperor of Austria, the
greatest tobacconist of Europe.

THE METAL-FOUNDER OF MUNICH.

HEN we gaze in admiration at some great

work of plastic art, our thoughts naturally
recur rather to the master mind whence the con-
ception we now see realized first started into
life, than to any difficulties which he or others
might have had to overcome in making the
quickened thought a palpable and visible thing.
Allisso harmonious; there is such unity throngh-
out; material, form, and dimensions, are so
adapfed and proportioned one to the other, that
we think not of roughnesses or of opposing force
as connected with a work whence all disparities
are removed, and where every harshness is
smoothed away. There stands the achieved
fact in its perfect completeness: there is nothing
to remind us of its progress toward that state,
for the aids and appliances thereunto have been
removed ; and the mind, not pausing to dwell
on an intermediate condition, at once takes in
the realized creation as an accomplished whole.
And if even some were inclined to follow in
thought such a work in its growth, there are
few among them who, as they look at a monu-
ment of bronze, have any notion how the figure
before them grew up into its present proportions.
They have no idea how the limbs were formed
within their earthen womb, and how many and
harassing were the anxieties that attended on
the gigantic birth.

The sculptor, the painter, the engraver, has
each, in his own department, peculiar difficulties
to overcome; but these for the most part are
such as skill or manual dexterity will enable
him to vanquish. He has not to do with a
mighty power that opposes itself to his human
strength, and strives for the mastery. He has
not to combat an element which he purposely
rouses into fury, and then subjugates to his will.
But the caster in metal has to do all this. He
flings into the furnace heaps of brass—cannon
upon cannon, as though they were leaden toys;
and he lights a fire, and fans and feeds the
flames, till within that roaring hollow there is
a glow surpassing what we have yet seen of fire,
and growing white from very intensity. Anew
it is plied with fuel, fed, gorged. The fire itself
seems convulsed and agonized with its own
efforts ; but still it roars on. Day by day, and
night after night, with not a moment’s relaxa-
tion, is this fiery work carried on.  The air is hot
to breathe; the walls, the rafters, are scorched,
and if the ordeal last much longer, all will soon
be in a blaze. The goaded creature becomes
maddened and desperate, and is striving to burst
its prison; while above it a molten metal sea,
seething and fiery, is heaving with its ponderous
weight against the caldron’s sides!
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Lest it be thought this picture is w
colored, or that it owes any thing to the 1. .
tion for its interest, let us look into the founui,
of Munich, and see what was going on there at
midnight on the 11th of October 1845.

When King Louis 1. had formed the resoln-
tion of erecting a colossal statue of Bavaria, it
was Schwanthaler whom he charged to execute
thework. The great artist’s conception responded
to the idea which had grown in the mind of the
king, and in three years’ time a model in clay
was formed, sixty-three feet in height, the size
of the future bronze statue. The colossus was
then delivered over to the founder, to be cast in
metal. The head was the first large portion
that was executed. While the metal was pre-
paring for the cast, a presentiment filled the
master’s mind that, despite his exact reckoning,
there might still be insufficient materials for the
work, and thirty ecwt. were added to the half-
lignid mass. The result proved how fortunate
had been the forethought: nothing could be
more successful. And now the chest of the
figure was to be cast, and the master conceived
the bold idea of forming it in one piece. Those
who have seen thirty or forty cwt. of metal
rushing into the mould below, have perhaps
started back affrighted at the fiery stream.
But 400 cwt. were requisite for this portion of
the statue; and the formidable nature of the
undertaking may be collected from the fact that
till now, not more than 300 cwt. had ever filled
a furnace at one time.

But see, the mass begins slowly to melt;
huge pieces of cannon float on the surface, like
boats on water, and then gradually disappear.
Presently upon the top of the mass a crust is
seen to form, threatening danger to the furnace
as well as to the model prepared to receive the
fluid bronze. To prevent this crust from form-
ing, six men were employed day and night in
stirring the lava-like sea with long poles of iron;
retiring, and being replaced by others every now
and then; for the scorching heat, in spite of
wetted coverings, causes the skin to crack like
the dried rind of a free. Still the caldron was
being stirred, still the fire was goaded to new
efforts, but the metal was not yet ready to be
allowed to flow. Hour after hour went by, the
day passed, and night came on. For five days
and four nights the fire had been kept up and
wrged to the utmost intensity, and still no one
could tell how long this was yet to last. The
men worked on at their tremendous task in
silence; the fearful heat was increasing, and
as though it would never stop. There was a
terrible weight in the burning air, and it pressed
upon the breasts of all. There was anxiety in
their hearts, though they spoke not, but most of
all in his who had directed this bold undertak-
ing. For five days he had not left the spot,
but, like a Columbus watching for the hourly-
expected land, had awaited the final moment.
On the evening of the fifth day exhausted nature
demanded repose, and he sat down to sleep.
Hardly had he closed his eyes, when his wife




