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WerL, well, it was not always so.—The father of
the man who now rides to town with white reins for his
horse, and who donks his couple of bottles of cham-
pagne, had probably notling better than small beer
with which to quench his thirst, and had his reins tied
together with hiz wife's parter.  Ah, those were hard
times in Mecklenburg when wheat was sold in barrels
on the public road for sizteen pence a bushel, good
measure too, to the lsbourers o feed their pigs with,
and when, as in Rostock, a whole load of vats was
given in cxchange for a loaf of sugar.

Mecklenburg 1s a beautiful and a rich land, jusi
the kind of country that delights a farmer, bul at the
time of which | am speaking there was greal poverty
and distress throughout the leogth and breadth of it,
and the collector knocked at every door, and demanded
that the rent should be paid, and whoever had any-
thing to give, zave has last penny, and he who had no-
thing to give was sold up.

Let no one imagine from this that our country-
people hobbled about the land like scare-crows during
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these hard times, or that one could read the *Vater-
unser” through their sunken cheeks—Nay!|—they were
as true Mecklenburgers every bit then as now, only
they had to manage differently. Now-a-days one says:
“Butter costs a shilling a pound, which comes to so
much a hundredweight, and if T sell so many hundred-
welghts of 1t, 1 shall be able to buy a glasscoach and
four horses to match from the sale of butter alone.—
At that time one said: “What mother? Butter cost
two-pence? Then let's eat it by itself—What mother?
The butcher offers fifteen shillings for the fat pig? Cut
its throat, mother, and put it in our own salting-tub.?
—The country-people were all quite as strong and
healthy then as now, and were quite as well off as re-
garded food in the third decade of this centory as at
the present day, it ‘was the shoemakers’ and tailers'
bills that were the difficulty, and as for ready momey,
they learnt what that really was when they were called
upon to pay their rent.

Yes, things are much improved of late years, and
although the priests say a thousand times that the
world is worse than it was, I maintain that it has
orown better,

“Good moring, Mr, baiif Wilbrandt!” —“Good
morning, old friend, come and have some breakfast.”—
“Good morning, father Hellwig!”— Don’t bother me,
I'm in a3 bad humour”—“Why, what's the mattery"’'—
“A great deal’s the matter, My rent has almost doubled
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itself, and Zirzow has done its part this year, and so
here I am with £3000 that 1 don't know how to in-
vest. The Rostock bank won't take in any more
money, 50 what's to be done? Ah, Wilbrandt, it's a
bad world!”—*%¥Yes, it's a bad world,” replied the
bailiff; and I also said: *Very bad,” without for a
moment remembering the large sum of money I shall
have to invest next term.—*“Yes,” continued Wilbrandt,
“who the devil thought of mortgages in the old days?”
—*True," said father Hellwig, “nobody thought of
such things then. Look you, when I went to old So-
lomon in Stemhagen®, and told ham I wanted to bor-
row some money from him, he said to me: ‘Hellwig,
he zaid, ‘you have an honest face, it is marked with
small-pox—Dbut there’s no harm in that—you shall
have the money. And then I had to spend one night
in his house, and sleep in the same room asz he did.
Now J have a bad habit of smoking myself to sleep,
and so I always take a freshly 1it pipe to bed with
me, and as Solomon was very nervous about fire, he
kept continually calling to me: ‘Hellwig, are you still
smoking?'  Ah, those were good old times!"—VYes,”
said the bailiff, “and how we used to rejoice when we
had paid off the last farthing of our small debts! The
happiest part of my life passed away with my last
debts. Those were pood old times”—*No,” sad I,

® Tranchais’s ofe, Stembagen, propedy Stavenhagen, Reulet's hrthe
placs.



