Rachel Bowlby, ‘“All is looked for at shops”: 
Cobbett’s Complaints about Modern Consumption’
All quotations from William Cobbett, Rural Rides (1830), ed. George Woodcock (Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1967)
What a loss, what a national loss, there has been in this way, and in the article of water fowl! I am quite satisfied, that, in these two articles and in that of rabbits, the nation has lost, has had annihilated (within the last 250 years) food sufficient for two days in the week, on an average, taking the year throughout. These are things, too, which cost so little labour!  (475)
A trifling expense would, in most cases, restore them; but now-a-days, all is looked for at shops: all is to be had by trafficking: scarcely any one thinks of providing for his own wants out of his own land and … his own domestic means.  (475)
To buy the thing, ready made, is the taste of the day: thousands, who are housekeepers, buy their dinners ready cooked.  (475)
Every thing about this farm-house was formerly the scene of plain manners and plentiful living. Oak clothes-chests, oak bedsteads, oak chests of drawers, and oak tables to eat on, long, strong, and well supplied with joint stools. Some of the things are many hundreds of years old. But all appeared to be in a state of decay and nearly of disuse. There appeared to have been hardly any family in that house, where formerly there were, in all probability, from ten to fifteen men, boys, and maids: and, which was the worst of all, there was a parlour! Aye, and a carpet and bell-pull too!  
(226-7)
One end of the front of this once plain and substantial house had been moulded into a ‘parlour;’ and there was the mahogany table, and the fine chairs, and the fine glass, and all as bare-faced upstart as any stock-jobber in the kingdom can boast of. And, there were the decanters, the glasses, the ‘dinner-set’ of crockery ware, and all just in the true stock-jobber style. And I dare say it has been ‘Squire Charington and the Miss Charingtons; and not plain Master Charington, and his son Hodge, and his daughter Betty Charington, all of whom this accursed system has, in all likelihood, transmuted into a species of mock gentlefolks.  (227)
Those that are now erected are mere painted shells, with a Mistress within, who is stuck up in a place she calls a parlour, with, if she have children, the ‘young ladies and gentlemen’ about her: some showy chairs and a sofa (a sofa by all means): half a dozen prints in gilt frames hanging up: some swinging book-shelves with novels and tracts upon them: a dinner brought in by a girl that is perhaps better ‘educated’ than she: two or three nick-nacks to eat instead of a piece of bacon and a pudding: the house too neat for a dirty-shoed carter to be allowed to come into; and every thing proclaiming to every sensible beholder that there is a constant anxiety to make a show not warranted by the reality.  (229)
Good God! What, “young gentlemen” go to plough! They become clerks, or some skimmy-dish thing or other.  (229)
[T]he blame belongs to the infernal stock-jobbing system. There was no reason to expect, that farmers would not endeavour to keep pace, in point of show and luxury, with fund-holders, and with all the tribes that war and taxes created. Farmers were not the authors of the mischief; and now they are compelled to shut the labourers out of their houses, and to pinch them in their wages, in order to be able to pay their own taxes.  (228)
To buy the thing, ready made, is the taste of the day: thousands, who are housekeepers, buy their dinners ready cooked: nothing is so common as to rent breasts for children to suck: a man actually advertised, in the London papers, about two months ago, to supply childless husbands with heirs! In this case the articles were of course, to be ready made; for, to make them ‘to order’ would be the devil of a business; though, in desperate cases, even this is, I believe, sometimes resorted to.  
(475)
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