A CONCERT AT CLIFFORD’S INN.

(Since this paper was written the destruction of the old Hall,
which then seemed imminent, has been for a time averted, The
names still shine, and the old music has again been heard there.)

Another of the old “Inns of Chancery” is doomed to des-
truction ; another bit of Old London, another reposeful nook
of ancientry, will soon have vanished from the face of the
earth, Clifford’s Inn will ere long be carted away, a pathetic
heap of rubbish; the ghosts that haunted it evicted without
compunction; the Societies that frequented it turned adrift to
find an asylum elsewhere. Where now, if anywhere, will be
held those “curious feasts” of “The Ancient and Honourable
Society of Clifford’s Inn,” whereat no after-dinner speeches were
allowed to interrupt the convivial flow of conversation ; where
the grace after meat was dumbly symbolised by the Chairman’s
three times elevating four little loaves united in the form of a
cross, which were then sent down the table in token that the
remains of the feast were to be given, as customary dole, to
certain poor old women who waited in the buttery, Whither
now will emigrate “The Art Worker’s Guild,” the names of
whose Presidents shine in gold letters upon panels in the wain-
scoting of the old Hall, among the rank and file of the Workers
who here “took their ease in their Inn”’?
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