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- Before you Legin to read all the delightful things
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collected together in this little Look, there is one point
upon which you should be quite clear. What 1s an essay?
\Well, the term is a pretty wide ope.  Literally it means
‘an attempt’—a shot at hitting the mark—a blow on
the head of the literary nad that pins an 1dea into
permanence.  Your essay may be compressed or diffuse,
terse or discursive, grave or gay—but 1n every instance
it is a literary gadget—a cameo—a frog 1n amber—or
whatever small, clear-cut, and finished object you care
to compare it to. It belongs to a different plane from that
of the great literary forms—the drama, the novel, or the
epic, and it §s in prose rather what the lymic is 1n poetry

When _yon have read a great number of essays you
find that they all have this in common: the wnter has
chozen a single subject for the theme of cach essay,
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string—a very short string at thaf—areling round the
central idea, ~ This is true of another short prose form—
the short story—but the essay has no plot nor crisis as
the story has; and the story is not, or should not be,
a disquisition like the essay  In short, your essayist
chooses a subject and says his say about 1t, gripping
your interest at once, holding you fo 1t till he has done,

* and then Ietting go with a <atislying finish.

¥

It is a charming literary form, and a delicate one to
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Brrort you begin to read all the delightful things
collected together in this hittle book, there is one point
upon which you should be quite clear: What 15 an essay?
Well, the term is a pretty wide one.  Literally it means
‘an attempt’—a shot at hitting the mark—a blow on
the head of the Dhterary nail that pins an idea into
permanence,  Your essay may be compressed or diffuse,
terse or discursive, grave or gay—Dbut in every instance
1t is a hterary gadget [ frog 1n amb

whatever small, clear-cut, and finished object you care
uz compare it to. It belongs to a dafferent plane from that

chosen a single subject for the theme of each essay, and
expressed Ins pwn thoughts about 1t in a style that1s |

string—a very short “string at thaf—arcling round the
central idea,  This s true of another short prose form—
the short story—~but the essay has no plot nor crisis as
the story has; and the story is not, or should not be,
a disquisition like the essay In short, your essayist
chooscs a subject :m(! says hus say about it, grippmg .
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manage.  Yet the great critics, such as Dr. Jolmsrm‘
have one and all refused to class the essay as.a great
literary form. It is too simple to read, and, compared
with the great works that require long sustained cffort,
too easy to write; the manner is teo light; the. matter
too trivial, or at least too cxrcumscnbed to allow them
10 consider the form a great one. Well, it is true'that
most essays are simple fo read—hence their vast popu-
Jarity—and they do not need that power and concenira-
tion 1n the writer which the greater forms demand, The
style, too, is often light, and in keeping with the subject.
Yet deep and unport:mt subjects have been discussed
in cssays, and if this form is short, one must remémber
that much thought may be po\c}\cd into a bnlh’mt
phrase,

The essay as we Lno“ it is modern. There are ‘n‘o

¢ssays in Greek or Latin. Montaigne practically in-

vented the form—he was born in 1533, and his essays
were translated by Florio in 1603-—und ever since his
day it has grown in popularity and in variety and scope.
Francis Bacon was the first of English cssayists-—for
though Geafirey Chaucer and William Caxton hit upon
evmething very near the essay, it was Racon who nrst
achieved the true essay form. ~ After Bacon came a long
procession of great cisavists—Fuiler and Dekker and
Abraliam (.0\\1\ v, Addison, Steele, Swift, Dr. Johnson,
Tamb, Hasliw, De Quincey, Coleridge, Czrlvh: Richard
Jetiories, R L, Stu.*cneo,., nndam% wd xdemnrrurcw
of present-day essayists.

Evary mw'nmbk subject has been treated in- the
eesay, and in every v .m»\t\ of style.  DBut note this, that
seery essay worih the name, no matter what.its subject;
is t'v"’ﬂ) personal, almost confidential — for indeed
rach writer is letting vou into his personal confidence.
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‘Between you and me, this is what I think,” he seems
to be saying all the time. Your essays may be as terse
as those of Bacon, gentlemanly as Addison’s, courtly as
 Temple’s, rthythmical as De Quincey’s, whimsical as
some of Robert Lynd’s, paradoxical as those of G. K,
Chesterton—but in every instance there is an intimacy
that is almost conversational. You feel as you read
that you know the wnter in quiet mood; that he is
letting you share Ins thoughts about the things that
jntercst him, and that he means to interest you, too,
without bookishness or boredom.

All the essays chosen for this little book are modern.
Most of the writers are still living. In our own day the
variety of essays both in subject and style is so sweep-
ing that one could make a hundred such books as this
were the choice unrestricted.  But in making this callec-
tion I have had to say to myself, 'This is a book for
young people, I they are to be mnterested 1t is no uvse
gwmg them subjects such as “The Human Understand-
mg” ox"The Pcr:xstencc of Persmahty or “Relatinty.”
[0 N which they
: have chosen

travel, and
sport and playgoing, and cncket, and animals, and
school stories, and naval training, aml circuses, and such.
If young people do mot care about such subjects, well,
they must indeed be hard to please.

Tl\e stylc agam, must bc such that young people

of expression must be straightfor\vard—»ﬁot too =
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parodox orirony. And there must be variety—not more
* than one essay by each.author. - "° S
If you glance down the Tablé of- Contents you will
see that I have grouped the.Essays together, for the
most part, in pairs. - This has been done for the sake of
comparison. One may learn much from viewing a sub-
ject from different angles. Some essays are, of course,
harder than others; but there has been-no attempt to
arrange them in order of difficulty. : You must use your
intelligence in reading any essay, and as I have been
careful to select comparatively easy essays from the
work of the more ‘difficult’ authors, you will find
nothing to baffle vou. ’ : c
- ..GUY POCOCK." -

"NOTE ON THE SECOND EDITION

" It is"always pleasant to be able to say ‘I told you so!”
—to justify one’s prophetic soul with 'a metaphorical
uncle; particularly so when one’s prediction was based
on the firm belief that the literary taste of boys and
girls is as unchanging as it is sound and healthy. Though
it is for the most part the teachers who choose the
books, they know very well the kind of good literature
that makes the right impression upon their pupils. And
most gratifying it is that a first large_edition of this
little book has been exhausted in a single termi... - °
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JUNIOR MODERN
ESSAYS

THE HERRING FLEET
Roeert LYND: The Pleasures of Ignorasnce

Tz last spectacle of which Chnstian men are Iikely to
grow tired is a harbour, Centuries hence there may be
jumping-off places for the stars, and our children’s
children’s and so forth children may regard a ship as a
creeping thing scarcely more adventurous than a worm.
Meanwhile, every harbour gives us a sense of being in
* touch, if not with the ends of the universe, with the ends
of the earth, This, more than the entrance to a wood or
the source of a niver or the top of a bald hil, is the
beginning of infimty. Even the dirtiest coal-boat that
lies beached in the harbour, a mere hulk of utilities
that are taken away by dirty men in dirty carts, will in
a day or two lift itself from the mud on a full tide and
float away like 2 spirit 1nto the sunset or curtsey to the
image of the North Star. Mystery lies over the sea.
Every ship is bound for Thule. That, perhaps, is why
men are content day after day to stand on the pier-
head and to gaze at the water and the ships and sailors
x;.imuing up and down the decks and pulling the ropes
sails

we x;xay have no reason for pretending to ourselves that
the fishinz-boats are ships of dreams settmg out on
infinite voyages. But, none the less, even in a fishing
P 13
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together, and move like a travelling town-over the sea.
As likely as not they will have to come back out of the
storm into the shelter of the bay, and they will ride
there till-nightfall, when every boat becdmes a lamp,
and every sail a shadow. Inthe darkness they hang like
. a constellation on the oily water.. They become 4 com-
pany of dancing stars. Every now and then a boat
moves off on a quest of its-own. It is as though the
firmament were shaken. One hears the kick-kick-kick
of the motor, and a star has become a will-o’-the-wisp.
“These lights can no more keep still than a playground
of children. They always make a pattern on the water,
but they never make the same pattern. . Sometimes they
lengthen themselves against the sandy. shore on the far
side of the bay into a golden -river. Sometimes they
huddle together into a little procession of monks
carrying tapers.’ . ' co o .
One goes down to the harbour after breakfast the
next morning to see what has been the result of the
night’s fishing. ‘One does not really need to go down. One
can see it afar off. There is movement as at the building
of a city. On every boat men are busy emptying the
_ nets, disentangling the fish that have been caught by
" the gills, tumbling them in a liquid mass into the bot-
tom of the boat. One can hardly see the fish separately,
_They flow into one another. They are a pool of quick-
silver. One is amazed, as the disciples must have beén

" amazed at the miraculous draught. Everythingiscovered
" with their scales. The fishermen are spotted as if with
confetti. Their hands, their brown coats, their boots are
a mass of white-and blue spots. The labourers with the
gurries—great blue boxes that are carried like Sedan-
. chairs between two pairs of handles—come up along:
* side, and the fish are ladled into the gurries ffom tin
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pans  As each gurry is filled the men hasten off with
it to where the auctioneer is standing. With the help
of a small notebook and a lead pencil he auctions it
before an outsider can wink, and the gurry is taken a

' few yards further, where women are pounng herrings
into barrels, They, too, are covered with fish-scales from
head to foot. They are dabbled like a painter’s palette.
So great is the haul that every cart in the countryside
“has come down tolend a hand. The fish are poured into
the carts over the sides of the boats hke water. Old
fishermen stand aside and look on with a sense of having

.. wasted their youth. They recall the time when they
went fishing in the North Sea and had to be content
to sell their catch at a shilling and sixpence a cran—a
cran being equal to four gurries, or about a thousand

- herrings.  Who 15 there now who would sell even a
- hundred herrings for onc and sixpence? Who is there

carts almost run over you as they make journey after
Journey between boat and barrel. No wonder that three
- different sorts of sea-gulls—the hernng gull, the lesser
black-headed gull, and the black-backed gull—have
gathered about us in screaming multitudes and fill the
air like a snowstorm. Every child in the town scems to
be making for home with its finger mn a fish’s mouth, or
in two fishes’ mouths, or in three fishes’ mouths  Artists
have hurried down to the harbour, and have set up therr
easels on every spot that 1s not already occupied by a
fish barrel or an auctioneer or a man with a knufe in s
teeth preparing to gut a dogfish  The town has lost 1ts
head. It has become Midas for the day. Every time1t
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- opens its mouth a herring comies out. A doomyof herrings.
has come upon us. The smell rises to heaven. "It isas
though we were breathing fish-scales. Even the pretty
bluc overalls of the children” have become. spotted.
Everywhere barrels and boxes have been piled high.
We are hoisting them on to carts—farm carts, grocers”
carts, coal carts, any sort of carts. We must get rid'of
the stuff at all costs. Anything to get it up the hill-to
the railway station. The very horses are frenzied. - They
stick their tces into the hill and groan. The drivers,
excited with.cupidity as they think of all the jourrieys
they will be able to make before evening, bully them and
beat them with the ends of the reins. Their eyes are
excited, their gesturesimpatient. They fill the town with
clamour and smell. -It is an occasion-on~which, as"the
vulgar say, they wouldn’t call the quecn their aunt. . .".

This, I fancy, is where all the romance of the sea
began—in the story of a greedy man and a fresh herring.
The ship was a symbol of man’s questing stomach long
before it was a symbol of his questing soul. - He was'd
hungry man, not a poet, when he built the first harbour,
Luckily, the harbour made a poet of him. Sails gave
him wings. He learned to traffic for wonders, He be-
came a traveller. He told tales. He discovered the
llusion of horizons. Perhaps, however, it is less the
sailor than the ship that attracts our imagination. The
ship seems to convey to us more than anything.clse =
sense at once of perfect freedom and perfect adventure.
That is why we are content to stand on the harbounr
stones all day and watch anything with sails.. - We
oursclves want to live in some such freedoni and adven-
ture as this. We are feeding our appetite for liberty as
we gaze hungrily after the ships making their way out
of harbour into the sca. S K



TuE worth of sentiment lies in the sacrifices men vill
make for its sake. All ideals are built on the ground of
solid achievement, winch 1 a given profession creates
in the course of time a certain tradition, or, 1n other
words, a standard of conduct. The existence of a stan-
dard of conduct in its tum makes the most improbable
achievement possible, by augmenting the power of en-
durance and of self-saenfice amongst men who look to
the past for their lessons and for their inspiration.

The story of the achievement of the Dover Patrol
is merged 1 the greater proud record of the Navy's
protectrve part played with simphcity and self-saerifice
m the Great War of the twenticth century, yet that
stary has its own features, its own particular atmosphere,
and 118 own importance.

The opening years of the ninetcenth century had
their Great War, too. Longer tn its duratinn, it was
carried on with less antmosity. 1t was less in the natere
of a strupgle for dear life, and, except in its spirit, 1t
was less intensely national It did not mvolve mn ats
toils the whole population.  The issues at stake were as
great, perhaps, but did not appear in such definite
shapes to the great mass of the peuple which sufiered
its hardships and gave up 1its sons to its struggles. In
its most obvious aspect that war, hike the one of our
day, was- waged against an attempt at universal
dominion. But it must be admutted that it was also a

B 19
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war against the revolt of mewborn ideas represented
by a great and dominant figure issued from a revolution
and taking its own fatally conquering way amongst
the imperfectly awakened nations of Europe. It was 2
struggle of the old certitudes against a man embodying
the new force of subversive beliefs. It ran its course,
as momentous, if less ruthless than the deadly struggle
in which the Dover Patrol has played its part. .\Wher
it ended, it left the world as weary, indeed, as it it
to-day, but much less unsettled in its thoughts anc
emotions about the spiritual value of its monstrous
experience. Men’s ideas were simpler then, their s¢nti-
ments less complex. Their desires and hopes, as poignant
" perhaps, remained still obscure. The instinctive reactior
against all the cruel negations a war imposes on humanity
had a less resentful character; and men’s judgment o
the attained issue was less embittered by the effori
they had been called upon to make. Yet their persona
feelings were much like our own.

When the hour of peace struck in 1813 there must
have been on board the king’s ships anchored in the
Doswns, patrolling in the Channel, in the squadrons or
distant stations, and in others cruising off nearly every
port of Northern Europe—there must have been the
fecling that there never would be such a war again;
a feeling of relief, mingled, no doubt, with a half-
acknowledged sense of regret for the occupation that
was gone. The great question arising at the end of every
prolonged cffort made by mankind. And now—what
next? asked without misgivings in the consciousness
of an accomplished duty—was not free from a certain
- uneasiness as to the days that would follow in othet
and unknown conditions. Tor a whole generation had
grown from boyhood to matnritv with na nawladee
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of peace conditions, and unperturbed by moral doubts
of 1ts warlike achicvement.

Amongst the men of the Dover Patrol assembled to
see the unvelling of the memorial to their own unfor-
gettable dead there will be also a fecling of regret for
those days that are past, regret of the strenuous life
with xts eamest purpose, 1ts continuity of nsik its sense

of ARt

‘tml' regret even of those moments of extreme bodily

fatigue associated with that feeling of spiritnal exaltation
which enabled them each 1n Ius station, from the admural
commanding to the youngest member of a small dnfter’s

.crew, to defy the enmity of nature and the hostility

of men.

Nobody would dream of apportioning shares of
importance 1 the great task of the Navy, so vaned m
its unity, so diverse in its singleness of aim and its
invariable purpose. But 1t is 2 fact that amongst all
those activities directed to the same end, exposed to
the same risk, making the same appeal, and entered
upon with the same courage, the work of the Dover
Patrol was very special work  The Dover Patrol held
the southern exit of the North Sca in the same way in
which the Grand Fleet may be said to have held its
northern entrance; and the greatness of its resprmsr.-
bility may be appreciated from the one dommnant fact
that on that patrol rested the safety of our commum-
cations with the Army in France, and that one of its

m force within easy stnking distance on the flank of
the line, an enemy supenior 1 numbers and matenial,
holding in his hands every element of successful attack
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except for just a portioh—an ever so small portion—
of that sca spirit animafing the officers and men of the
Dover command who stood in his way—including. the
. very workers on shore in repair workshops and fitting:

out sheds. : P

There was never a greater accord of fearless executive
energy and skilled hard work than in the Dover Patrol.
From the point of view of its spiritnal harmony it was
worthy to hold the extreme right wing of the great sea
defence. Of its material success we all know by now; we
have all heard of the millions of men. fransported tc
and fro across the Straits, of miles of nets laid along
the coasts and kept in repair in defianice of heavy seas
and long-range batteries, of mines swept along ronte:
equalling in length twelve times the circumiference o
the globe, of merchant fleets of a hundred ships anc
more shepherded every day through the Downs. - The
eloquence of arithmetical figures as applied to the merits
of the Dover Patrol is overwhelming indeed; but nc
figure of rhetoric can render justice to the quiet resolutior
of the men making up for the inadequacy of the means
the unavoidable inadequacy of ihe means, for whict
only the force of circumstances was responsible, fos
which no past Government can be blamed, since nc
one could have guessed the enormous scale of materia
requirements. A

The means were inadequate, woefully inadequate
and thus the only trumps the admiral of the Dove:
Patrol held in his hand at every turn of the dreadfu
game was the physical endurance, the inborn seaman
ship, the matter - of - fact, industrious, indefatigabk
enthusiasm with which cvery one under his order
threw his very soul into his appointed task. Threw i
in and kept it there. It was no momentary effort.. Fo:
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the anxious days of the Dover Patrol were to be many,
.its nights full of dangers, its problems exacting, its
duty-calls incessant, and its men after all but the flesh
* and blood of our common humanity. Their souls were
the only trumps in the desperate game, as he who was
in command must have felt at every moment of night
and day. It wasagreat and successful game, but it must
be confesced that for more than half the time it was a
game of bluff. Tt came off at every deal—-England’s
usuat luck—that this time, too, has not failed her at
the hour of reed!  And England may well be proud of
her traditional luck in the character of her children
serving her at sea, on shore, and in the air.

The activities of the Dover Patrol were of many
¥inds, but there were three imperative duties to which
all its energies had to be devoted: the safety of the
troop-transport service, the protection of merchant

_ shipping, the ¢losing of the Channel exit agamnst the

German enhmarines Ons vwaad wat fecad ~e PO

@ .

<
be carried out with the slenderest conceivable means,
with obsolete torpedo destroyers, and with unarmed
drilters, in the presence of an enemy of superior force
and possessing an infinite ad ge mn his power to
chaose his own time for an attack of the most deadly
- kind. Thosc three purely naval problems required
incessant hard work, incessant risk, and incessant
_ vigilance, The routine of the Dover Patrol included the
boarding of ships, the regulation of traffic along the
cleared war lane, the laying of net and mine bamécs on
the Belgian coast and across the Channel, their guard
and maintenance 1 all weathers and in all circum-
stances, with always present in all minds the sense of
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numerical inferiority in a mission the- failure of- which
might have well brought about something not very far.
from a national disaster. In such conditions the stress
put upon the fortitude of every individual was bound"
“to be very great. g S

The Dover Patrol was equal t6 it. Tts devotion,
expressed in a plodding, dogged perseverance, stood
the test of frequent severe losses in men and ships, and
of continuous severe strain on its mental and physical -
faculties as a whole. The tale of the Dover Patrol is
the tale of a small nucleus of ships and crews of the.
Royal Navy, and round it of a great number.of other.
men-and other wvessels, mostly fisher-folk and fisher-
craft, with the addition of Merchant Service men and
of R.N.R, and R.N.V.R. officers and ratings. Though,
properly speaking, not belonging to the fighting service, -
all those men lived up to their old tradition, and were
found sufficient for the trust reposed in them. -

- They were found sufficient. No praise could be more’
adequately expressed, when one looks at the magnitude.
- of the trust and the arduous character of the operations
it imposed upon the men and the ships of the Dover
command.’ Originating in the simple Downs boarding
* flotilla, under the orders of the naval officer commanding-
at Harwich, the Dover Patrol developed an independent
existence, and by the establishment of fortified German
" naval bases on the coast of Flanders, acquired an .
importance in the scheme of naval defence -which
cannot well be exaggerated. The reinforcements’ and
supplies for the Army, the food for the country,
demanded the safety of the Straits. Had the cneniy
probed the weakness of the Dover Patrol and broken-

with his overwhelming force through that thin defence
_ 1o invade the waters nf thes Chaonnal i wanld hdwea
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been a disaster, the fatal consequences of which imagin-
ation even now shrinks from contemplating.

The great sailor-like qualitics of the Dover Patrol,
the consummate scamanship displayed in the planning
and execution of its incessant operations, its steady
manner of meeting © e o
in the presence
well compel the
something, however uilie, 01 the deIANAs U1 e service.

* To the risks of actual warfare the trews of the drifters

watchung over the barrage nets were often helplessly
exposed. But nothing could dismay cither the naval
or the auxiliary branches of the Dover Patrol. These
‘men were concerned about the perfection of their work,

- but the sudden flash of German guns in the night

troubled them not at all ~ As, indeed, why should 1t?
In their early days some of them had but a single rifle.
“on board to meet the three four-inch guns of German
destroyers, Unable to put up a fight and without speed
to get away, Shey made a sacrifice of their lives every

i
St sy wu vuguest nplitl Ui uesitdion e
long tale of dangerous service.

In this simple way these seamen, professtonal and
unprofessional, naval and civilian, have earned for
themselves the memorial erected to therr farthind
labours. The record of the Dover Patrol’s work contains

, 3 great moral and a good many professional lessons for
. their children and their successors, the ncaleulable

value of a steady front, the perfecting of nets, the exact
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process of laying barrages in a tideway, the evolving .
of an ingenious method for night bombardments, ‘and -
of a system of long-range firing—a whole great store.
of new ideas and new. practice laid up for future use. -
But in truth that which in the Jast instance kept the’
German forces from breaking disastrously on any dark "
night into the Channel, and jeopardizing the very foun--
dations of our resisting power, was not the wonderfilly »
planned and executed defences of nets and mines,-but. .
the indomitable hearts of the men of the Dover. Patrol. -

ST ey
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AosT of us, as bays, have envied the buccancers,  The
greatest of All boys, Canon Kingsley, once wrote a
_pleasing and regretful poern 1 which the Last Buc-
caneer represents himself as a kand of picturesque
philanthropist:

Thence we sauiled against the Spansard with his hoards of plats
and gold,
Which he wrung with crucl tortures from Indran folk of old
Likewnise the merchant captarns, with hearts as hard as stone,
Who flog men and keel-haul them, and starve them to the bone
The buccaneer is a ‘gallant sailor,’ according to
Kingsley's poem—a Robin Hood of the waters, who
preys only on the wicked rich, or the cruel and Popish
Spaniard, and the extortionate shipowner. For his own
part, when he is not rescuing poor Indians, the buc-
caneer fives mainly ‘for climate and the affections’*

Oh, swcet 1t was sp Aves to licar the landward breese,
A-swing with gnod tobaceo 1o & net between the trees

With a negro Iass to fan yon, while you listencd to the roar
Ofthe broghers oa the roef vutside, that & ver touched 8~ shote

et the vocation was not really so touchingly chival-
27



28 ‘ : ANDREW LANG
rous as the poet would have us deem. One Joséph
Esquemeling, himself a buccaneer, has written .ths; ‘
history and described the exploits of his companions
in plain prose, warning eageér youths that ‘pieces-of-
eight do not grow on every tree,’ as many raw recruits
have believed. Mr. Esquemeling’s account of these’
matters may be purchased, with a great deal else that
is instructive and entertaining, in The Hislory of the
Buccaneers in America. My edition (of 1810) is a dumpy .
little book, in very small type, and quite a crowd of’
publishers took part in the venture. The older editions
are difficult to procure if your pockets are not stuffed’
with pieces-of-cight. You do not often find even this
volume, but ‘when found make a noté¢ of,” ‘and, you
have a reply to Canon Kingsley.
A charitable old Scotch lady, who heard our ghostly.
foe evil spoken of, remarked that, ‘If we were all as
diligent and conscientious as the Devil, it would be
better for us.” Now, the buccaneers were certainly
models of diligence and conscientiousness in their own -
industry, which was to torture people till they gave up’
their goods, and then to run them through the body,
and spend the spoils over drink and dice. Except
Dampier, who was a clever man, but a poor buccaneer
(Mr. Clark Russell has written his life), they were the
most hideously ruthless miscreants that ever disgraced
the earth and the sea.  But their courage and endurance
were no less notable than their greed and cruelty, .so
that a moral can be squeezed even out of these abandoned
miscreants.  The soldiers and sailors who made their
way within gunshot of Khartoum, overcoming thirst,
hunger, heat, the desert, and the gallant children "of
the desert, did not fight, march, and suffer more bravely
than the scoundrels who sacked Maracaibo and burned-
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caneest, To tell the truth, most of them had no particular
cause to Jove the human species. They were often
Europeans who had been sold into slavery on the West
Indian plantations, where they learned lessons of cruelty
by suffering it. Thus Mr. Joseph Esquemelmg, our
Thistorian, was beaten, tortured, and nearly starved to
death in Tortuga, ‘so I determmed, not knowing how
to get any living, to enter into the order of the pirates
or 1obbers,of the sew’ The poor Indians of the istes,
much pitied by Kingsley’s buccaneer, had a habit of-
sticking their prisoners all over with thoms, wrapped
in oily cotton, whereto they then set fire “These
cruelties many Christians have seer® while they lived
among these barbarians®  Mr. Esquemeling was to see, *
and inflict, plenty of this kind of torment, which was
not out of the way nor unusual.  One planter alone had
killed over a bundred of his servants—'the English
did the same with theirs.’

A buccaneer voyage began in stealing a ship, col-
lecting desperadoes, and tortuning_the local herdsmen
il they gave up their masters’ focks, which were salted
as provisions, ~Articles of service were then drawn up,

. on the pnnciple ‘No prey, no pay.’ The spoils, when

taken, were loyally divided as a rule, though Captan
Morgan, of Wales, made no more scruple about robbing
his crew than about barbecuing a Spanish priest. * They
are very civil and charitable to each other, so that if
any one wants what another has, with great willingness
they give it to one another.” In other matters they did
not in the least resemble the early Chnstians., A fellow
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mcknamed *The Portuguese’ may be takefi as our first:
example of their commendable qualities. RN
With a small ship of four guns he had taken a great.
one of twenty guns, with 70,000 pieces-of-eight:. . . .
He himself, however, was presently captured by 'a
larger vessel, and imprisoned on board. Being carelessly
watched, he escaped on two carthen jars (for he could
not swim), reached the woods in Campechy, and walked.
for a hundred and twenty miles through the bush. < His
only food was a few shellfish, and by way of 4 knife he
had a large nail, which he whetted to an édge on-a
stone. Having made a kind of raft, he struck a river,
and paddled to Golpho Triste, where he found congenial

" pirates. With twenty of these; and a boat, he returned.
to Campechy, where he had been a prisoner, and actually
captured the large ship in which he had lain captive!
Bad luck pursued'him, however: his prize was lost in a

" storm; he reached Jamaica in a canoe, and never after-
wards was concerned as leader in any affair of dis-
tinction. Not even QOdysseus had more resource, nor
was more long -enduring; but Forfune was ‘The
Portuguese’s’ foe. : -
Braziliano, another buccaneer, served as a piraté

" before the mast, and ‘was beloved and respected by
all.” Being raised to command, he took a plate ship;

- but this success was of indifferent service to his other-
wise amiable character. ‘He would often appear foolish
and brutish when in drink,” and had been known to
- roast Spaniards alive on wooden spits ‘for not showing
him hog-vards where he might steal swine.” ~ Oné can
hardly suppose that Kingsley would have regretted this
.buccaneer, even if he had been the last, which unluckily
he was not. His habit of sitting in the strect beside =
barrel of beer, and shooting all passers-by who would



ADVENTURES OF BUCCANEERS 3r

not dnnk with him, provoked remark, and was an act
detestable to all friends of temperance principles.
Frangois L'Olonnois, from Southern France, had been
kidnapped, and sold as a slave in the Caribbee Islands.
Recovering his freedom, he plnndered the Spanish, says
my buccaneer author, ‘tilf his unfortunate death.”
With two canoes he captured a ship which had been
sent after him, carrying ten guns and a hangman for
Ris express benefit. This hangman, much to the fellow’s
chagrin, L'Olonmois put to death like the rest of s
prisoncrs  His great achjevements were 1n the Gulf of

Venezuela or Bay of Maracaibo. The gulf 15 a strong

glace; the mouth, no wider than a gunshot, is guarded

y two islands. Far up the inlet is Maracaibo, a town

of three thonsand people, fortified and surrounded by
- woods. Yet farther up is the town of Gibraltar, Tn

attack these s~ ~ Tmwonts cosrman B TR -
stole past th+
the woods, ' T, K
Tesistance; there were examples of courage, but none of
conduct. With strong forts, heavy guns, many men,
provisions, and ammumtion they quailed before the
desperate valour of the pirates. The towns were sacked,
the fugitives hunted out in the woods, and the most
Sheinet i b “ " nake them betray
When they were

L ' , they were hacked,
twisted, burned, and starved to death.

Such were the manners of L'Olonsots, and Captain
Mergan, of Wales, was even more ruthless.

Gibraltar was well fortified and strengthened after
Maracaibo fell; new batteries were raised, the way
through the woods was barricaded, and no fewer than
eight hundred men were under amms to resst a small
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pirate force, exhausted by debauch, and having ‘its
retreat cut off by the forts at the mouth of-the great
salt-water loch. But L’Olonnois did not blench: he
told the men that audacity was their one hope, also that
" he would pistol the first who gave ground. The men
cheered enthusiastically, and a party of three liundred
and fifty landed. The barricaded way they could not
force, and in a newly cut path they met a strong battery
which fired grape. But L'Olonnois was invincible. - He
tried that old trick which rarely fails, a sham retreat,
and this lured the Spaniards from their earthwork on
" the path, The pirates then turned, sword in hand, slew
two hundred of the enemy, and captured vight guns.
The town yielded, the people fled to the woods, and then
began the wonted sport of- torturing the prisoners.
Maracaibo they ransomed afresh, obtained a pilot,
passed the forts with ease, and returned after sacking-
" a small province. On a dividend being declared, they
parted 260,000 pieces-of-eight among the band, an
spent the pillage in a revel of three wecks. Lo
1.’Olonnois ‘got great repute’ by this conduct, but .l
rejoice to add that in a raid on Nicaragua he “miserably
. perished,” and met what Mr. Esquemeling calis ‘his
unfortunate death.” TFor L’Olonnois was really an un-
gentlemanly character. He would hack a Spaniard
to pieces, tear out his heart, and ‘gnaw it with his
teeth like a ravenous wolf, saying fo the rest, ‘I will
serve you all alike if you show me not another way'"’
" {to a town which he designed attacking). In Nicaragua
he was taken by the Indians, who, being entirely on the
Spanish side, tore him to pieces and burned him. Thus
we really must not be deluded by the professions of
Mr. Kingsley's sentimental buccaneer, with his pity for
the *Indian folk of old.’ .
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Except Denis Scott, a worthy bandit in his day,
Captain Henry Morgan is the first renowned British
buccaneer. He was a young Welshman, who, after having
been sold as a slave in Barbadoes, beeame a sailor of -
fortune. With about four hundred men he asailed
Puerto Bello. ‘I our number is smali,’ he said, ‘our
thearts are great,’ and so he assailed the third city and
place of arms which Spain then possessed in the West
Indies. The entrance of the harbour was protected by
two strong castles, judged as ‘almost impregnable,’
while Morgan had no artillery of any avail against
fortresses. Morgan had the Juck to capture a Spanish
soldier, whom he compelled to parley with the garrison
of the castle. This be stormed and blew up, massacring
all jts defenders, while with its guns he disarmed the
sister-fortress. 'When all but defeated in a new assault,
the sight of the English colours ammated tum afresh.
He made ths captive monks and nuns carry the scaling-
AR L » .. -

sty u“)yulu‘-\lu L LiE ol stloul, slew many pxrates
with, his ownhand, and pistolled some of his awn men
%of ow‘a‘rd\ce. He died at his post, refusing quarter, and
AN en o aan Yo <1 v )

as a sample of the gun wherewith he took so lc::t a.
city. He added that he would retum and tai;;:: this
Pistol out of Panama; nor was he less good than his
word. In Cuba he divided"z50,000 pieces-of-eight, and
2 great booty in other treasure A few weeks saw 3t al}

in the hands of the tavern-ke
the e m-keepers and women, of

B ’
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Morgan's next performance was a new sack of Mara- -
caibo, now much stronger than L’Olonneis had found’
it. After the most appalling cruelties, not fit to be-told, .
he returned, passing the castles at the mouth of the
port by an ingenious stratagem. Running boatload
after baatload of men to the land side, he brought them
back by stealth, leading the garrison to expect an attack
from that quarter. The guns were massed to landward
and no sooner was this done than Morgan sailed up .
through the channel with but little loss.” Why the
Spaniards did not close the passage with a boom-does, -
not appear. Probably there were glad to be quit of-
Morgan on any terms. o
A great Spanish fleet he routed by the ingenious.
employment of a fireship. In alater expedition a strong
place was taken by a curious accident. One of the
buccaneers was shot through the body with an arrow.
He drew it out, wrapped it in cotton, fired it from his .
musket, and so set light to a roof and burned the town.
His raid on Panama was extraordinary for the endur-
ance of his men. Tor days they lived on the leather of
bottles and belts. ‘Some, who were never out of their -
mothers’ kitchens, may ask how these pirates could -
eat and digest these pieces of leather, so hard and dry? .
Whom I answer—that could they once experience what .
hunger, or rather famine is, they would find the way,
as the pirates did.” It was at the close of this march’
that the Indians drove wild bulls among them; but”
they cared very little for these new allies of the Spaniards; -

beef, in any form, was only too welcome. .
Morgan burned the fair cedar houses of Panama, but
lost the plate ship with all the gold and silver out of the
churches. How he tortured a poor wretch who chanced
to wear a pair of taffety trousers belonging to his master; -
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with a small silver key hanging out, it is better not to
“repeat.  The men only got two hundred pieces-of-eight
each, after all their toul, for their Welshman was indeed
2 thief, and bilked his crews, no less than he plondered
the Spaniards, without remorse. Finally, he sneaked
away from the fleet with a ship or two; and it is to be
feared that Captain Morgan made rather a good thing
by dint of his incredible cruelty and villainy.

And so wee will leave Mr. Esquemeling, whom Captain
Morgan also deserted; for who would linger long when
there is not even honour among thieves? Alluring as
the pirate’s profession is, we must not forget that it
had a seamy side, and was by no means all rum and
pleces-of-eight.  And there is something repulsive to 2
generous pature in roasting men because they will not
show you where to steal hogs



ON: PIRATES

RicHARD Mippreron: T. Ju} Ijay
Before Yesterday - ’

OF the nameless classics which were of so much concert
to all of us when we were young, the most importan
were certainly those salt and blusterous volimes tha
told of pirates. It was in vain for kindly relatives i
give us books on Nelson and his like; for their craft
beautiful though they might be to the eye, had eves
the moralities lurking DLetween- decks,. and if we e
them it was only that we might make their crews wall
the plank, and add new stores of guns and treasure &
the crimson vessel with the sinister flag which it wa
our pleasure to command. )
And yet the books that gave us this splendid dominion
where are theynow? Intruth, I cannotsay. Examina
tion of recent boys’ books has convinced me that th
old spirit is lacking, for if pirates ave there, it is only a
the hapless victims of horrible British crews with ever
virtue save that one which youth should cherish most
the revolutionary spirit. Who would be a midshipma
when he might be a pirate? Vet all the books woul
have it 5o, and even Mr. Xenneth Grahame, who know
everything that is worth knowing, does not alway
take the right side in such matters. The grown-up book
are cqually unsatisfactory to the inquiring mind
Treasure Island, which is sometimes loosely referret
to as if it were a horn-book for young pirates, hardl:
touches the main problems of pirate life at all. Steven



ON PIRATES 37

son’s consideration for ‘youth and the fond parient’
made tum leave out all oaths. No ships are taken, no
lovely females captured, nobady walks the plank, and
Captzin John Silver, for all the maimed strength and
masterfulness that Henley suggested to the author,
falls lamentahly short of what a pirate should be.
Captain Teach, of the Sarak in The Master of Ballan-
trae, is better, and there were the makings of 2 very
good pirate captain in the master himself, but this
section of the book is too shart to supply our require-
ments. The book must be all pirates.” Defoe’s Captain
Singleton tepents and Is, therefore, disqualified, and
Marryat's Pirale is, as Stevenson said, “written in sand
with a saltspoon.’ Mr. Clarke Rucsell, in one of his
Tomances, ingeniously melts 2 pirate who has been
frozen for a couple of centuries into life, but though he
promises well at first, his 15 but a torpid ferocity, and
ends, as it began, in words. Nor are the histories of the
pirates more satisfying. Captain Johnson's History of

year 1701. The captain of the Adventure Galley appears
to have done little to metit the name of pirate beyond
killing his gunner with a bucket, and the miserable
~results of his pilferings bear no relationship to the
enormous hoard associated with s name m The Gold
Bug of Toe, though there is certainly a famuliar note
in finding incdluded among s captives a number of
barrels of sugar-candy, which were divided 1n shares
among the crew, the captan humsell having forty
. thares. The Turkish pirate mentioned 1 Pyrchas cut
a very poor figure. You can read there how four English
youths overcame a pnize crew of thirteen men who had
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been put in the ship Jacob. In a storm they slew the
pirate captain, for with the handle of a pump ‘they.
gave him such a palt. on the pate as made his brains
forsake the possession of his head.” They then killed ..
three of the other pirates with ‘cuttle-axes,” and brought"
the ship salely into Spain, ‘where they sold the nine’
Turkes for galley-slaves for a good summe-of money,”

and as I thinke, a great deale more than they were
worth,” Not thus would the chronicles have described
the pirates who fought and caroused with such splendid

devotion in my youth. To die beneath the.handle:

of a pump is an unworthy end for a pirate captaini
The History of the Buccanecrs of Awmerica, written by

a brother of Fanny Bumney, a book which was the-
subject of one of Mr. Andrew Lang’s appreciative essays; .
-is ncarer the mark, for among other notable fellows:.
-mentioned therein ‘is one Francois L’Olonnois, who
put to death the whole crew of a Spanish ship, ninety -

men, by beheading them, performing himself the office

of exccutioner. One of the gentlemen in this book-

turned buccaneer in order to pay his debts, while it-
is told of another that he shot one of his crew in-
church for behaving irreverently during Mass. Sir’
Henry Morgan and Richard Sawkins performed some
pretly feats of piracy, but their main encrgies were
concerned in the sacking of towns, and the whole book-
suffers from an unaccountable prejudice “which “the
author displays against the brave and hard-working
villains of whom he writes. P
 In truth, these real pirates are disappointing men to-
- meet.  They are usually lacking in fierceness and.in:
fidelity to the pirate ideals of courage and faithfulness
to their comrades, while the fine nobility of character

which tac mavae nhensmé fomcn (Yon Lo

N Y SR 4

. T



OX PIRATES 39

unknown in-the historical kind, Few, if any, of them
merit the old Portuguese punishment for pirates, which
consisted in hanging them from the yards of their ownt
ship, and setting the latter to drift with the winds and
waves without rudder or sails, an example for rogues
and 2 source of considerable danger to horest mariners,

If that were a fitting end for great knaves, the meaner
ruffians must be content with the pump-handle and
the bucket.

Tt ishard if our hearts may not go out to thase gloomy
vessels, with their cargoes of gold and courage and
rum, that sal, it seems, the mental scas of youth no
more.® Were they really bad for us, those sanguinary

7y LEANY Dac inr I, Iho

fusetae At-as -t ' pinafore
wot . though
we lessened

our interest 1 home-made cake. But these regrets are
of yesterday, and to-day T must draw what consolation
I may from the kindly comment of Mr, Andrew Lang:
‘Aluting as the pirate’s profession is, we must not
forget that it had a scamy side, and was by no means
all Tum and pieces-of-cight. And there is something
repulsive to a generous nature in roasting men because
they will not show you where to steal hogs.’
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YEs, I would certainly keep a pig. The idea came tc
me while I wasdigging. Ifind that thereisno occupation
that stimulates thought more than digging if you choosc
vour soil well. Digging in the London clay- does.not
stimulate thought; it deadens thought. It is gpod
exercise for the body, but it is no exercise for th®mind.
You can’t play with your fancies as you plunge your
spade into this stiff and stubborn medium. But-in the
light, porous soil of my garden on the chalk hills digging
goes with a swing and a rhythm that set the thoughts
singing like the birds. I feel I could win battles when
1'm digging, or write plays or lyrics that would stun
the world, or make speeches that would stir a post tc
action. Ideas seem as plentiful as blackberries in the
autumn, and if only I could put down the spade and
caplure them red-hot 1 feel that I could make The Sta

simply blaze with glory. .
© It wasin one of these prolific moments that I thought
of the pig. Like all great ideas there was something
inevitable about it. The calculations of Le Verrier anc
Adams proved the existence of Neptune before thai
orb was discovered. They knew it was there before they
found it. My pig was born without my knowledge. . Ir
the furnace of my mind he took shape merely by the
_ {riction of facts. He was a sort of pig by divine right.. I

happened thus.  In the midst of my digging Jim Squire
passing up the lane, had paused on the other side of the

40 .
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hedge to discuss last night's frost. 1 straightened my .
back for a talk, and naturally we talked about potatoes.
1f you want to get the best out of Jim Squire you must
tonch him on potatoes. There are some people who find
' Jim an unresponsive and suspicious yokel. * That is be-
~cause they do not know bu‘w to draw'him ut, Mention
s P e A A R P

He observed that T should have a tidy few potatoes,
what with the garden I was digging, and the piece ¥'d ¢
turned over in the orchard, and that there bit o' waste
fand on the hiflside which he had heard as T was getting
Mestur Wistock to plough up for me. Yes, there ‘d bea
niceish Iot. And he did hear I was gong to set King
£dwards and Arran Chiefs. Rare and fine potatoes they
were too. He had some King Edwards last year—
tumed out wonderful, they did.” One root he puiled up
“;eighed 12 lle.' Yes, Miss Mary'wt‘:i‘ghed ‘em for him in
R SO S R ST ) e

Aot

Miss Mary come by and she said she 'd weigh 'em.  And
she did. "And it was 12 Ib. full, she said  If anything
she said, "twas a shade over. She said as they 'd have
-took a prize anywhere—that’s what ske sad. . . .
Well, you couldn't have too many potatoes these days.
Wonderful good food they were, for man and pig. . . .
_ As he went on up the lane my spade took up that
word Kke azefrain, At every thythmc stroke 1t seemed
to cry ‘pig” with increasing vehemence.
. Then felt I hike some watcher of the skies,
. When a new planet Swims mto his ken



42 © " “ALPHA OF THE PLOUGH®
Apig? Why not?—and I straightened my back again:

T felt that something prodigious was taking shape. "My

eye wandered across the orchard. There were the hives.

standing in a row—three of them,‘to be increased to

twelve as fast as the expert, who has set up her carpen-’
ter’s shop in the barn, can get the parts to put together..

And beyond the hives three sheds—one for, poultry,

one for the hot-bed for mushrooms, the third—why,

the very thing. ... . Concrete the floor and it would be
a very palace for a pig. :

I took a turn up the garden to look this thing squarely,
in the face, and at the gate 1 saw the farmer’s wife
coming down thelane. 'We stopped, and she talked about.

her cows and about an order she had got from the
Government to plough up more pasture, and-then—as if
cchoing the very thought that was drumming in my
head—about the litfer of pigs she was expecting and
of her wish to get the cottagers to keep pigs. Why, this
was a very conspiracy of circumstance, thought I. It
seemed as though man and events alike were engaged
in a plot to make me keep a pig. R
With an air of idle curiosity I encouraged the farmer's
wife to talk on the thrilling theme, and she responded
with enthusiasm. The pig, I found, was a grossly maligned
animal. It had lain uncomplainingly under imputations
that were foul slanders on its innocent and lovable
character. Yes, Jovable, She had had pigs who were as
affectionate as any dog—pigs that followed her about
in sheer {riendliness. And as for the charge of filthiness,
who was to blame? We gave them dirty styes and then
called them dirty pigs. But the pig was a clean animal,
loved cleanliness, thrived on cleanliness. It was man
- the dirty who kept the pig foul and then called him
unclean. And what a profitable animal. She.had had a
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. sow which had produced 108 pigs and 102 of them came
to maturity. \What an example to Shoreditch, I said.
Perhaps they don’t give them clean styes m Shoreditch,
she smd, No, T replied, they give them dirty styes. .. .

I went indoors, suffused with the vision of the trans-
figured pig, the affcctionate, cleanly, intelligent pig,
and took up a paper, and the first thing my eye en-
countered was an article on ‘The Cottager’s Pig.' T

, read it with the frenzy of a new religion and rose filled
to the brim with lore about the animal to whose existence
{except in the shape of bacon) I had been mdifferent
solong.  And now, fully seized with the 1dea, it seemed
that the world talked of nothing but pig. 1t was only
that my cars were unstopped and my eyes led by
an awakened curlostty; but 1t seemed to me that the
pig had suddenty been born into the universe, and that

- the air was filled with the rumour of hus commg. 1
,encountered the subject at every tum. In The Times 1
read a touching lament over the disappearance of the
fittle black pig.” Elsewhere I saw a facsimile fetter from
Lord Rhondda, in which he declared his loyalty to the
pig and denied that he had ever spoken evil of him.

T et dwbutakeena'vir.  He was an ally

-

©e
had staned du s corvagus e o K . 7.
By nightfall T could have held my own withaut shame
or discredit in any company of pig dealers, and in my
dreams I saw the great globe itself resting on the back,
not of an elephant, bu‘t of a pig with 2 beautrful curly tail.

Later: § have ordered the pig:
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THERE is a big farm-yard close to the house where I am
staying just now; it is a constant pleasure, as I pass that
way, to stop and watch the manners and customs of
the beasts and birds that inhabit it; I am ashamed to
think how much time I spend in hanging over a gate,
to watch the little dramas of the byre. I am not sufe
that pigs are an altogether satisfactory subject of con-
templation. They always seem to me like a fallen race
that has seen better days. They are able, intellectual.
inquisitive creatures. When they are driven from place
to place, they are not genile or meek, like cows anc
sheep, who follow the line of least resistance. The pig
is suspicious and cautious; he is sure that there is some
uncomfortable plot on foot, not wholly for his good
which he must try to thwart if he can. Then, too, he
never seems quite at home in his deplorably filthy
surroundings; he Jooks at you, up to the knees in ooze,
out of his little eyes, as if he would live in a more cleanly
way, if he were permitted. Pigs always remind me o
the mariners of Homer, who were transformed by Circe
there is a dreadful humanity about them, as if thej
‘were trying to endure their base conditions philo
snphically, waiting for their release. .

But cows bring a deep tranquillity into the spirit
“ their glossy skins, their fragrant breath, their contentec

ease, their mild gaze, theic Epicurean rumination tenc
44
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to restore the balance of the mind, and make one feel
that vegetorianism must be a desirable thing, There

- is the digmity of innocence about the cow, and I often
wish that she did not bear so poor a name, a word so
unsuitable for poetry; it is lamentable that one has to
take Tefuge in the archaism of kine, when the thung
itself is so gentle and pleasant.

But the true joy of the farm-yard is, undoubtedly,
in the domestic fowls  It1s fong since I was frightened
of turkeys; but I confess that there 1s still samething
awe-inspiring about an old turkey-cock, with a prond
and angry eye, holdx{_\gl his breath till lus wattles are *
Blrs ~m oottt L SirTheE A -
in
n
T0,
su
cock is an incredibly grotesque creature. His furious
eye, his blood-red crest, make him look as if he were
secking whom he might devour, But he is the most
craven of creatures. In spite of hus air of jyust anger, be
has no dignity whatever  To hear him raise hus voice,
you would think that he was challengming the whole
world to combat, He sereams defiance, and when he
has done, he looks round with an air of satisfaction.

¢ *Therel that is what you have to expect if yon interfere
with me!” he scems to say. But an alarm is given,
the poultry seek refuge in a hurried fight. Where
is the champion? You would expect to see am guarding
the rear, menacing his purseer; but no, he has beaded
the flight, he is far away, leading the van witha desperate
intentness.

This morning T was watching the behaviour of a
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party of fowls, who were sitting together on'a dusty.
ledge above the road, sheltering from the wind. I do.
not know whether they meant to be as humorous: as
they were, but I can hardly think they werc not amused
at each other. They stood and lay very close together,
with fierce glances, and quick, jerky motions' of the
head. Now and then one, tired of inaction, raised.a
deliberate claw, bowed its head, scratched -with in-
credible rapidity, shook its tumbled. feathers, and
looked round with angry self-consciousness, as though
to say: ‘T will ask any one to think me absurd at bis’
peril’ Now and then one 6f them kicked diligently at.
_the soil, and then, turning round, scrutinized the place
intently, and picked delicately at some minute object.
One examined the neck of her neighbour with afixed
stare, and -then pecked the spot sharply. One scttled
down on the dust, and gave a few vigorous strokes with’
her legs to make herself more comfortable. Qccasionally.
they all crooned and wailed together, and at the passing
of a cart all stood up defiantly, as if intending to, hold'
{heir fort at ol hazards, Presenily o woman tame oud
of a house-door opposite, at which the whole party ran
. furiously and breathlessly across the road, as if their
lives depended upon arriving in time. There was.not 2
gesture or a motion that was not admirably conceived,
intensely dramatic. C
Again, what is more delightfully absurd than to.sce
-a hen find a large morsel which she cannot deal with
atcnegulp? She has no sense of diplomacy or cunning;
* her friends, atiracted by her motions, close in about lier;
she picks up the treasured provender, she runs, bewildered
with anxiety, till she has distanced her pursuers; she
puts the object down and takes a couple of desperate
pecks; but her kin are at her heels: another flight
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follows, another wild attempt ; for half an hour the same
tactics are pursued. At last she is at bay; she makes one
prodigious effort, and gets the treasure down with a
convulsive swallow; you see her neck bulge with the
moving object; while she looks at her baffled com-
panions with an air of meek triumph.

Ducks, too, afford many simple joys to the con-
templative mind. A slow procession of white ducks,
walking delicately, with heads hfted high and timid
eyes, in a long hine, has the air of an ecclesiastical pro-
cession.  The singers go before, the munstrels follow
after. There is something hturgical, too, in the way 1n
which, as if. by a preconcerted signal, they all cry out
togetlier, standing in a group, with a burst of hoarse
cheering, cut off suddenly by an intolerable silence.
The armval of ducks npon the scene, when the fowls are
fed, is an impressive sight. They stamp wildly over the
pasture, faling, stumbling, nsing again, amve on the
scene with a desperate intentness and eat as though
they had not seen food for months.

The pleasure of these farm-yard sights is twofold.
It is partly the sense of grave, uncomscious impostance
about the whole business, serious lives fived with such
wholehearted zeal. There 15 no sense of divided endea-
vour; the discovery of food is the one thing in the world,
and the sense of repletion is also the sense of virtue, But
there s something pathetic, too, about the taming to
our own ends of these forest beasts, these woodland
bmjs; they are so unconscious of the sad reasons for
which we' desire their company, so unsuspicious, so
serene! Instead of learning by the sotrowful expenence
of generations what our dark purposes are, they become
more and more fraternal, more and more dependent,
And yet how little we really know what their thoughts
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are. They are so unmtelhgcnt in some regions, so subﬂy
wise in others. We cannot share our thoughts swith
them; we cannot explain -anything to them. We can
sympathize with them in their troubles, but cannot
convey our sympathy to them. Thereisa Tittle bantam
hen here, a great pet, who comes up to the front door
with the other bantams to be fed. She has been suffering
for some time from an obscure illness. She arrives with
the others, {ull of excitement, and begins to pick at the
grain thrown them; but the effort soon exhausts her;
she goes sadly apart, and sits with dim eye and ruffled
plumage, in silent suffering, wondering, perhaps, why
she is not as brisk and joyful as ever, what is the sad
thing that has befailen her. And one can do nothin”g,
express nothing of the pathetic sorrow that fills one’s
mind. Buf, none the less, one tries to-believe, to feel,
ihat this tuﬁcrmg is not fortuitous, is not wasted—
how could one endure the thought otherwise, if one did
not hope that “the earnest expectation of the creature
waiteth for the manifestation of the sons of God"
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ON TRAVEL BY TRAIN

J B. Prmstiry: Papers
Jrom Lillput

Remove an Englishman from his hearth and home, his
centre of corporal Nife, and he becomes a very different
creature, one capable of sudden fumes and roaring
passions, a deep sea of strong emations churning beneath
his frozen exterior. Ican pass, at all timgs, fora q\giet,

would quake to look on.' .
There is ane type of traveller that never fails to rouse
yay quick hatred.  She is o large, middle-aged woman,
with arasping voice and a faceof brass  Above all things,
she loves to invade smoking compartments that are
already comfortably filled with a quiet company of
smokers; she will come busthng in, shouting over her
shoulder at her last victim, a prostrate porter, and,
faden with packages of all maddening shapes and sizes,
she will glare defiantly about her until some unfortu-
nate has given up his seat. She 18 often accompanied
by some sort of contemptible, whining cur that is only,
one degree less offensive than its mistress, TFrom the
moment that she has wedged herself in there will be no
more peace in the carnage, but simmering batred, and
‘everywhere dark looks and muttered threats. But
49
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every one knows her. Courtesy and modesty  pcrished
in the world of travel on the day when she took her
first journey; but it will not be long -before she is’in
hourly danger of extinction, for there are strong men
in our midst.

There are other types of railway travellers, not . so
offensive as the above, which combines all the bad
qualities, but still annoyving in a varying degree to
most of us; and of these others I will enumerate one or
two of the commonest. .First, there are those who,
when they would go on a journey, take all their odd
chattels and household utensils and parcel them up in
brown paper, disdaining such things as boxes and
trunks; furthermore, when such eccentrics have loaded
themselves up with queer-shaped . packages they will
cast about for baskets of fruit and bunches of flowers to
add to their own and other people’s misery. Then there
are the simple folks who are for ever eating and drinking
in railway carriages. No sooner are they settled in their
seats but they are passing cach other tattered sand-
wiches and mournful scraps of pastry, and talking with
their mouths full, and scattering crumbs over the
trousers of fastidious old gentlemen. Sometimes they
will peel and cat bananas with such rapidity that

nervous anlookers are compelled to seck another
compartment. .

Some children do not make good travelling com-
panions, for'they will do nothing but whimper and
howl throughout a joumey, or they will spend. all
their {ime daubing their faces with chocolate or
trying to climb out of the window. And the cranks
are always with us; on the bleakest day, they it
is who insist on all the windows being ¢pen, but
m the sultriest season they go about in mortal fear
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of draughts, and will not allow a window ta be
touched.

More to my taste are the innocents who always find
themselves in the wrong train. They have not the
understanding necessary to fathom the time-tables, nor
will they ask the railway officials for advice, 50 they
climb into the first train that comes, and trust to luck.
When they are being hurtled towards Edinburgh, they
will suddenly look round the carriage and ask, with a
mild touch of pathos, if they are 1 the right tran for
Bristol.  And then, puzaled and disillusioned, they have

probability that they may be shot {rom station to
station, line to line, uptil there 1s nothing mortal left
of themn,

Above all other railway travellers, I envy the mighty
sleepers, descendants of the Seven of Ephesus, How
often, on a long, umnteresting journey, have I envied

* their sweet oblivion  With Lethe at their command, no
dell, empty tramn journey, by day or mght, bas any
terrors for them  Knowing the length of time they
have to spend m the train, they compose themselves
and are off to sleep m a moment, probably enjoying
ha wmeanue dvantneas of draam while the rest of us

'r counting our

ation they stir,

. thewr baggage,

and, peering out of the window, murmur ‘My station,

Ithink.” A moment later they go out, alert and refreshed,
Lords of Travel, Jeaving us to our boredom

Seafaring men make good companions o a failway
jouney, They are always ready for a ptpe and a crac®
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with any man, and there is usually some entertaining
matter in their talk. But they are not often met with
away from the coast towns. Nor do we often come across
the confidential stranger in an English railway carriage,
though his company is inevitable on the Continent, and,
I believe, in America. When the confidential stranger
does make an appearance here, he is usually a very dull
dog, who compels us to yawn through the interminable
story of his life, and rides some wretched old hobby-
horse to death. . )

There is one more type of traveller that must be
mentioned here, if only for the guidance of the young
and simple. He is usually an elderly man, neatly dressed,
but a little tobacco-stained, always seated in a corner,
and he opens the conversation by pulling out.a gold
hunter and remarking that the train is at least three
minntes behind time. Then, with the slightest encour-
agement, he will begin to talk, and his talk will be all
of trains. As some men discuss their acquaintances, or
others speak of violins or roses, so he talks of trains,
their history, their quality, their destiny. All his days
and nights seem to have been passed in railway carriages,
all his reading seems to have been in time-tables. He
will tell you of the 12.35 from this place and the 3.49
from the other place, and how the 10.18 ran from
So-and-So to So-and-So in such a time, and how the
8.26 was taken off and the 5.10 was put on; and the
greatness of his subject moves him to eloquence, and
. there is passion and mastery in his voice, now wailing
over a missed connection or a departed hero of trains,
- now exultantly proclaiming the glories of a non-stop

express or a wonderful run to time. However dead you
were to the passion, the splendour, the pathos, in this
matier of trains, before he has done with vou vou will
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' be ready to weep over the 7.37 and cry out in ecstasy
at the sight of the 2.52.

Beware of the eldetly man who sits in the corner of
the carriage and says that the train is two minufes
behind time, for he is the Ancient Mariner of rilway
travellers, and will hold you with his glittering eye.
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(g MOTORING AT NIGHT

Dixox Scorr: 4 Number of Things

Or motoring after nightfall there are manifestly two
main kinds. On the one hand, there is motoring by moon-
light; on the other, theré is motoring on nights of cloud
or of undisputed stars. For my own part, I much prefer
the latter. The risk is perhaps slightly greater. But if
‘you are content with a tactful fifteen miles an hour,
and if your car glares at the world through a pair of
fierce acetylene eyes, you can really pick your way about
.a world that has been wonderfully drained of all -traffic
with almost as much composure as though you were
on the Brighton Road at broad noon. - But you must
have those piercing head-lights, for it is on them that
vour pleasure will depend as well as your mere safety.
Withount them you would remain in the familiar region
of the footmen. With them you instantly leap into a.
kingdom no mere pedestrian cver penetrated.  Every-
thing those basilisk eyes rest upon is suddenly painted
white; wherever they peer a frozen shape congeals out
of the void; and the result is that yon seem to enter
the night by another gateway and scud through an
unexplored series of nocturnal corridors. You may have
slept with Stevenson a la belle dloile; your may have spent
a lifetime studying the moods of the darkness afoot;
but will find you are surveying a wholly unknown land
when you range the stillness for the first time in a car.
The transformation begins with the very road, The
vaguely glimmering track, along which the pedestrian
zoftly fumbles, suddenly stiffens out into a harsh,
34 C »
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blanched be: spectral gang-plank thrust out inta
the emptiness. The motorist's road is never mere dead
macadam; by daylght, for instance, it leaps towards
him like a twitching tide, a white lasso uncoiling as it
comes. But at night its direction is reversed. It moves
with you, seems a part of your machine; you seem to
make it 2s you go. It 1s a desperate bridge across the

sometimes it seems as though they had failed to keep
pace. ‘The plank breaks off abruptly. You race to the
Ttagged end of it—hang poised on the verge of the pit.
Ard then just as you begin dreadfully to dip, the shaft
° leaps out once more, catches you neatly, and the con-
vulsive improvisations recommence The car has simply
topped a hittle rise. As 1t gained the summit the hghts,
still canting upwards, searched the empty sky and left
the down-grade upillumined, That was all ~ And yet,
thoogh tlie consequent sudden snapping short of your
visible track is probably the most familiar of the night-
motorist’s sensations, it is odd how long it takes to get
quite habituated to it, and how deep an effect that Little
thrill has on the mood 1 which you drive

And when you have got accustomed to 1t there are
any number of other thrills to take its place. You run
for a time between hedgerows—and every dim bush
secrns to burst into a piece of branching coral; you
might be sitting in a submarine, The hedges are followed
by trees, by a long-drawn avenue, the boughs meeting
overhead; and now, with the light from your lamps
shattering against a complete arc of obstacles, your
plank across space is suddenly converted into 2 snow-
white tunnel boring through it. Of all that exists OuL‘idf'



6  DIXON SCOTT:

that frozen circle you are as unaware as a traveller in a,
London tube. Straight trunks and spreading branches -
become as unthinkable to you as the overhead traffic:
is to him. You live in a circular world, in the centre Qf a’
leprous wreath. Oaks, clms, and beeches all part with

their identity and submit to be woven into this haunting

hoop—as white as a hoop of hawthorn. It always seems

the same wreath, It quivers and fluctuates, making a

weak rustle as it shivers; but it never falls back. With

nothing to measure your pace by, gtll sense of motion

disappears. You scem to sit in a kind of numb trance

with nothing but the drone of your engine and the

whisper of this mesmeric arch. Perhaps you are not’
altogether unrelieved when it js wrenched aside and

tossed behind, and you are out on your naked gang-

plank once more with the stars tumbling and twirling -
overhead.

But before you finally desert the woodlands there is
one other experience that must on no account be missed.
The place of places for it, in England, is the New Forest
—that strange double kingdom where you can plunge
beneath the bright skin of the carth and dart to and fro-
in the dim quiet as though wandering about a vast sea-
floor. By daylight it is odd enough, but in the darkness
it is as fantastic as a fairy-tale. High above your head
you can hear the night wind churning the green surf;
but all about you is nothing but an ivory stillness, the -
hushed white coral and continuously chalky caves.
Stealing down these corridors you detect low archways
- cut in the fretted wall. They are the entrances to the
- narrower rides that dip still more deeply into the secret
places of the woods. Shutting down your speed to a
crawl, you slip through one of these wickets. It fulfls

its promise. For now, in this narrower way, the trees
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and Dranches crowd closely about you, and albescent
* shapes leap up in your very path. Blanched lunbs twst
and vanish. There is a constant comung and going, a
peeping and withdrawing. The stillness seems ull of a
spectral tumult and stiv. And to this there 1s added
2 queer irooping and fashing of colours—tense, fevensh
colours, Jike those one sees 1 a dream. The acetylene
glare at this close range conjures the strangest effects.
Primroses comte ot sharp and bright, like flowers made
of precous stones or emamels  Lachen has a snakish
lustre. The fallen Jeaves are as bnght as blood, You
creep along this cnmsou trail, and the jewels are thrust
at you out of the emptiness, You come to a glade, and
the shapes withdraw. You stop your engine, therc are
sighs and rumours; it scems as though something had
but that instant escaped. The eyes of the car rove round
the walls of the glade, and wherever they peer great
arches, white as marble, are silently born 1n the black-
ness.  And sometimes, perhaps, they alight on a little
rabbit transfixed by the stare, and the sight of this
pale, still ghost of something you have always figured
as specially nimble and warm and soft seems perfectly
to ‘c;omplcm the sense of sheer enchantm—e
IV 1
mc »
far
the L wswoma, 1fieTe1s none of those
blanched abrupt births The world 15 wider—a less
partial lamp than yours expounds the pale beauty of
the fields and spreads a moth-coloured carpet heneath
the feet of the night.  And as a result of the consequent
telease, the slackening of the optical tenston, the other
senses, T have noticed, acquire a new freshness and
freedom.  Qne grows peculiarly conscions, for example,
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of all the wayward night odours that slip out into the
silver air at the summons of the dew. S

The best type of country for moonlight work is open
landscape with low ridges sustaining the roads, like sorm
of the hill-spines near the Cotswolds, or those lean ribs
and promontories that creep through the levels. of the
Midland hunting shires. This make of ground is gooc
for many reasons—Dbut chiefly because it gives you @
pleasure impossible among ‘actual mountains, or ir
densely wooded country, or in land of unrelieved flat-
ness; the singular pleasure, namely, of surveying. :
vast expanse of silent country when it lies below .yor
dead asleep. The moon is like a lanthorn held above tht
face of the sleeper; and by its light you can see, far anc
near, the little hamlets cuddling unconsciously round
their brooding spires; and a town or two, maybe, anc
unsuspected farms in sly recesses, seeming now to shov
a light, and now to hide it; and the soft, small thread o
brightness, quivering through the stillness, which is th
midnight mail to the North. There is something strangely
moving in the spectacle. 1t is as though you had caugh
the country unawares—and had found it much simple
and more innocent than you knew. And it is arealizatior
reserved for the motorist. Some part of it may be gainec
by the pedestrian, but not the best of it. He canné
taste the very essence of the situation—that serse o
almost god-like detachment. He cannot sweep easily
from point to point, with the calm surveillance of :
bird. He is part of the landscape, bound up with it:
dreams; and we all know how the cold moon-stuff scem:
actually to clog the limbs of the walker as though'i
were really a web. It is an odd fact, too, that the vers
noise of one’s car helps to complete the cffect of aloof
ness. Iootsteps bruise the face of the night, clumsily
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soiting the silence. But the drumming of your engine
simply serves to cut you off the more completely from
the dreaming earth. ~You seem to sway suspended in o
net of sound.

Your ride 15 over—you head once more for home—
but even now your car has yet another secret to disclose.
1t is, pechaps, the most precious of all. Tor to race
through the silver silence towards the upcast glow of a
tity is to pesceive, 2s one has never done before, the
true relation of that distant congenes to the empty
spaces alt about, The townsman's modemn passion for
the country is a splendid and a whalesome thing; bat
perhaps it warps certain deeper 1deals, Blurring the
town’s true purport, printing 1t on the mind as a sad
and smoky stain. There is notlung lke a night-ride
home in a’car to reform that strained conception  The
distant glow seems the glow of a hearth, 1t 15 as a place
of light and laughter and companionship, as a snug
refuge from the aching fields, that the ity is once more
imaged in the mind,

No other manner of approach, unless by ship from the
ather darkness of the sea, can give you nowadays this
reassuring and inestimable thril, The pedestnan may
see the glow from afar—but the straggling suburbs
spoil his vision long before he gains the city’s heart;
and to travel by train is to be flung into the centre
without having heen once aware of that hospitable
beacqn and sign. It sounds odd, no douht, but it is
certainly true, that st 15 only m a swift modern car that
one can regain the old medieval temper, and see the
fown once more as the traveller in old days would see
it—a kind of courageous citade!, a gallant’ outpost, the
appointed rallying-place for beauty and romance.



SHAKESPEARE knew most things, but he made a good
many mistakes. I dare say he felt he was saying a_deep
thing when he asked lightly, ‘What’s in.a name?’
for example, but he did not know how to spell his own,
and one result of his doing it with an x i1s that very -
learned people assume he was ignorant, and that Bacon
{who is known to have been to school, and was never so .
careless as to spell his name with a k) must have written
his plays for him, ’
If Shakespeare had thought twice he would have
known that there is generally more in the name than*
there is in the thing itself. Call trade sport, and give -
gold cups and championship belts to the man who sells -
the Jargest number of shirts or neckties over the counter, -
and business would become a pastime at once. On the
other hand, if sport had been named business, and the
players received a trade-union rate of wages, many
an enthusiastic sportsman would realize that he is '
working too hard, and go away for a rest-cure. '
No doubt it is my misfortune, and I ought to be
ashamed of myself and I expect I shall be, one of these
days; but somehow, if I conld not get in free, or pay at
a gate, to sce others do my sporting for me, I.would
sooner not have any. Every spring and summer I read .’
those scathing observations in the newspapers about
degenerate people who lounge around looking on at
cricket matches; and during the rest of the year T read -
6o )
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the other and equally scathing letters and articles about
spectators af football matches, and T confess I can’t
understand them. I am beginning fo suspect that they
are intended to be humorous—ali that sort of writing
is & manifestation of a newer new humour, and as soon
as we get used to 1t and are able to see the joke, I am
_hoping it will make us laugh quite heartily.

Mind you, I do not dislike cricket, far from it. Ienjoy
the reports in the papers; I am proud when England
hits the ball trinmphantly and beats Austrzha, I am
s e A ; L * been

n the

and I

.. ona

placard that one of the bowlers bas done the hat-trck,

o Ijec:mse, lhou,gh I d.on't k‘n'o\v \vh‘a{ tt means, 1t sounds

and keep two sets of cricketers of my own, instead of a
gramophone or a pianola.

1 was chatting with a prelessional cricketer the other
day and ke corplained that he felt absolntely done up
before the end of the season; and he assured me that
his was a ternbly bard job and be fully anticipated that
he v.ould be worn out and too old at forty, And what
else could any one expect? I have frequently thought,
watching the fielders standing about on the grass, if

A M

thay hannanad n ha alacle wi

seald ot same sort; and there really is no reason why a
cricketer in the field should not have a chair or 2 camp-
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stool and be allowed to sit down while he is waiting until -
the ball is knocked in his direction. o
Even the umpire is kept on his legs all the time, THe
might just as well be swinging comfortably near by in a.
hammock, with opera-glasses, or curled up .out of the -
way on a rug behind the wickets. I strongly object to -
working when I am only playing, but cricketers don't;:
and as a consequence they are played out and done up -
before they reach middle age, journalists refer.to them .
as veteran players, and they have to have a benefit .
match and retire; and whilst you are still wondering -
whether they have died at forty odd under the impression
that they were old men, you come across them spending ..
the evening of their days in teaching boys how to play, =
or wrapped up in flannel and being wheeled  about in -
Bath chairs at a health resort. Tt takes sixty years of
" what is known as hard work to reduce most of us to
such a condition as that. SR
‘Why do you do it?’ I asked that cricketer who
complained to me., ‘If you must play, what’s the -
matter with draughts, or noughts and crosses? They.
are entertaining and don’t call for any over-exertion..
If there is something in the style of cricket thaf attracts -
you, why not adopt carpet-beating as your profession?’
1 argued. ‘It has the advantage of being useful; you’
might have the stick shaped like a bat, if that would -
seern more satisfactory to you, and you would - only
have to stand and hit hard and it would be like standir{g '
at the wickets flogging the ball and getting boundaries
- continuously. At the same time, you would be cleaning
the carpet.’ " o
1 did not pursue the point; he did not see eye to eye..
with me and began to say things that I do not ‘think -
" any man ought to say out loud. He declared, in effect, -
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that I was no sportsman; and I suppose he may have
bcf!'. ngh't. .

even if the dogs catch it for them there won't be a mouth-
ful each to go round, I wonder why they did not stop
cosily at home and send the girl out for a tinned lobster
or halfa pound of ham  Take the case of my doctar, too.
He spends his leisure lurking about and getting hot and
dirty in some woods near where I live, because he likes
to play at shooting rabbuts; but I must say he seems to
share ‘my objection to making a labour of his sport.

. He avertook me on the road one afternoon and urged

‘ me, as a fnend, and yet rather resentfully, not to allow
my two dogs to be out of doors by themselves  He said
that on several occasions lately they had gone mto the
woods and roused and scattered the game there. 1
apologized for them, but remarked that 'imagined most
sportsmen would be pleased to have them do ths, since
it would keep the birds and animals on the move and
make it harder and more exating to catch or shoot
them, but I gathered from lus words and manner that
I was under a misapprehension, and 1t gratified me to
find a lover of sport after my own heart.

“You 're like me, I see, you prefer to have your sport
made easy,” I smd. ‘You don’t want to have the game
kept running about so that you have actually to hunt
after it and get into a perspiration.  You would sconer
have the rabbit sit perfectly stil and not notice you till
you were close enough to put your gun to its ear and
blow its head off.’

And 1 proceeded to lay before him an easier and less
troublesome way even than ¢that I adwised fum to bring
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stool and be allowed to sit down while he is waiting until
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Even the umpire is kept on his legs all the time. -He
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hammock, with opera-glasses, or curled up .out of-the
way on a rug behind the wickets. I strongly object to-:
working when I am only playing, but cricketers don't; -
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whether they have died at forty odd under the impression
that they were cld men, you come across them spending .
the evening of their days in teaching boys how to play, -
or wrapped up in flannel and being wheeled about in |
Bath chairs at a health resort.. It takes sixty years of
.what is known as hard work to reduce most of us to-
such a condition as that. )
‘Why do you do it?’ I asked that cricketer who -
complained to me. ‘If you must play, what’s the
matter with draughts, or noughts and crosses? They:
are entertaining and don’t call for any over-exertion.
If there is something in the style of cricket that attracts .
you, why not adopt carpet-beating as your profession? " :
I argued. ‘It has the advantage of being useful; you ,
might have the stick shaped like a Dbat, if that would
seem more satisfactory to you, and you would only.
have to stand and hit hard and it would be like standing
at the wickets flogging the ball and getting boundaries
continuously. At the same time, you would be cleaning ™
the carpet.’ . D
1 did not pursue the point; he did not see eye to eye .
with me and began to say things that I do not think .
any man ought to say out loud. He declared; ineffect,
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that 1 was no sportsman; and I suppose he may have
been sight N .
When I sce twenty or thirty grown-up persons, with a
large pack of dogs, riding eagerly and at the risk of their
necks, all after one small fox, and when I reflect that
even if the dogs catch it for them there won't be a month-
ful each to go round, I wonder why they did not stop

to play at shooting rabbuts; but I must say he seems to
share ‘my objection to making a Jabour of his spart.
He overtook me on the road one afterncon and urged
me, as a {rend, and yet rather resentfully, not to allow
my two dogs to be out of doors bv themselves. He sad
that on several occasions lately they had gone into the
woc‘ds nnd’ roused and scattered the game there. I
sl g v TG ohe pame e

make it harder and more exciting to catch or shoot
l'hem. but T gathered from his words and manner that

made easy,’ 1 saul. *You don’t want to have the game
kept runmng about so that you have actually to hunt
after jt and get into a perspiration. You wonld sconer
hve the rabbit sit perfectly still and not notice you till
you were close cnough to put your gun to its ear and
blow its head off.”

And I proceeded to Yay before lam an easier and less
troublesome way even than that. Iadvised him to bring
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his man out with him, and let his man run -after the -
rabbit and catch it with a piece of string that had.a
slip-knot on it; then he could make it sit up and hold it
quite still while his master shot at it. But though we
apparently held a common opinion that sport ought
not to be rendered- difficult, he did not receive my
suggestions courteously. He received them so dis-
courteously, in fact, that as I was not certain whether
his gun was loaded.I did not stop to hear all he had
to say. - . e ,
S It )s’eems just as absurd to me that a man should
worry and fag at boating when he can take a-penny
steamer, where they keep a paid staff downstairs among
the machinery doing all the work and leaving him {ree
to have all the enjoyment; and I should not care tc¢
play golf unless after every stroke I could get into a bus
or tram and be carried round after the ball. The only
- easy sport that has been invented so far is, I believe,
fishing, and that does not tempt me. Judging. from
observation, I should say it is too tediously tame. It
does not look to me to be so exciting even as knitting,
or darning socks. : , : ‘
There is a tiver at no great distance from my house,
and a canal close to the river, and people are always to
be found fishing in both. I have seen the same men in
the same places Sunday after Sunday, looking as if they
had not been home all the week and were feeling hungry.
I used to try to be friendly with them, and would nod
cheerfully and ask if they had caught anything, but
they usually resented my inquiry with such menacing
glances that I had to give it up. Now, I merely pause,
in passing, to scrutinize the grass round where they
‘are standing or sitting, but there is hardly ever any-
" ..thing to be seen there except empty fishing ‘tins and
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. large nets; and oceasionally, if they happen to tum
their heads and detect my curiosity, they meet my
sywpathetic gaze so coldly that Y think it may be
wiser if 1 give this up also. s R

Probably they find my attention Tather aggravating,
but why they continue to go on kke that T don’t know.
1 am sure they wouldn't if it had not been named spost.
Why, many a wman bke them hes, to my knowledge,
gone a two-shilling railway journey, bought a shilbng
fishing-ticket, and sat all day on the banks of a lake
ot river, playing with a five'shiling rod and eighteen-
penn'orth of bait, and then come home late at night,
tired and wet through, without so much as a tiddler for
his money; whereas he could have procured what he
wanted for sipence, without any trouble at all, by

simply sending somebody round the comer to the
fishmonger's.,




1 SET out one morning in late August, with somie Qo‘t’ge_d
grouse sandwiches in one pocket and a magazine. in
the other, for 2 tramp toward Causdon.- I had not been
in that particular-part of the moor since I'used:to'go
snipe-shooting there as a boy——my first introduction;
by the way, to sport. It was a very lovely day, almost
too hot; and I never saw the carpet of the moor more
exquisite—heather, fern, the silvery-white cotton’grass,
dark peat turves, and green bog-moss, all more than
customarily clear in hue undera very blue sky. I walked
..till two o'clock, then sat down in a little scoop of valley
" by a thread of stream, which. took its rise from -an
awkward-looking bog at the top. It was wonderfully
quiet. A heron rose below me and flapped away; and
while I was eating my potted grouse I heard the harsh
cheep of a snipe, and caught sight of the twisting bird
" .vanishing against the line of sky above the bog. ‘That
. ‘'must have been one of the bogs we used to shoot,’ I
" thought; and having finished my snack of lunch, I

rolled myself a cigarette, opened the magazine, and idly
. turned its pages. I had no serious intention of reading

. . —the calm and silence were too seductive, but my

- attention became riveted by an exciting story of some
man-eating lions, and I read on #ill I had followed the
" adventure to the death of the two ferocious brutes, and
. found my cigarette actually burning my fingers. Crusiiing
", it out against the dampish roots of -the heather, I.lay
" back with my eyes fixed on t6he sky, thinking of nothing.
L 6 : oL
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Suddenly I becamne canscious that between me and
that sky a leash of smpe high np were flighting and
twisting and gradually coming lower, [ appeared, indeed,
to have a sort of attraction for them. They would dash
toward each other, seem to exchange jdess, and rush
away again, like flies that waltz together for hours in
the centre of a room  As they came lower and Jower
over me 1 could almest swear I heard them wiasper to
each other with thewr long bills, and presently 1 abso-

_ lutely caught what they were saymg “Luck at him!
The fetocious brutel  Oh, look at himi’
\ Amazed at su’ch an extraordinary violation of all the

v .

. 1
3 heathery knob within twenty yards of where I lay.
Now, I knew very well that all efforts to introduce
grouse on Dartroor have been quite unsuccessful,
since for seme reason connected with the quality of the
hicather, the nature of the soul, or the over-muld damp-

at him! Go back! The feroctous brute! Go backl’
He scemed to be speaking to something just below; and
there, sure enough, was the first hare I had ever seen
out on the full of the moor. I have always thought a
hare a jolly beast, and not infrequently felt sorry whea
I rolled one over; it has a way of crying like a chid if
not killed outright. I confess then that in hearing it,
too, whisper: “Look at him' The ferocsous brute!
O, look at him!” I expericnced the sensation, that
comes over one when one has not been quite fairly
treated  Just at that moment, with 2 warm stirring of
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the air, there pitched within six yards of mea magﬁiﬁcen;‘,
old black-cock—the very- spit of that splendid fellow

I shot last season at Bainagie, whose tail my -wife now
wears in her hat. He was accompanied by four grey-

. hens, who, settling in a semicircle, began at once: ‘Look

at him! Look at him! The ferocious brute! "Oh, look
at him!” At that moment I say with candour-that I
regretted the many times 1 have spared grey-hens with
the sportsmanlike desire to encourage their breed.

For several bewildered minutes after that I could
not turn my eyes without seeing some bird or other
-alight close by me: more and more grouse, and black
game, pheasants, partridges—not only the excelient
English bird, but the very sporting Hungarian variety
—and that unsatisfactory red-legged Frenchman which
runs any distance rather than get up and give you a
decent shot at him. There were woodcock too, those
twisting delights of the sportsman’s heart, whose tiny
wing-feather trophies have always given me a distinct
sensation of achievement when pinned in the side.of
my shooting-cap; wood-pigeons too, very shy and
. difficult, owing to the thickness of their breast-feathers
—and, after all, only coming under the heading
‘sundry’; wild duck; with their snaky dark heads, that
I have shot chiefly in Canada, lurking among rushes in
twilight at flighting time—a delightful sport, exciting,
as the darkness grows; excellent eating too, with red
pepper and sliced oranges in oil!  Certain other sundries
kept coming also: landrails, a plump, delicious little
bird; green and golden plover; even one of those queer
httl_e creatures, moorhens, that always amuse one by
. their quick, quiet movements, plaintive néte, and quaint
_ curiosity, though not really, of course, fit to shoot, with
. their niggling flight and fishy flavour. Ptarmigan, too,
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a bird 1 admure very much, but have only once or twice

succeeded in bringing down, shy and scarce as it is in

Scotland, And, side by side, the alpha and omega of

. the birds to be shot in these islands, a capereailzie and
aquail. I well remember shooting the latter in a turnip-
field in Lincolnshire—a scrap of a bird, the only one 1
ever saw in England. Apart from the pleasurable sen-
sation at 1ts ranty, I recollect feeling that it was almost
a mercy to put the little thing out of 1ts lonehness. It
ate very well. There, too, was that loon or morthem
diver that I shot with a nfle off Denman Island as 1t

_swam about fifty yards from the shore. Handsome
plumage, I still have the mat it made. One bird only
scemed to refuse to alight, remaiming up there in the
sky, and uttenng continually that trilling cry which
makes it perhaps the most spintual of all birds that
can be eaten—I mean, of course, the curlew I cer-
tainly never shot one They fly, as a rule, very high
and seem to have a more than natural distrust of the
human being.  This curlew—ah! and a blue rock (I have
always despiscd pigeon-shooting)-—were the only two
winged creatures that one can shoot for sport 1n this
country that did not come and stt round me.

There must have been, 1 should say, as many hundred
altogether as I have killed in my time——a tremendous
number, They sat in a sort of nng, moving their beaks
from side to side, just as 1 have secen penguins downg
on the films that explorers brang back from the Ant-
arctic; and all the time repeating to each other those
amazing words: 'Look at him! The ferocious brute’
Oh, look at him!”

‘Then, to my increased astomshment, I saw behind the
circles of the birds a number of other ammals besides the
hare. At least five kinds of deer—the red, the fallow,
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a bird 1 admire very much, but have only once or fice
succreded in bringing down, shy and scarce as it is in
Scotland, And, side by side, the alpha and omega of
the birds to be shot in these islands, a capercailzic and
aquail.  Twell remember shooting the latter in a turnip-
field in Lincolnshire~a scrap of a bird, the only one 1
ayer cate in Fraland b Trmn hn mlamn —=al1~ gon.
. . . . nost
. It
ate very well. There, too, was that loon or northern
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‘There must have been, I should say, as many hundred
aitogether as T have Jalled in my time—a tremendous
number. They sat in a sort of nng, moving their beaks
from side to side, just as I have seen penguins domg
on the fitms that explorers bring back from the Ant-
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the roe, the cornmon deer, whose name'I "ve forgotten,”
which one finds in Vancouver Island, and the South
African springbok, ‘that swarm in -from the Karoo at
certain seasons, among which I had that happy week:
once in Namaqualand, shooting them from horseback
after a gallop to cut them offi—very good eating’as camp
fare goes, and making nice rugs if you sew their skins
together. There, too, was the hyena I missed, probably
not altogether; but he got off, to my. chagrin—qiicer~
Iooking brute! Rabbits of course had come—hundreds
and hundreds of them. If—like evérybody else—I 've
done such a lot of it, T can’t honestly say I 've ever cared’
much for shooting rabbits, though ‘the effect is neat:
enough when you get them just right and they turn head
over heels—and anyway, the prolific little brutes have
- to be .kept down. There, too, actually was my wild
* ostrich-~the one I galloped so hard after, letting off my
" Winchester at half a mile, only to see him vanish over
the horizon. Next him was the bear whose lair I came
across at the Nanaimo Lakes. How I did lurk about to.
get that fellow! And, by Jove! close to him, two cougars.-
I never got a shot at them, never even saw one of the
brutes all the time 1 was camping in Vancouver Island,.
where they lie flat along the branches over your head,
waiting to get a chance at deer, sheep, dog, pig, or
anything handy. But they had come now sure enough,
glaring at me with their greenish cats’ eyes—powerful-
" looking creatures! And next them sat a little meerkat’
" —not much larger than a weasel—without its head!
. Ah yesi—that trial shot, as we trekked out from Rous’
farm, and I wanted to try the little new rifle I had
borrowed. It was sitting over its hole fully seventy
yards from the wagon, quite unconscious of dangei‘. I
-just took aim and pulled; and there it was, without its
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head, fallen across 1ts hole. I remember well how pleased
our ‘boys”were.  And I'too! Not a bad bittle rifie, that!

Qutside the ring of heasts I could sce foxes moving,
not mixing with the stationary creatures, as if afrad
of suggesting that I had shot them, instead of being
present at their deaths in the proper fashion. One, quite
a ctub, kept limping round on three legs—the one, no
doubt, whose pad was given me, out cubbing, as a boy.
I put that wretched pad in my hat-bov, and forgot it,
so that 1 was compelled to thtow the whole stinking
show away. There was quite a lot of grown foxes; it
certainly showed delicacy on their part, not sitting down
with the others, There was really a tremendous crowd
of creatures altogether by this time! I should think every
beast and bird I ever shot, or even had a chance of
killing, must have been there, and all whispering: ‘Look
at him! The ferocious brute! Oh, look at lum!’

Animal lover, as every true sportsman is, those words
hurt me.  If there is one thing on which we sportsmen
pride ourselves, and legitimately, it 15 a humane feel-
ing toward all farred and feathered creatures—and,
as every one knows, we are foremost in all efforts to
diminish their unnecessary sufferings.

The corroboree about me which they were obviously
holding became, as I grew used to their manner of
{alking, increasingly audible But it was the quail’s
words that 1 first distinguished.

. ‘flc certainly ate me,” he said, ‘said T was good,
001"

‘Y do not believe'—this was the first hare speaking
~'that he shot me for that reason: he did shoot me,
and T was jugged, but he wouldn’t touch me. And the

~ same day he shot eleven brace of partmdges, didn’t
he?* Twenty-two partridges assented. ‘And he only
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ate two of you all told—that proves he didn’t want us
ior food.’ o
The hare’s words had given me relief, for I somehow
disliked intensely the gluttonous notion conveyed by
the quail that I shot merely in order to devour the
result. Any one with the faintest instincts of a sports--
man will bear me out in this. .
When the hare had spoken there was a murmur all
round. I could not at first make out its significance, till
I heard one of the cougars say: ‘We kill only when we
want to eat’; and the bear, who, I noticed, was a lady,
added: ‘No bear kills anything she cannot devour’;
and, quite clear, I caught the quacking words of a wild
duck: ‘We eat every worm we catch, and we 'd eat more
if we could get them.’ . - :
Then again from the whole throng came that shivering
whisper: ‘Look at him! The ferocious brute! Oh, look
at him!’ ‘
In spite of their numbers, they seemed afraid of me,
seemned actually to hold me in a kind of horror—me,
an animal lover, and without a gun! I felt it bitterly.
‘How is it,” I thought, ‘that not one of them seems
to have an inkling of what it means to be a sportsman,
not one of them seems to comprehend the instinct which
malkes onc love sport just for the—er—danger of it?’
The hare spoke again.
‘Foxes,’ it murmured, ‘kill for the love of killing.
_ Man is a kind of fox.” A violent dissent at once rose
from the foxes, till one of them, who secemed the eldest,
said: ‘We certainly kill as much as we can, but we
should always carry it all off and eat it if man gave us
time—the ferocious brutes!” You cannot expect.much
of foxes, but it struck me as especially foxy that he should
put the wanton character of his destructiveness off on
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man, espectally when he must have known how carefnlly
we preserve the {ox, in the best interests of sport. A
pheasant ejaculated shrilly: *He killed siaty of us one
day to his own gun, and went off that same evening
without eating even a wingl' And again came the
shivering whisper ‘Look at lim! The ferocious brute!
Oh, look at him!* It was too absurd! As if they could
not realize that a sportsman shoots almost entirely for
the mouths of others! But I checked myself, remem-
besing that altruism is a purely human attribute,
“They get @ big price for us!’ said a woodeock, ‘especi-

, ally if they shoot us ealy. [ fetched several shillings *
Really, the ignorance of these birds! As it modern
sportsmen knew anything of what happens ofter a day’s
shooting! All that'1s left to the butler and the keeper.
* Beaters, of course, and cartridges must be pard for,
to say nothing of the s of waste ‘1 would not think
them so much worse than foxes,” said a rabbar, “af
they didn't often hurt you, so that you take hours
dying. I was seven hours dying in great agony, and one
of my brothers was twelve. Weren't you, brother?’
& second rablut nodded. ‘But perhaps that s better
than trapping,” he said. ‘Remember mother!' ‘Ahl’
a partridge muttered, ‘foxes at all events do bite your
“head off ‘clean. DBut men often break your wing, or
your leg, and leave youl’ And again that shivering
whisper rose: *Look at hum! The ferocious brute!
Oh, look at him!’

By this time the whole thing was so getting on my
merves that if I could have risen I should have rushed
at them, but a weight as of lead seemed to bind me to
the ground, and all I could da was to thank God that
they did not seem to know of my condition, for, though
l?re!c‘ ‘é«em ho man-caters among themn, 1 could not tell
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what they might do 1f they realized that I was helples:
—the sentiments of " chivalry -and generoclty bemg
confined to man, as we all know. . .
‘Yes,” said the capcrcaxlzxe :,lowly, ‘Tdm a chv bird,
and was often shot at before this one got me; and though
I ’m strong, my size i so against me that I always took:
a pellet or two away with me; and what can you do
then? Those ferocious brutes take the shot out of their
faces and hands when they shoot.each other by mistake
—I’ ve seen ’em; but we have no chance to do.that.’
A snipe said shrﬂly “What I object to is that he doesn’t
eat us till he’s had too' much already I come in on.
toast at the fifth course; it hurts.one’s feehngs '
‘Ferocious brute, killing -everything he sees.’ .
I felt my blood fairly b011 and "longed to cry out
‘You beasts! You know that we don’t kill everythlng
we seel We leave that to cockneys, and foreigners.’
. Bat just as I had no power 6f movement, so I seemed‘
" to have no power of speech. And suddenly a little voice,
high up over me, piped down: ‘They never shoot-us
larks.” I have alw. ays loved the lark; how grateful 1
felt to that little creature—till it added: ‘“They do worse;-
they take and shut us up inlittle traps of wire till we’
pine away! Ferocious brutes!’ - In all my life T think T
never was more disappointed! The second cougar spoke:
‘He once passed within spring of me. What do you say,
- friends; shall we go for him?* The shivering arswer
came from all: ‘Go for him!" Ferocious brute! Oh, go
for him!” And I heard the sound of hundreds of soft
wings and pads ruffling and shuffiing. And, knowing
that I had no power to move an mch I shut my evvs '
Lying there motionless, as a beétle that shams dead; I
felt them creeping, creeping, till all round me and over
me was the sound of nostrils sniffing; and every second
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1 expected to feel the nip of tceth and beaks in the
{leshy parts of me. Bat nothing came, and with an effort
I reopened my eyes. There they were, hideously close,
with an expression on their faces that I could not read;
a sort of wry look, every nose and beak turned a hittle
to one side.” And suddenly I heard the old fox saying.
It ’s impossible, with a smell Itke that; we could never
eat him!”  From every one of them came a sort of saiff
or sneeze as of disgust, and as they began to back away
1 distinctly heard the hvena mutter “He's not whole-
some~not wholesome—the ferocious brute!”

The relief of that moment was swamped by my
natural indignation that these impudent birds and beasts
should presume to think that 1, a British sportsman,
would not be good to cat. Then that beastly hyena
added: ‘1 we killed lm, you know, and burted him
for a few days, he mght be tolerable,’

An old cock grouse called out at once: *Go back!
Let us hang him! e arc always well hung.  They like
us a little decayed—Ierocious brutes! Go back!”” And
ance more 1 felt, from the stir and shuffle, that my fate
hung in the balance, and 1 shut my eyes again, lest
they might be tempted to begin on them. Then, to my
infinite relief, 1 heard the cougar—have we not always
been told that they were the friends of man?—mutter
*Pahl It's dear we could never eat him fresh, and
what we do not eat at once we do nat tuuch!”

All the birds cried out in chorus. ‘No!  That wonld
be crow’s work,” And again [ felt that I was saved.
Then, to my horrer, that infernal loon shriehed- *Kill
him and have him stuffed—specimen of Feracious Brute!
Or fix his skin on a tree, and look at it—as he did
with e}’

For a full minute I could feel the currents of opmion
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swaying over me, at this infamous proposal; then the
old black-cock, the one whose tail is in ‘my wife’s hat,
..said sharply: ‘Specimen! He’s not good enough!'
And once more, for all my indignation at that gratuitous
insult, I breathed freely. ’ ]

‘Come!’ said the lady bear quietly: ‘Let us dribble
on him a little, and go. The ferocious brute is not worth
more!’ And, during what seemed to me an eternity,
one by one they came up, deposited on me a little saliva,
looking into my eyes the while with a sort of horror and
contempt, then vanished on the moor. The last to come
up was the little meerkat without its head. It stood
there; it could neither look at me nor drop saliva, but
somehow it contrived to say: ‘I forgive you, ferocious
brute; but I was very happy!’ Then it, too, withdrew.
And from all around, out of invisible presences in the
air and the heather, came once more the shivering
whisper: ‘Look at him! The ferocious brute! Oh
look at him!’

I sat up. There was a trilling sound in my ears.
Above me in the blue a curlew was passing, uttering
its cry. Ah! Thank Meaven!—I had been asleep!
My day-dream had been caused by the potted grouse
and the pressure of the Review, which had lain, face
downwards, on my chest, open at the page where I hac
been reading about the man-eating lions, and the deatt
. of those ferocious brutes. It shows what tricks of dis-
proportion little things will play with the mind when i
is not under reasonable control. .

And, to get the unwholesome taste of it all out o

my mouth, I at once jumped up and started for home
at a round pace. '



BoswzLL: We grow weary when udle
Jounson That s, swr, becanse others being busy, we want
company, but if we wereadle, there would be no growing weary
ue should ali entertain one another.

Just now, when every one is Gound, under pain of a

decree in absence convicting them of lse-respectability,

to enter on some lucrative profession, and labour therein
s i o e, ‘

consist in doing nothing, but in doing a great deal not
recognized in the dogmatic formulanes of the ruling
class, las as good a right to state its position as industry
itself, It is admitted that the presence of people who
refuse o enter in the great handicap race for sixpenny-
pieces, is at once an insult and a dicenchantiment for
those who do. A fine fellow {as we see so many) takes
his determination, votes for «ixpences, and 1o the
emphatic Americanism, ‘goes for’ them. And while
such an one is ploughing distressfully up the road, it
is not hard to understand his resentment, when he
perceives cool persons in the meadows by the wayside,
lying with a handkerchief over their ears and a glass
at their elbow. Alexander is touched in a very dehica
77
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place by the disregard of Diogenes. Where was the glory
of having taken Rome for those fumultuous barbarians,
who poured into the Senate-house, and found the
Fathers sitting silent and unmoved by their -success?
Tt is a sore thing to have laboured along and scaled the
arduous hilltops, and when all is done find humanity
indifferent to your achievement.  Hence physicists con-
demn the unphysical; findnciers have only a superficial
toleration for those who know little of stocks; literary
persons despise the unletiered; and people of -all pursuits
combine to disparage those who have none. C
But though this is one difficilty of the subject, it is
not ‘the greatest. You could not be put in prison for
speaking against industry, but you can be sent tc
Coventry for speaking like a fool. The greatest difficulty
with most subjects is to do them well; therefore, .please
to remember this is an apology. It is certain that much
may be judiciously argued in favour of diligence; only
there is something to be said against it, and that is what
on the present occasion, I have to say. To state onc
argument is not necessarily to be deaf to all others, anc
that a man has written a book of travels in Montenegro
is no reason why he should never have been to Richmond
It is surely beyond a doubt that people should be :
good deal idle in youth. For though here and there ¢
Lord Macaulay may escape from school honours witt
all his wits about him, most boys pay so dear for theis
medals that they never afterwards have a shot in thei
locker, and begin the world bankrupt. * And the sam
holds true during all the time a 1ad is educating himself
or suffering others to educate him. It must have beer
a very foolish old gentleman who addressed Johnsor
~ at Oxford in these words: ‘Young man, ply your boo}
diligently now, and acquire a stock of knowledge; fo
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when years come upon you, you will find that poring
upon bocks will be but an wrksome task’ The old
gentleman seems to have been unasare that many
other things besides reading grow itksome, ard not a
few become impossible, by the time a man has to use
spectacles and cannot walk without a stick  Books are
good enouglh in thar own way, but they are a mighty
bloodless substitute for hfe. It seems a puty to sit like
the Lady of Shalott, peering into a mirror, with your
back turned on all the bustle and glamour of reality,
And if a man reads very hard, as the old an=cdote
reminds us, he will have little time for thought

f you Jook back on your own education, 1 am sure
it will not be the full, vivid, instructis e hours of truantry
that you regret, you would rather cancel some lack-
lustre perinds between slecp and waking tn the class,
- v P ; B

Emphyteusis is not a disease, nor Shllicide a crime.
But though I would not willinghy part with such scraps
of sctence, I du not set the same store by them as by
certain other odds and ends that I came by in the open
street while I was playing truant. This is not the
moment to diate on that mighty place of cducation,
which was the favourte school of Dickens and of Balzac,
and turns out yearly many inglorious masters i the
Science of the Asprets of Life  Suffice 1t to say this: if
a lad docs not learn 1n the streets, 1t 1s because he has na
faculty of learning  Nor 1s the truant always m the
streets, for if he prefers, he may go out by the gardened
suburbs into the country. He may pitch on =ome tuft
of ilacs over a burn, and smoke innumerable pi

the tune of the water on the stones. A bird ;\n'll_'f:'f‘
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of having taken Rome for those tumultuous barbarians,
who poured into the Senate-house, .and found the
Fathers sitting silent and unmoved by their success?
Tt is a sore thing to have laboured along and scaled the
arduous hilltops, and when all is done find humanity
indifferent to your achievement. Hence physicists con-
demn the unphysical; financiers have only a superficial
toleration for those who know little of stocks; literary
persons despise the unietiered; and people of all pursuits
combine to disparage those who have none. . :
But though this is one difficulty of the subject, it is
not the greatest. You could not be put'in prison for
speaking against industry, but you. can be sent to
Coventry for speaking like a fool. The greatest difficulty
with most subjects is to do 'them well; therefore, please
to remember this is an apology. Itis certain that much
may be judiciously argued in favour of diligence;. only
there is something to be said against it, and that is what,
on the present occasion, I have to say. To state one
argument is not necessarily to be deaf to all others, and
that a man has written a book of travels in Montenegro,
is no reason why he should never have been to Richmond.
It is surely beyond a doubt that people should be'a
good deal idle in youth. For though here and therc a
~Lord Macaulay may escape from school honours with
all his wits about him, most boys pay so dear for their
“medals that they never afterwards have a shot in their
locker, and begin the world bankrupt. ~ And the same
holds true during all the time a lad is educating himself,
or suffering others to educate him. It must have been
a very foolish old gentleman who addressed Johnson
at Oxford in these words: ‘ Young man, ply your book
diligently now, and acquire a stock of knowledge; for
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when vears come upon you, you will find that poring
upon books will be but an irksome task’ The old
gentleman seems to have been unaware that many
other things besides reading grow irksome, and not 2
few become impossible, by the time 2 man has to use
spectacles and cannot walk without a stick  Books are
good enough in their own way, but they are a nughty
bloodless substitute for hfe. Tt scems a pity to sit like
the Lady of Shalott, peering mto a mirror, with your
back turned on all the bustle and glamour of reahty.
And if a man reads very hard, as the old anecdote
reminds us, he will have little time for thought,

If you Jook back on your own education, I am sure
it will not be the full, vivid, instructive hours of truantry
that you regret; you would rather cancel some lack-
lustre perinds between slecp and waking i the class,
r T ] ? .

ir
= '
Emphyteusis is not a disease, nor Stilicide 3 cnme,
But though 1 would not willingly part with such scraps
of science, I do nat set the same store by them as by
certain other odds and ends that I came by in the open
street while 1 was playing truant  This is not the
moment to dilate on that mghty place of education,
which was the favounte school of Dickens and of Balzac,
and turns out yearly many inglorious masters m the
Science of the Aspects of Life. Suffice 5t to say this if
a lad does not learn in the streets, it is because he has no
. laculty of Jearning. Nor is the truant always in the
streets, tor if he prefers, he mav go out by the gardened
suburbs into the country. He may pitch on some tuft
of blacs over a burn, and smoke innumerable pipes to
the tune of the water on the stones, A bird wll sing
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in the thicket. And there he may fall into a vein of
kindly thought, and see things in a new perspective. .
Why, if this be not education, what is? We may con-
ceive Mr. Worldly Wiseman accosting such an one, and
the conversation {hat should thereupon ensue: '

‘How now, young fellow, what dost thou here?’

‘Truly, sir, I take mine ease.

‘Is not this the hour of the class? and should’st thou
not be plying thy Book with diligence, to the end thou
mayest obtain knowledge?’ .

“Nay, but thus also I {ollow after Learning, by your
leave.’

‘Learning, quotha! After what fashion, I pray thee?
Is it mathematics?’

*No, to be sure.’

‘Ts it metaphysics?’

‘Nor that.

‘Is it some language?’

‘Nay, it is no language.’

‘Is it a trade?’

‘Nor a trade neither.’

‘Why, then, what is "t2”’ :
‘Indeed, sir, as time may soon come for me to go
upon Pilgrimage, I am desirous to note what is commonly
done by persons in my case, and where are the ugliest
Sloughs and Thickets on the Road; as also, what manner
of staff is of the best service. Moreover, I lie here, by
this water, to learn by root-of-heart a lesson which my
master teaches me to call Peace, or Contentment.”

Hereupon Mr. Worldly Wiseman was much com-
moved with passion, and shaking his cane with a very
threat{ul countenance, broke forth upon this wise:
‘Learning, quotha!’ said he; ‘1 would have all such’
rogues scourged by the Hangman!’
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And so he would go his way, ruffling out Ins cravat
with a crackle of starch, like a turkey when it spreads
its feathers.

Now this, of Mr. Wiseman's, is the common opinion.
A fact is not called a fact, but a piece of gossip, if it
does not fall into one of your scholastic categories, An
inquiry must be in some acknowledged direction, with
a name to go by; or else you are not inquiring at all,
only lounging, and the workhouse is too good for you.
It is suppesed that all knowledge 1s at the bottom of a
well, ot the far end of a telescope. Samnte-Beuve, as he
grew older, came to regard all experience as a single
great book, in which to study for a few years ere we go
Tence; and 1t seemed all one to him whether you should
read in Chapter, }}l’wh‘iqh‘ is the chiferential calculus,

cducation than many another in a life of heroic vigils.
There is certainly some chill and arid knowledge to be
found upon the summits of formal and laborious science;
but it is all round about you, and for the trouble of
looking, that . o ot
facts of life.

a Jumber of - . o
before the week be out, your trnant may Jearn some
really useful art to play the fiddle, to know a good
cigar, or to speak with ease and opportunity to all
varietics of men, Many who have ‘plied therr book
dihgently,' and know all about some one branch or
another of accepted lore, come out of the study with
an ancient and owllike demeanour, and prove dry,
stocknh: and dyspeptic m all the better and brighter
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parts of life, Many make a large fortune who remain
under-bred and pathetically stupid to the last. . And-
meanwhile there goes the idler, who began life along
with them~—by your leave, a different picture. He has,
had time to take care of his health and his spirits; he
has been a great deal in the open air, which is the most
salutary of all things for both body and mind; and if
he has never read the great Book in very recondite
places, he has dipped into it and skimmed it over to-
excellent purpose. Might not the student afford some
Hebrew roots, and the business man some of his-half--
crowns, for a share of the idler’'s knowledge of life at
large, and Art of Living? Nay, and the idler has another
and more important quality than these. I mean his’
wisdom. He who has much looked ‘on at the childish
satisfaction of other people in their hobbies, will regard
his own with only a very ironical indulgence. He will
not be heard among the dogmatists. He will have a
great and cool allowance for all sorts of people and
opinions. If he finds no out-of-the-way truths, he will
identify himself with no very burning falsehood. His
way takes him along a by-road, not much frequented,.
bul very even and pleasant, which is_called Common-
place Lane, and leads to the Belvedere of Common-
sense. Thence he shall command an agreecable, if no very
noble prospect; and while others behold the East and
West, the Devil and the Sunrise, he will be contentedly
aware of a sort of morning hour upon all sublunary
things, with an army of shadows running speedily and
in many different directions into the great daylight
of Eternity. The shadows and the gencrations, ‘the
shrill doctors and the plangent wars, go by into ultimate
. silence and emptiness; but underneath all -this, a man
may see, out of the Belvedere windows, much green and’
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peaceful landscape; many fire-lit parlours; good people
laughing, drinking, and making Jove as they did before
the Flood or the French Revolution, and the old shep-
herd telling his tale under the hawthom,
Datreme busyires  * ° D
or market, is a sy
faculty for idlenes
a strong sense of p .
dead-alive, hackneyed people about, who are scarcely
conscious of hng except in the exercise nf some
conventional occupation ~ Bning these fellows into the
country or set them aboard ship, and you will see hiow
they pine for their desk or their study. They have no
curlosity; they cannot give themselves over to random
provocations, they do not take pleasure mn the exercise
of their faculties for 1ts own sake, and unless Necessity
Iays about them with a stick, they will even stand stili,
It i» no good speahing to such Jolk: they cannof be idle,
their nature is not generous emough, and they pass
those hours in a sort of coma which are not dedicated
to furious moiling in the gold-mill. When thev do not
require to go to office, when they are not hungry and
have no mind to dnnk, the whole breathing world 1s a
blank to them  If they have to wait an hour or so fora
train, they fall into a stupid trance with their cyes open.
To sce them, you would suppose there was nothing to
ook at and no one to speak with, yvou would imagine
they were paralysed or ahenated, and yet very possibly
they are hard workers m their own way, and have good
eyesight for a flaw 1 a decd or a turn of the market
They have been to schaol and college, but all the time
they had their eye on the medal, they have gone about
sa the world and mixed with clever people, but all the
time they were thinking nf thew own aﬂ'air}. LJAsife

..



84 ‘ _-R. L. STEVENSON
man’s soul were not too small to begin.with; they have
dwarfed and narrowed theirs by a life of all work and
no play; until here they ave at forty, with a listless.
attention, a mind vacant of ail material of amusement, -
and not one thought to rub against another, while they .
wait for the train. Before he was breeched, he might-
have clambered on the boxes; when he was twenty, he
would have stared at the girls; but now the pipe is
smoked out, the snuff-box empty, and my gentleman
sits bolt upright upon-a bench, with lamentable éyes.
This does not appeal to me as being Success in Life.
But it is not only the person himself who suffers from
his busy habits, but his wife and children, his friends
and relations, and down to the very people he sits with
in a railway-carriage or an omnibus.  Perpetual devotion
to what a man calls his business, is only to be sustained
by perpetual neglect of many other things. And it is
not by any means certain that a man's business is the
most important thing he has to do. To an impartial
estimate it will seem clear that many of the wisest, most.
virtuous, and most beneficent parts that are to be-
played upon the Theatre of Life are filled by gratuitous
_performers, and pass, among the world at large, as
phases of idleness. For in that Theatre, not only the
walking gentlemen, singing chambermaids, and diligent
fiddlers in the orchestra, but those who look on and
clap their hands from the benches, do really play a part
and fulfil important offices towards the general result.
You are no doubt very dependent on the care of your
lawyer and stockbroker, of the guards and signalmen
who convey you rapidly from place to place, and the
policemen who walk the streets for your protection;
but is there not a thought of gratitude in vour heart
Jor certain other benefactors who set you smiling when
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they fall in your way, or scason your dinner with good
company? Colonel Newcome helped to lose his friend’s
money; Fred Bayham had an ugly trick of borrowing
shirts; and yet they were betler people to fall among
than Mr, Barnes,  And though Falstaff was neither sober
nor very lonest, I think I could name one or two long-
{1ced Barabbases whom the world could better have
done without. Hazlitt mentions that he was more

Tttt o ¥ ho had never done

than to his whole

' e thought a good
companion emphatically the greatest benefactor. [
know there are people in the world who cannot feel
grateful unless the favour has been done them at the
cost of pain and difficulty, But this is a churlish dis-
position. A man may send you six sheets of letter-paper
covered with the most entcrtaimng gossip, oF You may
pass half an hour pleasantly, perhaps profitably, over
an article of his; do you think the service would be
greater if he had made the manuscrpt in his heart’s
blood, like a compact with the devil> Do you really
fancy you should be more beholden to your corre-
spondent, if he had been damning you all the while
for your importunity? Pleasures are more beneficial
than daties because, like the quahity of mercy, theysre
not strained, and they are twice blest. There must
always be two to a kiss, and there may be a score m a
just; but wherever there 15 an element of sacnfice, the
favour is conferred with pam, and, among generous
people, received with confusion. There 1s no duty we
so much underrate as the duty of being happy. By
being happy we sow anonymous bencfits upon the
world, which remamn unknown even to ourselves, of
when they are disclosed, surprise nobody so manch 2%
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they fall in your way, or scason your dinner with goo’d -
company? Colonel Newcome hefped to lose his friend’s
money; Fred Bayham had an ugly trick of borrowing
shirts; and yet they were better people to f'a.\] among
thanMe Bammes, © 77 T 7 oo
nor very honest, 1

faced Barabbases

done without, Ilaziitt mentions that he was more
sensible of obligation to Northeote, who had never done
him anything he could call a service, than to his whole
circle of ostentatious friends, for he thought a good
companion emphatically the greatest benefactor. 1
know there are people 1n the world who cannot feel
grateful unless the favour has been done them at the
cost of pan and difficulty. But this is a churlish dis-
position. A man may send you six sheets of letter-paper
covered with the most entertawung gossip, or you may
pass half an hour pleasantly, perhaps profitably, over
an atticle of his; do you think the service would be
greater if he had made the manuscript in tus heart’s
blood, like a compact with the devil? Do you really
fancy you should be more beholden to your corre-
spondent, if he had been damning you all the while
for your importunity? Pleasures are more beneficial
than duties because, like the quality of mercy, theyware
not strained, and they are twice blest. There must
always be two to a kiss, and there may be a score in a
just; but wherever there is an element of sacrifice, the
favour is conferred with pain, and, among generous
peaple, received with confusion. There is no duty we
so much underrate as the duty of bemg happy. By
being happy we sow anenymous benefits upon the
world, which remain unknown even to ourselves, or
when they are disclosed, surprise nobody so much as
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the benefactor. The other day, a ragged, barefoot boy
ran down the street after a marble, with so jolly an air
that he set every one he passed into a good humour;
one of these persons, who had been delivered from more
than usually black thoughts, stopped the little {ellow
and gave him some money with this remark: ‘You
see what sometimes comes of looking pleased.” If he
had looked pleased before, he had now to look: both
pleased and mystified. For my part, I justify this
encouragement of smiling rather than tearful children;
I do not wish to pay for tears anywhere but upon the
stage; but T am prepared to deal largely in the opposite
commodity. A happy man or woman is a better thing
to find than a five-pound note. He or she is a radiating
focus of goodwill; and their entrance into a room is
as though another candle had been lighted. We need
not care whether they could prove the forty-seventh
proposition; they do a better thing than that, they
practically demonstrate the great Theorem of  thé
Liveableness of Life. Consequently, if a person cannot
be happy without remaining idle, idle he should remain,
It is a revolutionary precept; but thanks to hunger
and the workhouse, onc not easily to be abused; and
within practical limits, it is one of the most incontestable
triths in the whole Body of Morality. Look at one of
your industrious fellows for a moment, I beseech you.
He sows burry and reaps indigestion; he puts a wvast
deal of activity out to interest, and reccives a large
measure of nervous derangement in return. Either he
absents himself entirely from all fellowship, and lives a
reclose in a garret, with carpet slippers and a leaden
inkpot; or he comes among people swiftly and bitterly,
in a contraction of his whole nervous system, to dis-
charge some temper before he retumns to work. - I do'not
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care how much or how well he works, this fellow is an
el feature in other people’s lives. They would be
happier if he were dead, They could casier do without
liis services in the Circumlocution Office than they can
tolerate his fractious spints, He poisons hfe at the
well-head. It is better to be begrared out of hand by
a scapegrace nephew, than daly hagndden by a
peevish uncle.

And what, in God’s name, 15 all this pother about?
For what cause do they embitter their own and other
people’s lives? That a man should publish three or
thirty articles a year, that he should fimish or not fimsh
his great allegorical picture, are questions of httle
interest tn the world. The ranks of life are full; and
although a thousand fall, there are always some to go
into the breach  When they told Joan of Arc she should
be at home minding women’s work, she answered there
were plenty to spin and wash. And so, even with your
own rare gifts' When nature ts “so careless of the single
life,” why should we coddle ourselves into the faney
that our own is of exceptional importance? Suppuose
Shakespeare had been hnocked on the head some dark
night in Sir Thomas Lucy’s preserves, the world would
have wagged on better or worse, the pitcher gone to the
well, the scythe to the corn, and the student to his

k: and no one been any the wiser of the loss  There
are pot many works extant, if you look the alternative

RN DA Y S

retailing it are neither rare nor preasous in themselves
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Alas and alas! you may take it how you will, but the.
services of no single individual are indispensable,  Atlas’
was just a gentleman with a protracted nightmare!-.
And yet you see merchants who go and labour them-
selves into a great fortune and thence into the bank-
ruptcy court; scribblers who keep scribbling at little
articles until their temper is a cross to all who come
about them, as though Pharach should set the Israelites
to make a pin instead of a pyramid; and fine voung
men who work themselves into a decline, and are driven.
off in a hearse with white plumes upon it. Would you
not suppose these persons had been whispered, by the
Master of the Ceremonies, the promise of some moment-
-ous destiny? and that this lukewarm bullet on. which,
they play their farces was the bull’s-eye and centre-
point of all the universe? Andyetitisnotso. Theends.
. for which they gave away their priceless youth, for all
they know, may be chimerical or hurtful; the glory and
riches they expect may never come, or may find them
indifferent; and they and the world they inhabit are so
inconsiderable that the mind freezes at the thought.




AT THE PLAY

SteeneN PAGLT: The Young People

1 Toox the young people, a few mights ago, to the play.
Father and Mother were dining out we left the whole
hotse empty in charge of the maids, and it felt so like
a real holiday that we almost expected to see luggage
put on the top of the cab. We take care to call 1t the
play, not the theatre. Country people who arc in London
for a week, and rich people who will go anywhere if
only they go somewhere and need not make conver-
‘sation all the cvenmng, go to the theatre. we go to
the play.

I da not know
1 cannot say wha .

To understand a
understand a min
the Gods, not for me.

One thing T know, that we must be there i time,
There is great significance in the rise of the curtmn It
is begun, we are off; nothing can step 1t now, and here
ate they for whom we have so long been watting.  Have
we not read Hamlel, learned him, talked of lum, ever
since we got the tickets? Ilere is Llsinore; here, w the
dark, are Francesco and Bernardo. It does not matter
which is whicl,, for here is Horatio, the good Horatio,
the next best man to Hamilet 1n all Denmark: and here,
oh, here is the Ghost.  How glad we are that we took our
dessert in the cab, and rushed up the stairs of the play-
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house, and were in time.  The magic of the dark and cold
scene 1s on us, and all the terror of the plot.is astir, and;
all the beanty of the words; and we hear Horatio,
saying, But look, the morin, in russel mantle clad, Walks
o'er the dew of yon high Eastern hill.  Suppose we bad.
missed that., = Suppose something had happened fo the’
cab, and we had even been late for the next scene.
There he is, at last, at last: that is he, in black, sitting -
there. How handsome he is: and look, there is Ophelia.
e are longing to hear his voice, and that horrid king .
keeps on and on. There, he spoke then, and then
again. Oh, his dear voice, so unhappy: and what a.
Gentleman he is: and did you notice just the way he..
said Madam to the Queen? If we had missed that, wé
might as well never have come at all, but gone to bed
at half-past nine, or a quarter to len. ’
It is even more disastrous, I think, to be late for’
Macbefh,  But the young people never saw Irving in that, ’
play: never heard the drum, far away at first, drawing”
near with a dismal sound, as if it were foretelling the
death of Duncan: then Macbeth came, that memorable- .
figure, plodding his way home {rom the battle, weary *
and terrible, with his great axe on his shoulder; the.-
path went upward, and he turned as Banquo spoke, -
and stood in silence looking down at the witches. Irving, .
surely, had no equal in the art of entering a scene. ., -,
The young people must be in the front row of the .
upper circle, failing the front row of the dress circle. .
Stalls ar}d boxes are not for them: a sense of space, of -
empty air, must be between them and the play.  Across -
that gulf, the actors are the real world, and the audience,.
more felt than seen now that the lights all over the ~
house are down, is a world of shadows; if only the:
.~ shadows would be silent. It is bad enough to have heads .

i
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in front of us, and hats, which move this way and that,
and break again and again the reality of the acting;
but it is even worse to have people behind us* and if
they whisper, or laugh amiss, or smuff when they should
weep, as it were, under their breath, or fidget, or eat
. sweets while Hamlet is there, oh, the rage and helpless
misery of the young people!  For they cannot keep hold
on the play, they are caught in the toils  The cruel
whispering, the smff like the cut of a whip, the animal
noises made over the sweets, oppress them as a mght-
mare. They take their revenge when the curtmn is
down, saying aloud to me, Aren't the people belund us
awful/ But by that time the harm has been done; and
the wreckers behind us have offended the young people.
That offence may not deserve the millstone round the
neck, and the depth of the sea, yet all wanton inter-

that they are deceited by the illusions of the stage.
They see its tricks and artifices, the sham of it all, the
supers warting at the wings, and all the maclhunety for
making the weather. If the shutting of a door sefs the
whale ‘castle shaking, as 1t will sometimes, they arc
quick to note it; and they nuss nothing of the absurdity
of a stage-army. And that is just as it should be. Why
shauld they believe that stage-rocks are solid, that
stage-trees have voots, that stage-anvthing is what it
imitates? Why should they be such fools?  Have they
not acted at home, and used the rouge-pot, and been
stabbed to the heart with an ivory paper-cutter, and
made the Forest of Arden out of the plants in the back
drawing-room and two green tablecloths?  They see, at
the play, everything. It 15 not the stage that s real
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friends. 1f Bottom, Quince, Snug, Flute, Snout, and;
Starveling, dear names, are not immortal, nobody s .
immortal. I lay especial emphasis on the immortality.
of Quince, in whom the critical faculty, seli-conscious-
ness, love of poetry, and the passion for arranging your.
fellow-creatures and making them do things properly,
are so blended as to make him 2 type, a Platonic idea; :
everlastingly true. Quince being immortal, it did not”
matter that our particular Quince was elderly,. and
reminded me of Cicero; but'I am inclined to think that:
the essential Quince is youthful, or he would not have-
that insatiable care for amateur theatricals. ..
Of the fairies, beside her who was the spirit of Mendel-’
ssohn’s music, there were three whom we longed. to.
take home in the cab. Oberon, of course; and the little
sentinel fairy who kept guard over Titania, marching
up and down with a big white lily for a weapon of
precision, and was seized and run off, screaming, by
two of Oberon’s fairies; and the little changeling, if I
may count him as a fairy. We were glad that the fairies
had that little brown personage, or he might have.
grown 1p to be an ordinary black man. And all the
fairies were what Dicky Doyle would have wished -to
see them. b
But children do not believe in fairies. Thank Heaven
for that! T would as soon have them believe in those
gross Bond Street sciences which insult alike God and
Nature. You hear it said, by stupid people who know
nothing of children, that the belief in fairies is so pretty,
so innocent, and that children nowadays are precocious;
and have no imagination. There is no reverence .for
children in this canting nonsense; they no more ought
to believe in fairies than they ought to be exposcd tc
the measles. They riust believe in God: will it hel
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them to that achievement, to believe in faires? We
know what a legion of behefs and disbeliefs is waiting
for them, what Iong stretches of time they will pass in
doubts and questionings, vexing themselves with views,
attitudes, abandonments, acceptances. If the young
people must, for thoir present good, see visions and
dream dreamns, then I wish them dreams which will
come true, some day, and help them

And these fairies, after all,"what are they like, and
what ore they worth?  Are all famnes so light 2nd delicate
as these of Shakespeare, of do stupid cocknes children
dream of stupid cockney faines? That was what I did;
1 imagined faires, in my old home, under each step of
a certain part of the staircase. There they were, T
thought, just under the tread of the stone. They never
came out of that cold lodging, and I had no clear idea
of their nature, never wished to see them, never thought
of them but with a vague dislike; they were just things
in the stairs, without purpose or use or attmbutes or
definition, mere forces behind the sohd stone, and
must walk over them on my way to bed. 1 did not
greatly fear them, for they never came out; besides,
the appointed place for fear was the landing, where
three doors were, and no hght: but I disliked them, and
neser, like Bottom, desired them of more acquuntance.
Truly, a stupid child, as backward caer my faines as
a savage over his fetishes, but 1 got no further than
that, and they remained as dull as mysclf, till T outgrew
them. It took Shakespeare to unapne Shakespeare’s
fairies. X . . - .
fairi:  *
and ** . N
acres who preach faith 1n faines, and would not clap
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my hands for Pefer Pan. A boy who refuses to, grow.
up shall not dictate to me and my young people..

I am minded to set them an essay—Compare these

two plays. Their pens would fly; and for each essay I-
would give a prize. ‘ !
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| GOING AWAY AND ARRIVING
g”_ Fusos Youse: Lefters from Solstude

Tue zct of Going Away, m the case of a whaole family
making an annual migraton, is a very mmportant part
of hohday. In the case of stmple people who have
neither great establishments nor large means, 1t s a
thing fraught with a certain amount of careful appre.
hiensi0n; to the elders it 1s a serons matter, complicated
by questions of packing, of deahngs with servants, or
armangements for shutting up or carefully maintaming
the house dunng their absence, but for children 1t is
nuite another thing. 1t s the mosy exciting part of the
Toliday, in which the Jovs of travel and adventure are
combined in a Iughly concentrated form. 1t 15 sur-
rounded by rites and ceremonies, and erowned with the
fnowledge that beyond it he the delights of the holiday
itself. To appreciate the true joys of Gong Away one
must be a child in a family whase annual migratin
is a thing long loohed furward to as the supreme delight
of the year,

My own memory of Gowng Away i this manner hes
Hke  golden hare on the most distant part of fe that
I can remrmber { asomate 1t with that wense of
exhausted summer oxpenenced 1 large towns towards
the end of July, with an appreaching emptiness and
suspension of the ordmary affurs of bfe, and with the
alien's tense of quitting the place of his bondage and
returning to ns native land. - For Lngland, although the
freater part of my year was spent m it, was as paated
in my youth with the drab side of life, with gemng to

n 97
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oo, and with 2 disagreeable- sense of fal_sé position
aused by living constqn_t\y among Tich, and, i the_truth.

~hich they had; whom superiority of attainment or O
cultivation rendered uncom{ortable, and who were gla

to find any ground from which they could look down on :
{heir superiors- And as the end of July approached we,
as children, had a gmwing sense that we had dwelt to0
long in Mesech and had our habitation in the tents Oi°
Kedar. We were going back to our oW land and our-

turbance and unrest, when the ordinary order of thing
was suspended, and one was thrilled by the sight ob-
the various large trunks standing about in the fairway
of corridors and landings- 1t was on Saturday, Of SOME:
times even oD Triday, that we began to repeat a rhyme of -
chant used only on these occasions. 1t was as follows:

This time three days where shall we be?
In the steamer going 10—

The missing word supplied the rhyme; and it was con-
sidered creditable and effective if one of us, by making -
claborate calculation, could suddenly ioreshadow'one of

the more thrilling moments of the journey by saying: -

This tim¢ fwenty-five hours where shall we be? . .
St:mdmg-on‘thc—quay-waiﬁug-(or-thc—m:\il-c:\r, going t0 —_—

Saturday cvening passedina kind of wretched reaction
and serious searching of heart as 0 how the whole ©

Sunday and Monday could possibly be got through:
Church on Sunday was 2 little exciting because of the
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thinned condition of the congregation; one had an
mfinite pity for the wretched handful who should
remain at the mercy of a succession of casual and
unknown mimstrants.  All packing was, of course, sus-
pended on Sunday; the trunks gaped invitingly, and
sometimes n toy would be surreptitiously inserted among
the folds of ganments, only to be discovered aad cjected
on the following day. On Sunday cvening there was
a touching and somewhat sentimental feeling n the
air, stimulated by the long hine slanting in through
the windows, my father’s last scrmon, the famiiar
hymns dedicated by custom to this occasion, and (in
one mind at least) assoctated, not wath the Desty,
but with cabs and railway trains. One could almost
have wept  And so to bed, and another sick night of
stspense.

We did not leave till about seven 1n the evening, but
for my part I was always ready and waiting to get mnto
my overcoat Ly about nine m the morning. Things
really began to happen in the moming  Our excitement
was constantly bang quelled by elders who walked

" about with furrowed brows and attempted to keep
calm, Servants were engaged upon unfamihar jobs, and
we took our meals with our Ir:::ns girded, noting an
absence af famuliar table fumniture. Vanous humble
dependants came to the house to be paid, and as we
<poke to them of our immunent departure we were filled,
T know not why, with a sense of pathos. We felt sorry
for them, that they should thus be looking on us for
the last time, and we had a strange, thalling sense of
importance, as of people who should claim the attention
and the privileges of the death-bed  As the afternoan
wore on there was a cufficulty i breathing and total
lass of appetite, wlich, strange to say, was treated
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school, and with a disagreeable sense of false position:
caused by living constantly among rich, and, if the tfuth
be told, somewhat Philistine people, whose simple way -
it was to estimate others by the amount of money
which they had; whom superiority of attainment or of
cultivation rendered uncomfortable, and who were glad’
to find any ground from which they could look down on
their superiors. And as the end of July approached we,
as children, had a growing sense that we had dwelt too
long in Mesech and had our habitation in the tents of
Kedar. We were going back to our own land and our
own people, and we were glad. A
Our Going Away took place very properly on a
Monday. The Saturday preceding it was a day of dis-
turbance and unrest, when the ordinary order of things.
was suspended, and one was thrilled by the sight of
the various large trunks standing about in the fairway
of corridors and landings. It was on Saturday, or some-
times even on Friday, that we began to repeat a thyme or -
chant used only on these occasions, It was as follows:

This time three days where shall wve be?
In the steamer going to .

The missing word supplied the rhyme; and it was con-
sidered creditable and effective if one of us, by making’
claborate calculation, could suddenly foreshadow one of

the more thrilling moments of the journey by saying:

This time twenty-five hours where shall we be? . T
Standing-on-the-quay-waiting-for-the-mail-car, going to ~——-.

Saturday evening passed in a kind of wretched reaction
- and serious searching of heart as to how the whole of .
Sunday and Monday could possibly be got through, .
Church on Sunday was a little excifing because of the
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thinned condition of the congregation; one had an
infinite pity for the wretched handful who should
temaim at the mercy of a succession of casual and
unknown ministrants.  All packing was, of course, sus-
pended on Sunday; the trunks gaped invitingly, and
sometimes a toy would be surreptitiously inserted among
the folds of garments, only to be discovered and ejected
on the following day. On Sunday evening thefe was
a ing and T imental feeling in the
air, stumttlated by the long hine slanting jn through
the windows, my father's last sermon, the familiar
hymns dedicated by custom to this occasion, and (in
one mind at least) assoctated, mot with the Deity,
but with cabs and railway trams. One could almost
have wept.  And so to bed, and another sick mght of
SUSPEnse.

We did not 1one ~ #™M <tee s - e -t
for my pant I+
wy overcoat | .
really began to happen in the morning.  Qur excitement
was constantly being quelled by elders who walked
about with furrowed brows and attempted to keep
calm.  Servants were engaged upon unfambar jobs, and
we took our meals with our loms girded, noting an
abeertce of famtliar table fwmiture, Vanous humble
dependants came to the house to be paid, and as we
spohe to them of our imminent departure we were filled,
'know not why, with a sense of pathos. We felt sorry
for them, that they should thus be looking on us for
the Jast time, and ‘we had 2 strange, thniltng sense of
impattance, as of people who should clam the attention
and the privileges of the death-hed ~ As the afternoen _
wore on there was a difficulty 1 breathing and total
loss of appetite, which, strange to say, was treated
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almost as an offence. The moment when the first trunk -
was brought downstairs was generally the scene of.a
demonstration and, probably, of a reprimand; and it ..
was at this time that agonizing sécret discussions began .
as to how we should sit in the bus, who, if any, should . -
go on the box, whether it would be 2 fine night, andif
we should be allowed to stay up late on the steamer, -
Half an hour before the time of departure the hidéous -
chill of apprehension arose as to what would happen-if
the bus did not come, and the scout detailed to station.
himself on the road, scanning every vehicle, received -
one bitter disappointment after another. But at last -
it arrived, being greeted, according to ritual, with.a
quotation from an early story-book, “It comes, it rolls ~
up to the door.’ S . N
Now indeed we were in the very act and article of |
departure. One could have embraced the driver as he’
came to help down with the boxes; we wanted to draw:
him aside and tell him about the joys that were waiting -
for us; for surely he must be aware that this was no
ordinary station job, but the homeward flight of remark-
able people to the most wonderful paradise on carth: -
This was one of the occasions on which one shook hands
with servants, and was strangely aware of the texture -
of their skin. And at last, every parcel being counted, :
and every child tightly clinging to some minor piece of -
luggage, the door was shut with a bang, the wheels:.
scraped the road, and we were off, hoping to pass on -
the road some of our acquaintances who were- not-.
going away. ) .
Fpllowed the more awful excitement of the railway -
station, when we were brigaded into various parties and |
given posts to guard while the business of taking tickets .
and seats was transacted. There was no play about it. .
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now, we were off in eammest amd the gnm realities
of trains and encines; and our excitement took oo an
almost fearful tholl, as though we had started some
tremendous machine wluch we could not step  The great
delight of the railnay journey was the obvious hght-
hearteduess of my father; his method of counting tbe
lugiage to sce that it was all there; the tones in which
he announced the stations whichk were passed, which
would not have seemed real if anv one else had spoken
them: and 3t was a part of the ntual, all unknown te
him, that as we approached our port of embarkation
he should let down the window and make some remark
on the state of the weather or the sea.  For a more sober
interest now began to overcast our excitements; we
were not all good sallors, and on the state of the weather
would depend our happiness or musery for the next
eight hours. But I remember these occasmions chiefly
TELTTT : R0

embarking from the train and beguning to tramp
through n succession of echoing boarded pessages, we
first canght sight of the legend 1n huge letters ‘To 1HE
StesMrrS’ [ do not know why such motices should
enter so deeply into one’s sense of hfe, but s long a3
T live I shall ber the almost intclerable tremor
of being with which I read these legends, and wath what
a sense of glorious fate I followed the pointing wooden
hand with which they were punctuated. Ard then ar
last the gangwav, and the deck of the steamer, and the
lights shining from the comparson-way, and the weird
smell which made one clench one’s teeth as one descended
the stafrs (for this wes before the day of universal
electric’lights and fans), the finding of one’s cabin and
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the depositing therein of one’s small cffects, the desire
to be in every part of the ship at once lest one should
miss anything, the glorious vibration of the foghorn’s
note in ihe pit of one’s stomach when it announced
our departure, and the moment at which one could say-
“We are ofl.” And then the tramping up and down the
deck, the watching of the winking buoys sliding by,
the returning to peep down the companion-ladder, and
the coming back to find that one’s teeth were still firmly
clenched. ~Every one of these experiences was a joy in.
itself. And down in the saloon was a pleasant clatter of
knives ‘and forks, and the appetizing smells of hot
meats, after which my young stomach lusted, although
I was obliged to be content with an expurgated meal
of tea and toast and jam. o :

And then once more on deck, we men, tightly buttoned’
up now, one's mother and sisters safely tucked away in
their cabins whence good and reassuring news came,
of their estate, to walk up and down in.the lee of the-
most interesting, fascinating, and all-powerful father in
holiday mood, looking at the blinking lighthouse that
scemed to come no nearer, until the wind began to bite
and the cyes, in spite of all efforts of the will, to close.
To turn in was delayed as long as possible, for it meant
the end of Going Away; there was but a bridge-of sleep
before one would enter into to-morrow with all its joys.
" But if Going Away was the most glorious part. of the
}_mlidays of childhood, Arriving was the most- p\'lrel)i
joyous. The excitement of Going Away was tinged with
the apprehension which, pleasant or unpleasant, is in-
separable from the beginning of any great enterprise,
and was shadowed by a sense of perils and adventures
by land and sea to be encountered ‘before the end was
reached. But on Arriving these things were all behind
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us: it was a crescendo of pleasures; they did not end,
but were simply merged in a succession of joys, a vista
o_f delight of which even the visible horizon did not mark -

the two.
Armmiving began by one’s waking up in the small hours
of the morming and wondering where one was, and
' gradually becoming aware that one was indeed in the
cabin of the ship and travelling 1n the midst of the sea
The great question was how soon one could get up.
“The view from the port-hole probably revealed only a
grey waste mass of waters  One hardly dared to look
at the time for fear 1t should be some dreadful hour like
three or four o’clock—a hopeless hour, at which 1t was
quite useless 1o get up  One lay trymng to go to sleep
again, or, failing that, determined to lie still for an hour
by sheer efiort of will; and when one Jooked at the clock
again it was but five minutes later. Sometimes one would
try to persuade oneself that four o’clock was quite a
reasonable hour to get up, and, having dressed, find
one’s way up on decks that were either deserted and
very wet, or else mn process of being washed down, so
that there was no dry spot to sit upon  No land being
visible, and the air being probably bitterly cold, and the
sun not risen, the most sanguine temperament failed
to support such conditions, and one would come down
again and make another effort to sleep, repeating these
experiments until one did slecp 1 earnest, and woke
up with a shock to find that the green shores of Ireland
were visible, that the sun had nsen, and that other -
people had been up for quite a long time  How sweet
the air was, how green seemcd the famibar shores of -

Y



one's native land! There were greetings to be exchanged,.
notes to be compared on the experiences of the night,
absorbing interes{s connected with the arrival of. the
steamer alongside the quay and—joy of joys—ibe
sight of the yellow wheels of the convevance which was-
to carry us on the last thirty miles of our journey. This
was nothing more nor less than a long car, 2 kind of-
vehicle unknown except in Ireland, and, in sober truth,.
nothing more luxurious than a species of spring dray
with wooden flaps over the wheels and a kind of knife-
board arrangement on which four or six people sat facing
nutwards on either side, the luggage being piled in the
middle. But the fiery chariot of Elijah could not have
scemed to us a more delectable and Iuxurious and
splendid convevance. ‘ ' o

And now we were all packed and tucked in belind
rugs and aprons, and rattling over the stony strects of
the town and out into the country road, with the morning
sunshine slanting still low across it, and the air still
sweet from the dews and showers of the night, and the
hedgerows fragrant and bright with wild roses and dog-
daisies. We had thirty miles to cover, with changes of
horses three times, and the joy of the road before us.
The first thing I remember when once well out on the
road was the production of baskets and packets of
biscuits and sandwiches; and my strongest association
with this part of the road is the slightly metaliic taste
of milk drunk out of the cup of a fiask, and the difficuliy
of imbibing it from the narrow end of the cup while.
seafed on a jolting vehicle. And after that T think 1
generally slept or dozed for about an hour; dozed
deliciously, leaning against some protecting shoulder,
with an under-current of the gritty sound of wheels.
" along the read, of the horses’ hoofs, of Irish voices
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heard in pavses by the roadside. Then, refreshed by
sleep, one would wake to an ahsorbed interest in the
affairs of the journey; for our vehicle carried the mails
for thirty miles, and carried many other things as well,
so that the dnver, as we rounded a bend of the road,
would suddenly throw a fish at the door of a house, and
give a bundle of newspapers to some old woman who
had walked a couple of miles down a side road to receive
them. At one comer there was always a dog, a black
retriever, who waited for s master's newspaper, and
could be seen soberly trotting off wath it until the bend
of the road hid hum from sight.  Then there was a beggar
who frequented the road, Jimmy Leary, of whom e
were terrified, and the sight of him stumping along in
his picturesque tatters, or pausing, as we passed, to
raise his lined face and shake his gnarled stick at us,
thrilled us with a sense of penls encountered. Then there
were the halts to change horses, and the sight of men
drinking porter i some little wayside public-house;
and my views of Ife at that time must have been vi
strict, for I remember feeling rather frightened that 1n
such a happy country, and on such a beautiul mornmg,
men should be found wicked and abandoned enough to
commut this sin

Half-way along, the road, Just after 1t passes through
the town of Newtownards, takes a sudden bend and
comes out on one of the most fragrant shores m the
world. One moment you are under trecs, gomg by a
moss-grown chapel and marhet-house, and the next
you are out in the open with the stony beach close to
you, the intoxicating smell of seaweed, and the sound
of waves washing agamst stones—no muddy lake water,
but the veritable sea itsclf, clear and green and trans-
parent against the rocks and pebbles of the beach. Need

*v
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‘T tell you what the moment of that vision meant- to'ud:
in this succession of delights? Tor these were our own
waters, the shores of our own lough, which we were. to
{ollow in all their twistings and turnings for some fifteen
miles, and wellnigh to the open sea itself. Great was
the competition to sit on the shore side of the car; so
great indecd that turns had to be taken, and at stopping-'
places there was much lifting down and hoisting up as
these exchanges were effected. . ‘

Two more changes of horses after this, and we were
out on the last ten miles, mostly inland again, for we
were to lose sight of the sea until it burst upon us at’
the very doors of our home. Now the excitement became
almost sickening as we strained our eyes along the road’
to mark the familiar objects; and as we neared the
village of our destination familiar faces began to appear
on the road, and we recognized them with a thrll of
wonder that they should exist so unchanged during
our absence. Now began the long wall of the demesne,
with a curtseying figure at the first lodge gate; and at
the end of the wall, under a tunnel of trees, the pump_
and the first white cottages of the long village street.
The horses were whipped up, and with a; glorious

* commotion we entered on the last stage of our triumphal
progress. The upper halves of the house doors were

opened, and old women with mutches on their heads
looked out upon us, shading their eyes with their hands:.

Now we have passed the baker’s, that functionary

himself, perpetually white, and living, as it were, in a

mist of flour, standing behind his counter; now past’
the wonderful shop of sweets and mysteries, with the

name ‘Anderson’ in crusted white letters (one of them
missing) over the lintel; now another shop, the source’
of the most delicious gingerbread, with its little pro-
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prietress nodding and waving to us from the door; now,

with a last crack of the whip and scattering of ponltry
from under the very wheels, into the market square
itself, in front of the post office, with familiar faces
waiting to greet us. But even yet we had not finished;
. J . ~ Er

_where the masts of ships show over the roofs of houses,
- round the corner, beside the pump, along the wall of
an old castle, and suddenly the view 1s open—to me
the most sacred and beautiful view in the world, a view
of beach and harbour and sea, with our own craft at
her moorings in the foreground, and the swift sliding
tide beyond, and across it green wooded shores trimmed
with 2 'brown line of seaweed, and the blue mountains
m the distance That was the culmination, but a few
yards more and the wheels had come to rest, and we
jumped down on to the gravel sweep into the amms
waiting to receive us.  Yet it was not the beloved kine-
folk whose presence and welcome most thrilled us, but
the sturdy, bearded, bl figure, dore
and admiral of our small fleet of boats, who stood
waiting to take part in the welcome, and, ncidentally,
to help with the luggage That he should be really
alive and existing before us in the very flesh was the
crowning miracle and delight of our journey. When
we had found him we had Amved
Going Away and Amving—how closely the whole of
existence fits 1tself between those two adventures!
{Vhen you stand in the ymd-sea of life, far away from 1ts
beginnings, and apparently far from its ending, you
realize how many things you have gone away from, and
how comparatively fow you scem to have arrived af.

Y
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Yet I like to think that they are but the twao halves
of one whole, and that if Gozmz, Away is the chief joy
of youthful hfe Arriving i5 the special pleasure and
privilege of age; and that even though the horizons of
youth are grown dim and misty in the distance, -for
people who have grown old wisely the land they are
approaching grows more and more clearly defiried, and
from being a strange and-unknown, becomes a familiar
and w elcommg country; on whose soft shore they Jook
forward to lying down for a long rest, with the noise of
the waters over which they have passed lulling them-fo
. a pleasant and drcamless sleep.
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HOLRROOK JACKSON" South ard Ho!
aud Qther Essays

 FLw of us escape at one time or another those intimations
of wildness which exist remotely and shyly deep down
below the most civilized exteniors, Not only in summer,
when the sun glints over the hedgerows, turning the
most circumspect of roads mto mysterious and seductive
highways leading undoubtedly to Ef Dorado or Utopia*
but 1n winter as well, when the trees are bare, but none
the less beautiful, and the blood courses through the
veins in sympathy with the rhythm of a swinging pace.

inspires the schoolboy to run away from school, sends
rich men careering over centinents m motor cars, and
sefs the clerk a~dreaming of s annual hohday that
small taste of freedom which 1s all he ever knows,
May not the emotions assaciated with such moments
be Nature bidding man re-create himself by spending
himself after her large and prodigal manner? Without
some such call civilization might bring about our ruin,
Thoreau, who loved wildness better than most men,
saw in it the preservation of the world, even though 1t
might make vagabonds of us all.  And side by side with
Thorean’s Jove of the untamed life there 1s a widespread
if furtive love of the vagabond. Poets have grown
sentimental over his apparent abandonment of care,
109 -
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and’ reformers of our luxurious habits have imagined
some context between, the vagabond life and philosophic
simplicity. But ordinary men do not want the simple
life so much as the free life. - After a spell of civilization,
they find themselves, as it were, tugging at their moor-
ings; they want to break away and drive free for'a while,
and they half believe that vagabondage is the vehicle.

Whether they be right or wrong, there is something
to be said for the idea that all great achievement is the
result of the abandon which often expresses itself in the
rake and the vagabond. The dream of El Dorado may
be no more than Nature’s lure to the wild: The man
who has no stomach for the attainment of his desires
is by that dream urged mysteriously into-the world
of ‘active life when lack of spirit might otherwise bid
him stay at home. But it does not follow that every
wastrel is a hero in the cause of natural freedom.

At least, we may say that our pleasure in contem-
plating the vagabond and his kind is in response to a
very real need. It is not so much that we see in him the
incarnation of happiness, still less a model of human
perfection; what we do feel is, that the vagabond is
participating in the full current of life. That, of course,
may wreck him, just as it may wreck us also if we
follow in his steps, but a spice of dangér is an added lure
to the brave heart. The dangers of football, of polo, of
mountaineering or soldiering never yet made those
sports unpopular, for the sufficient reason that the only
life worth living is the life which is well spiced with
visk, ‘Chance, in the last resort, is God,’-says Anatole
France. The vagabond, if not always in the midst of
romantic adventure, has always got his back to the
wall; and that alone is an inspiring thing for the con-
templation of healthy people. Weary and unkempt as
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he usually is, in him we see, no matter how dimly, the
spirit of the hero, the hero who does not care whether
he succeeds or no, the hero who does not desire to be
intimidated by success, Bchind the most grotesque
tatterdemalion of the highway may exist the romantic
destre to face odds, to test personal prowess, to have
no possessions, that eating and drinking may be the

dy Le leacdied dliu passeu.

The correspondence between conduct and sympathy,
however, is often strangely paradoxical. There 1s, for
instance, no doubt about the desire of most of us for
what we are agreed is an exemplary life.  That 1s what

“we are taught at school and, 1n fact, what we really
believe to be correct, But there is no doubt also that
beneath all our very sincere practice and advocacy of
tesponsible virtues, we are more or less susceptible to
the charm of irresponsibiity. It strikes a romantic
note to which our hearts are readily attuned  Such
sympathy is recorded 1 our works of art, particularly

_ in literature, where so many of the most popular figures
are vagabonds of one kind or another, and so much
happy writing is inspired by a spint of abandonment
The works of wniters who have something of the vaga-
bond in their souls invariably nspire friendly devotion
in their readers

And this sentiment of affection exists in spite of our

ersecution of every practical attempt at real vaga-
Eondnga Vagabonds were not always persecuted, but
to-day the very word, outside of literature, 1s suspect.
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A yagabond is no longer merely 2 vanderer; hie is an -

idier and @ worthless {ellow to bo -Gtill event t_hat d_i;es
pot kil our nner faith in at least his romantic € 2ims
to sympathy Ol sympathies d ¢ readity

aipsy mountcbank, soldier of fortune, OF ordinary rake,’
than to the circumnspect person of equal gcnerosxty. o
1t is not for nothing that ¢ much of our favouritc
reading is about rakes and vagabohds; such a thing is
o mere fad, it is a sign/ Think of Falstaffand Autolycus;
of Jasper Petulengro and Sinfid Lovell; of agged
Robin and Paragot. There are few pleasanter iterary - -
memories thad these. Without doubt, Talstaff was a |
disreputable rogue, but somehow W¢ prefer him to
Henry IV, and in the same way wild Prince Hal is .
pearer to our hearts than that grrutting rhetorician, .
Henry Ve In our OWH £imes, Dickens, who knew popular ;
tastes SO well, created 2 whole range of characters cacli
of whom has 2 like freedom from care. Even the im-
mortal Pickwick is something of 2 vagabcmd, leaving-.
side Barnaby Rudge, the Jarleys, and all his delightiul
roving coachmen and strolling players. Dick gwiveller
is one of the most charming people in ﬁction;'and'that
rake who became 2 hero, Sidney Carton, onc of the
most adored———especi:my by women; although I have
my suspicions that Sidney Carton was created Y
\ir. Martin Harvey. and not by Charles Dickens.

In the same Wy we arc drawn towards the romanti
rogues and vagabonds of history ‘towards kings wh
have had the wander-thirst and gone forth secKin
adventure, like Richard the Lion-hearted; oF to poc
of wild, unreckoning Ways, like Frangois Villon ar
Byron, to troubadours and the student Tinstrels of Pr

vence and Ttaly; or again, 10 the wandenng friars
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medieal times.  And many good folk grow enthusiastic
aver the careless Bohemianism which is the reputed
fife of artists, Nothing can rob the middle classes of
this myth, and although they have many opportunities
of leamntng that most poets and artists nowadays pride _
th 1 on their respectability, nimbus _of
romance has been placed about the brows of the artist,
and there 1t will remain

There is romance even m the familiar tramp of the
highway, although he 158 shorn of s glamour in these
strenuous days when we have raised the acaident which
has made it necessary for most of us to work for a
living into an ideal. The 1dea i3 preposterous and the
root of much evil.

But the genuine tramp shirks work on prinaiple  Our
laborious and regular 1deals are not lus ~ We hike work
on principle, or pretend we do, he hates 1t, and has the
courage of his convictions He 1s quite practical and
frank, and would never do an honest stroke of work
year in year out, unless absolutely forced to do so. So

! : T vt Tt safisly bis needs
his self-chosen
evil fortune, fie

stoops to an odd job which, smce such things are beneath
him, he does not hesitate to scamp as much as possible,
Yet, object to the fellow as we may, down i the bottom
of our hearts there 15 sometlung which responds not
always unkindly to the genvine tramp  We may pity
the casual and hope to abolish lum, but although we
may hate the real tramp on principfe, we cannut timalfy
despise him,

England, ke all lands with a failing peasantrv, 15 a
poor place for tramps, and yet with a little more practical
sympatliy what a paradise it mght be for them, especiaily
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in the sommer months. In Ireland, however, where
national ideals are as yet less material, he has a better
time; in fact, in the less commercialized parts of that
country he is still considered a human being with rights
and even a destiny. He can usually depend upon hospi-
tality {from the peasants, and, in return, he gives them
of his store of worldly lore; often he is a teller of tales,
and in some cases he is the inheritor of the traditions
of the old Irish minstrelsy, . .
That the tramp is still a considerable figure in the
life of Ireland may be seen by the large and, on the
whole, friendly part he occupies in modern Irish plays:
and poems. One remembers the clever vagabond who
is the central figure of W. B. Yeats's play, 4 Po! of
Brotl. But more particularly does one recollect .the
amusing tramps in the plays of J. M. Synge, tramps
who are created not as romantic ideas, but-as records
of Irish lifs and character. In these tramps we see
personified real joy in the simple and mysterious things
of nature—those things which come very close to what
we call romance; who represent and seem to have con-
vinced their compatriots of the fact that the tramp’s lack
.of the desire of earthly goods is not altogether a vice.
In all countries there are these strange beings, living
- in the midst of the people but not of them: the weary
Tramp of England, the nonchalant Hobo of Amierica,
the bronzed Sundowner of Australia, the sad-visaged
(Gorioun of Russia, no less than the more intimate
associate of the peasaniry, as the tramp usually is
" in pastoral countries such as Ireland. But cach in hi:
way carrying on the tradition of freedom, if only tha
almost lost tradition of freedom from the tyranny o
owning things.
" What is popularly called the ‘Call of the Open Road
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has long since made the amateur tramp 2 more and more
familiar figure of our by-ways. People who live in houses
are beginnng to realize that there is no other way of
seeing & country. Tramping 1s the most subtle and satis-
fying way of assimilating what beauty or charm a land
may have; and, apart from the mere sensuous delight
of the thing, there is no suter road to health of body or
of mind. Tramping, indeed, has become one of the arts,
and, like all art, 1t comes naturally to some, whilst
others need tuition before they can use their materials
with that certanty and dextenty necessaty for the

wise; those who foster and woo the intimate call of the
wild are wiser still. There are few habits so well worth
cultivating as this habat of occasional lapse from the
upholstery of civihized life, for in vagabondage we merge
into the very source of life itself, civilization 1s but 1ts
reflection, and often it 1s the refection of a distorting
glass. The tonic of such contact with wildnes$ as we may
get by tramping puts us once more in tune with reality.
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Life of Lamb. These are so long and so uniform that
there is no hope of finishing them in 2 night, and no
fear of worrying about a climax not reached; and they °,
are so good that one never minds if one does read the
same pages over and over again. 1 found, in our dis- -
cussion, that each of these species of nocturnal reading
was favoured by one of my friends. But for myself 1
shamelessly confessed that, however tired I might be,
I should always, even were the whole contents of the
British Museum at call from my bed, ask for a shocker.
Give me Bulldog Drummond, Station X, or Trent’s Last
Case, and I will read in bed until dawn. Let sleep go.
Let the morrow’s duties go.  Let health, prudence, and
honour go. The bedside book for me is the book that
will Jongest keep me awake. )
1t is a large subject, and one seldom discussed. Hun-~
dreds of thousands, possibly millionis, of people every
night in England read something in bed. They say>
nothing about it except ‘I read for a little last night
and then slept like a tap,” or ‘1 didn’t feel like going |
to sleep last night, so I read for a bit,” or ‘I began-. .
reading so-and-go in bed last night, and damn the book,.
"1 couldn’t get to sleep until I finished it.” - Usually
" nothing at all is said; if anything is said it is very little,
Yet what a large slice of our lives has gone in this harm-
less accupation. We get our clothes off. \We get our
pyjamas on, We wind our watches, We arrange the
_table and the light and get into bed. We pile up, or
double up, the pillows. Then we settle down fto it. .
", Sometimes the book is so exciting that all thought of
sleep fades away, and we read on oblivious of every-
thing except the unseen menace in that dark house, the
boat gliding stealthily along that misty river," the
- Chinaman’s eyes peering through that greenish-yellow
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fog, or the sudden crack of the revolver in that den of
infamy. Sometimes we read for a while and then feel
as though, we could go peacefully tosleep. S i

ye struggle desperately to gum our faiing attention
to the acute analysis and safe deductionsof our author,
Our eyes squint and swim. Our head dizzies We feel
drunk, and, dropping the book aside from lax hands,
just manage to get the ight out before falling back into
a dense and miry slumber. We all know these fights
agamnst inevitable sleep, those resolves to reach the
inaccessible end of the chapter, those swimmings i the
Tead, those relapses into the gulf of slumber. And we
all know those long readings when the mystery and -
suspense of the text so exate us that every creak of
the stair and every fluttering of the pertinacious moths
makes the heart stand still, and then keeps it beating
hard for minutes  We have all turned the light out just
in time; and we have all turned it out from boredom,
or in an access of determned common sense, and then
turncd it on again to resume the dreary reading where
we left the piece of paper or the pencil n the page. But
weseldom talk about 1t. It isa part of our really pnivate
lives, which include atso our operations in the bath-room,
and our contrivances for keeping, at certan moments,
our clothes together These are universal expertences
which each man thinks peculiar to himself, yet which
hardly anybody ever thinks worth mentioning
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“Tuis is not a learned paper. It is the result of shaving
with a Bradshaw, using him, I should explain, not as
an implement, but as a storechouse-of an indispensable
accessory.  As such, while not entering into competition
with professed shaving-books like that one which its
publishers, who cntertain us with a quotation from
Shakespeare at every shave, describe (quoting, I belicve,
from that dramatist) as ‘ this precious volume, this most
goodly book,” he is not yet altogether to be despised.
- He provides a practically inexhaustible supply . of
somewhat indifferent shaving papers. '
These are but a by-product of Bradshaw, for, it is
ncedless to say, his pages are full of interest and informa-
tion. One point, a small one, happened to strike the
writer as he glanced at them hastily in the moment of
use, and that was the dddness and inappropriateness of
many of the station names. Stoat’s Nest, for instasice!
How absurd to take a ticket to Stoat's Nest! How
absurd for Stoat’s Nest to be previded with'a platform
and a waiting-room and a parcels office! And Mumby

Road; how depressing! With what a sinking of the heart ;.

- would one receive the intimation that onc was to be
interned at Mumby Road! I have no doubt that the =,
Mumby Roadsters are everything that is charming, that. *.

they are polished, intelligent, amiable. But that the

. name of their place of residence does anything to'
’ 120 ' T
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enhance their gaiety I am prepared to deny. Quaker’s
Yard,again. Thereisnoharminthe name.” Asthetitle
of a novel, somewhat quaint and drab-coloured, it might
pass; but I submit that it is no name for a station.  Not
that the queer names of stations which I have in my
mind are always unattractive. In some moods the 1dea
of booking for Desert would be most refreshing. And to
the right person at the right time (to use the Aristotelian
formula) there might conceivably be no dearer goal
than Clara or Mary Tavy or Kitty Brewster, ard i,
in the nature of things, these are matters of mdividual
or temporary preference, Legacy (G.\W.R.) as the object
of a trip might not unreasonably be expected to prove
universally popufar, To reach it you have but to study
the index to Bradshaw, and pay your fare
Of course you would find the aspect of the places
ludicrously different from that which their names
suggest. And here we touch on the speculative element,
which makes the study of names in a map so fascinating
an ocenpation to the imaginative. I wonder how many
people nowadays read 2 book called A Crutise upon
Wheels, by Charles Collins, and of these how many recall
the passage where Messrs. Fudge and Pinchbold (the
'm:igin:\l; of whom were, I believe, the wnter and li-
wife) first conceived the idea of therr momentous drive
{r‘om"St.'gn'lc,r to ngeva. ‘I debght in a map,” said

LU LA, alid poining at a spot on 1t with his pena,

Ancy le Franc; fancy the dullness of Ancy le Franci
Tonnerre again — the French for thunder — what an
awful place that must be!’
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Assuredly the place-names of France afiord a fas-
cinating field for such speculations as those of the
adventurons friends. With their record of saint and
noble, castle, rock and river, they fill the ear. perhaps
more resoundingly than ours. And yet I think that for
variety, quaintness, suggestiveness, and charmour English
names, and especially the names of our country villages,
challenge comparison with those of any in the world.,

Matthew Arnold, fresh from a tour in the United
States, declared that he could not endure fo live in a
country where towns were called by such names as
Briggsville and Jacksonville, and certainly the names of
our hamlets have an air of reality and sincerity which
gives one more feeling of repose than the eclectic nomen-
clature of newer lands. Take some of the commonest
of them, say, Norton, Sutton, Easton, and - Weston,
They are unpretending names; but there is nothing arti-
ficial about them. And they may even be instructive.
They indicate settlements North, South, East, or West
of something—if one only knew what, But let them be
decarated, as so many of them are, with the name of
some family which once held the manor, and the gain
is often considerable. Sutton Valence and Sution
Courtney, Norton Mandeville and Easton Maudif are
names of significance and distinction. Not that the
" addition of the name of a manorial family is always an
improvement. You shall find in Oxfordshire Broughton
and Broughton Poggs. Few would deny that Broughton
plain is the more dignified name of the two. Less pleasing

- to the ear than the name of Lydiard Millicent is that

of her sister village Lydiard Tregooze. And it may bé,
conceded that our Cambridgeshire Bumpsteads add but..
little melody to the appellatives—be they Helion or.
Steeple——ta which they are appended. But in very many -
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cases the combination is eminently satisfactory. Some
of them could hardly be bettered by the invention of
poct or novehst. Lydiard Mulicent, just mentioned, is
an idyll in itself, and Compton Winyates a romance.
Graphic are the additions which indicate some local
characteristic. Such are Stanford-in-the-Vale, Moreton-
in-the-Marsh, Horsey-next-the-Sea, Bourton-on-the-
Water (Venice of English villages, it 15 indeed fitly
named), and best of all, St the-Wold. ive
of an ancient habitation on breezy uplands, the name
is, I am told, the special admiration of American tourists.

Some of N » to the part
of Engla L h they are
attached - . . . nly in those
counties ‘edges” and

deserve the name can the many ‘under-edges’ be
placed. But the name Wansfordan-England 1s not
descriptive, and as an indication of its Jocahty the
g_ddxtifm is a little umnforming. In point of fact the

objects acertain dweller on his banks {a native‘: let us
suppose, of Nassington Cotterstock), he, good man,
bemng in lus bed at the time and mdeed fast asleep,
When day dawned and he woke to find himself 10 un-
familiar surroundings, he inquired 1n dismay where he
might be. On receiving the answer, ‘Wansford," he
ejaculated in surprise, *What! Wansford in England >’
and Wanslord-in-England the village 1s called to this
day. But this story will perhaps not carry conviction
even to those unfamliar with the precise nature of an
actiological legend.
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While there are a number of village names like those
already mentioned having reference to the points of
the compass, which are scattered broadcast over the
face of England, while Woottans or Woodtowns abound
wherever trees werc plenty, LEatons wherever rivers
fretting their banks have enclosed islands, Langleys
wherever long meadows may have been a feature of
the place, and Kingstons in the many localities which
may have had special relations with one ‘or ‘other of
our defunct sovereigns, vet it remains true that there
is a certain character which distinguishes the place-
names of different counties. )

Let us start from Cambridge (as the writer must
needs start to get anywhere) northiwards. With what a
chill and fenny sound are we greeted by such names'as
Mepal and Manea and Guyhirne, though this note
becomes still clearer if, leaving the roadway, we strike
on Chittering Fen or the Lower Delphs, on Morton’s
Leam or Vermuyden's Dyke. But pass the Lincolnshire
border, cross the track by which: the Danes spread
fanwise over middle England, and the names have o'
different ring. A quarter of the Lincolnshire. village
names end in ‘by,” the note of a Danish scttlement.
Wragby and Scawby by their very sound suggest the
tough uncompromising {rcebooter from overseas;, and
Thoresby and Grimsby, Aswarby, Aslackby, and Algar-
kirk seem dimly reminiscent of Norse mythology.
Yorkshire names again — witness Northallerton - and
- Bedale, Selby and Thirsk—carry with them a suggestion’
of bleakness and virility, " o

For some reason or other there seems to be a larger

" proportion of quaint and surprising names in - Here:
. fordshire than in any other English countyy, In no other
county could you find so queer a collection as Moccas
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and Marcle, Madly and Mathon, Stretton Sugwas and
Dindor, Clehonger, Ocle Pitchard and Ring's Pyon.
Perhaps the oddness of some of these names ts accounted
Jor by the proximity of Wales, and 1a fact many of the
Herefordshire village pames, for instance Ilancillo,
Llandinabo, and Ganarew are frankly Welsh. In both
respects, both in the eccentncity of some of them and
in the Celtic character of others, the neighbouring
county of Salop wath its Church Pulverbath and 1ts
Caradoc Hills resembles Herefordshure  Into that jungle
of consonants it which any consideration of Welsh
place-names would involve the imagmary traveller, 1
do not enter; but I have often wondered 1f it 1s due to
the despair of some Savon about getting his tongue
round the Celtic “y’s” and "w's’ that, among the *Llans’
of Brecon and Cardigan, we find the exotic names
Paincia and Strata Flonda  Names of simmtar character
are Aspatria m Cumberland (Glaramara 1n the sume
,county belongs perhaps to a different class), and, more
obviously due to the studsy of the Classical Dictionary,
Etruria 1n the Pottenies of Staffordshire,
Of counties further inland, Warwichsigre, Brum-
“ magem notwithstanding, 1s a fawr and pastoral dstrict,
and its quiet villages are not unfitly named, Waves
Wootton, atherwise called Viootton Wawen, seern as
archaic to the ear as an Anglo-Saxon attitude to the
eve, and Henley-n-Arden 1s redolent of Shakespeare
and gracious Shakespearean heromes. Typically English,
ton, 1s Berkshire, home of Alired the Great and Tom
Brown and the most engaging vanety of Brtish pg, |,
‘e " o s 5, from Bracknell
ition on the dry
to Charney and
Hanney and Guosey in the valley of the Ock, which I
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border, cross the track by which the Danes spread
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names end in ‘by,” the note of a Danish scttlément.
Wragby and Scawby by their very sound suggest the
tough uncompromising freebooter from overseas, and
Thoresby and Grimsby, Aswarby, Aslackby, and' Algar-
kirk seem dimly reminiscent of Norse mythology.
Yorkshire names again — witness Northallerton and
Bedale, Selby and Thirsk—carry with them a suggestion
of bleakness and virility.

For some reason or other there seems to be a larger,
proportion of quaint and surprising names in Here-
fordshire than in any other English county. Inno other
county could you find so queer a collection as Moccas
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;and Marcle, Madly and Mathon, Stretton Sugwas and
Dindor, Cichonger, Ocle Pitchard and King's Pyon.
Perhaps the oddness of sume of these names 15 accounted

«for by the proxinuty of Wales, and in fact many of the

“Herefordsture village names, for nstance Liancillo,

+ Llandinabo, and Ganarew are frankly Welsh. In both

. respects, both in the eccentnaty of some of them and

‘in the Celtic character of others, the neighbouring

:county of Salop with sts Church Pulverbath and s

Caradac Hills resembles Herefordshire. Into that jungle
f -consonants ifi which any consideration of Welsh
Flace-names would 1avolve the imagmary traveller, I
. do not enter; but I have often wondered if it 15 due to
“the despair of some Saxon about getting lus tongue
round the Celtic 'y’s” and 'w’s’ that, among the "Llans'
'of Brecon and Cardigan, we find the exotic names
. Patricia and Strata Flonda. Names of sumilar character
\ are Aspaima m Cumberland (Glaramara n the same

o, county belongs perhaps to a different class), and, more

* tbviously due to the study of the Classical Dictionary,

! Etruria 1o the Potteries of Staffordshire
" Of counties jurther mland, VWarwicksiare, Brum-
_magem notwithstanding, 1s a fair and pastoral district,

- and its quiet villages are not unfitly named. Waves
Wootton, otherwise called Wootton Wawen, seems as
archaic to the ear av an Anglo-Saxon attitude to the

- eye, anq Henley-in-Arden 15 redolent of Shakesp are
A ™ * . Typically Enghsh,
) he Great and Tom
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ke to be the places that a recent writer of @ cl}a‘rm_ing
scal study has with pleasant mystery half disguised
mnder the title Islands of the i7ale,) OF northwards
et 1o the ‘two Hinkseys, beloved of Arnold, and
those Thameside Cots, Buscot and Radcote and Kelms-
cott, fit home this last for the writer of The Larthly -
Paradise. ‘ :

Somerset has 2 characteristic group of names in those
of the villages of our West Country Tenland, the marshes’
of the Parret. What reader of Macaulay’s account €
Sedgemoot but has had his attention arrested bY the
names of Chedzoy and Middlezoy and Western Zoyland?
How rustical again arc Wookey and Shepton Mallet,
and, to leave villages for 2 moment, what a charm lives
jn the name of Glastonbury, and yct more the Isle of
Avalon! Apple jsland is what it means, No MOTE- Yet
about it there clings such 2 golden halo of mystery
and romance that it is with something of a thock that
one discovers it in the same county map with Clifton -
and Weston—super-Marc. No further west must we be
tempted, though called by the 1and of Tor and Combe;: -
as for the Cornish names, they are, like those of Wales,
a thing apari, though that they are full of character
no one will deny.

But of all the English counties it is surely Dorsetshire .
that bears the palm for {he attractiveness of her village
pames. where clse will you find names SO suggestive -
of pastoral peace as Melbury, €O engaging to the imagin-

>

ation as Wynford Eagle and Iwerne Minster, S0 generous ”
in their polysynabic Latinity as Ryme Intrinscca an
Whitchurch Canonicorum, pride of Marshwood Vale?
Of names indicative of monastic antecedents PDorset-
shire has not 2 few. DBesides the Minsters, Y etminster,

Beaminster, and Iwermne Minster, just mentioned, there
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,are Cerne Abbas (she stands with her sister village
- Upcemne remote beside the clear waters of the little
Cerne), Melbury Abbas, Winterborne Abbas, and Miltan
Abbas {with what surprise and delight does one discover
the great square tower of an ancient foundation nising
from a wooded cup in those secluded hills'). Monastic
too is Toller Fratrum, with its oddly named companion
Toller Porcorun. It is the quawt fancy of a friend of
mime that the addition to the latter is a nickname
whereby the brethren of St John of Jerusalem, located
at Upper Toller, indicated thewr contempt for the lower
village, which was the abode of unlettered men manly
interested 1n the feeding of swine. However this may
be, ‘Pigs’ Toller’ 15 a humble place enough to-day, as
one can testify who 1n its tiny hostelry has lunched off
such fare as the place can produce at short notice,
Le. what Horace calls ‘second’ bread, small beer, and
vet smaller cheese, the ‘blue vinny’ of the distrct,
Yet not all Dorsetshire names are above criticism,
As you stand on the summt of Bulbarrow Hill and look
westwards over Rawlbury Camp you shall see a sign-
post, and on it the word AMappowder. Mappowder is
the name of a willage, but as a wvillage name it is un.
convineing and upattractive. Incredulus odi It had
better been applied to some other use., Indeed, had T
not followed the guiding hand I should bave doubted
the existence of a village so called.  And this reminds me
that scattered up and down the map you may still find
names not merely improbable but impossible, and, as
1 believe, ev'eomt - 27 e 00 o
maker, A
of Bucks, **
and 1 thot .
such a name the matter needed looking into.  So I cycled
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pugh Buckinghamsh'\rc beechwoods, past clearings;
orc men Were felling fagus silvatica 0 n her into
ndsor chairs, 2 al reached the spot where the map |
jicated the place called Cowesjeeice anger- I
yud upon the plot of ground (it was upon the out-
irts of 2 village) an 1 asked all and sundry that

i Cowesjec']eehanger?,’

1'1g this

\me within hearning,
nd not one dmit that 1t was, ant jt was
a

A\Y ) q
ory evident that they a1l thought mMe

s o digression: .
11 Dorsetshire comes first pest in the order of meri
for NAmMes, 1 should give edfordshire the last place on -
{he list. The very name of the county, spite its ducal’
nssociaﬁons, is sing i prcss'we, and there is a
pccul'mr\y thin and meagre Note about quite & aumber
of Redfordshre names. old Warden 35 good, and
Houghton Conquest; but Bletsee and Silsoe and Pots-’
Biggles-

ove and Turvey
wade, with its indefinable suggestion { speak as @ fool)

of hopeless 10\\'er~midd\c—c1ass e—
i There is 2 Russian proverb that

pames.

has the Jews it deserves: And since we
he P o-names Of LEnglish counties,.
tpandnt of Englisht p\ace-names is Darton
ix artons on the map O

st the proverb an
1 county has the Bartons
r does Redfordshire ctand this test!
0 —in-the—Heath (which sound

h to suit Mr. Petulengro), and -Leicestc
“Beans (and thus placed, @ Bartq
may well be 2 paradise in June), but Bed{or‘dshi:"’
Redfordshire has arton-in—the-C\ay. How- dul

 might be the original of the place which a populat
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(author of sundry stories of school life which as school-
boys we used to read with a hind of fascinated amaze-
ment at the unlikeness of the presentment ta the_ reality
which we knew) chose as the home of one of his char-
acters, a boy of parts but handicapped by depressing
surroundings—it might be the original of Fuzby-le-
Mud, home of Kennick in St. Winifred's, or the World
of Sckool.

Yet doubtless Bedfordshire has ity admirers. Horace
Walpole, who referred to Northamptonshire as ‘a lump”
of mud, stuck over with stepples,’ speaks of ‘dear
old Bedfordshire,” And if the name of your native
place leaves something to be desired, so long as it
be a real name and not selected from the Classical
Dictionary, vr mvented for purposes of advertisement
like Port Sunlight or Garden City, Joyalty demands
that you should stick to1t. Apart from this a change is
rarely a change for the better, I read the other day
that a place calied Mersea in Essex was 10 be developed
and formed 1nto two fashjonable watering-places, and
that these by special permission of royalty were to
bear the names of Kmgsville and Queenswille. I yield
to no man m devotion to the throne, yet I cannot help
fecling that here we are getting perilously near to
Briggsville and Jacksonville' Fowlmere, which has of
late years appeared in Ordnance maps in place of Foul-
mire, the denomunation to which a Cambndgeshire
village Lad long submutted, 1s, 1 believe, a genuine
restoration of a corrupt reading  But it was on no
grounds of archacological cortectness that the un~
successful applicants of whom I have now to speak
based their claim to re-christen therr natwve villages.
There is 12 Dorset a group of villages which in some
form or uther have as thewr eponym the stream in whose

E
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vallev thev are sittated.  The stream 18 named Puddle,
and the villages bear the nawes of Puddle-Iinton,

Puddletown, Tollpuddle, Afipuddle, Turner’s Puddie.
and Bryan's Puddle! One is reminded of the riddle

about the letter *m.” Some, like Queen Mary, "have

it before,” some, like King William, ‘have it behind.'
Poor things, poor things! The inhabitants of these

villages sent to a former Postmaster-General i 1 am

rightly informed, Mr. Ceeil Raikes—n request that they

might be allowed 1o change their names, and replace

them with more euphonions substitutes which they
obligingly supplied. Back came the ofiicial reply, curty
overbearing, inexorable, ‘Puddle you are, and Puddle
vou must remain.’

This raling may seem all very well to those who live
at Stow-on-the-Wold or Lydiard Millicent or Compton
Winyates, but it may appear a difficnlt doctrine to those -
whom Fortune has caused fo be born af Bhmbam or-
Bungay or Mumby Road,  And yel T wrong the dwaellers
at these places by the wholly unwarmnted assumption
that they have ever hiad the smallest iden of changing
the names referred to,  For names become dear for many
@ good reason besides that of cuphony,  And here 1 feel’
I awe some apology to those the names vf whoese native
places I have touched upon with the uncomprehending
levity of the outsider. It was but for 2 momoent’s diver
sion, and it is not in this spirit that I turn from » super-
ficial consideration of names which, quaint or beantiful,’
arc bul the labels of far more charming realitivs,

Villages of England, nestling bencath smooth downs,
or lifted high on breezy wolds, bowered in woods where

The streams . ., Bryan's Puddle. But why, when yon went to
Tollpuddle and Affpuddie and Toller Porcorum, cl?d yon omit -~
to record Tollpuddietrenthide 2 —C, R ¥ ;
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only the straight blue smoke of October days betrays
your hiding, or pricking the sky with spires far seen
across East Anghan flats, clustered round spacious
greens or mirrored in slow-moving waters, how many
an Englishman dying in lands far off has sought you
with his inward vision, sought you and seen you clearly
though his outward eye grew dim. We who with living
eyes may still behold, salute you with a tribute of
admiration and of love. .

2 *‘f/?ff;'f‘
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WHEN THE MAP IS IN TUNE. -
C. E. Moxtacur: The Right Place

2
03 Comins s vtwee s w3
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"1 am told there ate peaple who do not care for maps, and I
fingd 2t hard to believe. R, L. STEvENSON.- . .

I

It hurts to think of the pleasures that people turn away

from their doors. There are some who have not even

Jearnt to read maps. ‘Read’ is the word mostly used,

but ‘tune’ would be better. For, till you know the

trick, a fine map is about the nearest thing there is to
a cunning instrument cased up,

Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony.

Unless you are a mountainecr, an engineer, or a sur-
veyor, the odds arc that the great lumination will
escape you, all your life; you may return to the grave
without having ever known what it is like when. the
contour lines begin to sing together, like the biblical stars.
Those contour lines are the crux.  The beginner, the
infant at this game, craves for a hill-coloured map, with
its expressive coloured scale, from the lush green of
alluvial meadows a few fect above the sea-level to sultry
reddish-brown for Snowdon and the Cumbrian hills,
Quite good things are they too, in their way, as pretty
nursery rhymes are good till you grow up enougli to
like Shelley. They give you fine vivid notions about
the general modelling of a country. In fact we might
want nothing more if the part of the earth’s crust which
132 . W
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stands up into the air were modelied Iike the part which
lies under the sea. Of course the ocean floor is not flat,
It has uplands and lowlands. But these rise and fali
gently, in long sweeping slopes. Their low and softly
undulating relief has been preserved in the sheitered
peace of deep waters. That of lands exposed to the air
has been everywhere lacerated and trenched, spltt up
with wedges of ice, eroded by streams and battered and
caten by waves.  So the uregulanties of 1ts surface have
grown intricate and fantastic to a degree which cannot
be fully expressed, on @ map of practicable scale, by
any system of colowrs that vary with heights

Almost the same may be =aid of those masterpicces
of the map-engraver's art, the best of our oltd hitt-shaded
Ordnance maps  In these you all but saw the actual
slopes—at any rate the general <lopes—of your hills
and the tracts of high bght along the ridges that they
held up to the sun. Their summary of the make of a
mountain mass, as a whole, is so vivid that to this day
some of us prefer to walk the Derbyshire lls with nn
other map than this old thing of beauty, on which no
railway is yet to be found threading Edale

But no true epicure of the map wall remain long
content with these elementary pleasures.  Soon he finds
that both hiﬂ{mted‘x?aps and hilt-shaded maps have

distinguish the warty crown of Glaramara {rom Great
Gable's regular dome. Only a few years ago our one-
inch Ordnance map of Scawfell and its buttresses made
the craggy north {ace of Great End look as 1f you could
march 2 division of troops up or down 1t, big guns and
all. There comes a time when the enicure craves fo
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something at once more difficult and more richly stimu- .-
lating and rewarding. He wants something on whith
to put forth his strength. And this he getsin any contour-
lined map that is perfectly done. He gets it in some
sheets, though not by any means all, of our one-inch
Ordnance Survey. He gets it in a few special maps like
the 1:50,000 Barbey map of the chain of Mont Blanc.:
Above all he gets it in every sheet of the glorious Sieg-
fried map of Switzerland, the most wonderful repre-
sentation ever given of mountainous land.

I

The maturing map-reader, planning his holidays in
the hills, will now, be able to know much more besides
the height at which he would stand at any point on a
iell path or on an open mountain side. The map will
also tell him what he would sce in every direction if
he were there. The sensitively winding contour-curves
will show him from just what point on the Watendlath-
Rosthwaite track the top of the Great End will come
into sight. They will show him whether, from Seatoller
.. Fell, Helvellyn will be within view, or whether the
intervening Armboth Tell is just high enough to blot
- the greater mountain out. A glance at the condensing
or spreading lines should tell him which side of Scawfell
is a crag to be climbed and which is a turf slope to be
walked. Before he has ever tramped up Borrowdale or
Greenup Ghyll he will know how much of the valley
in front will be hidden by each jutting promontory of
high ground on cither side. ° '

As in the teading of printed words or a musical score,
- .precision and speed in the reading of maps can pretty
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rapidly be carried further and further, Soon the map
is read, as it were, not word by word, but phrase by
phrase; the meaning of whole passages of it leaps ouf;
+ you sec, with something like the summary grasp your
eye would get of the actual scene, the long fagades of
precipice and hanging glacier that therc must be where
the blue contour lines crowd up closely together right
under a peak of twelve thousand feet, with a northern
exposure, and also the vast, gently sloping expanses
of snowfield below, where the lines flow out wider and
wider apart, expressing broad shelves, and huge, shallow
basins hoisted on upper floors of the mountam, A
musician's mental ear, I suppose, can hear directly,
D - (Al E T

shranken whisper So the reader of maps s freed, before
long, from the need to go through a conscious act of

these, others close together agam, 1t means that there
is here a hollow in the mountain’, or *Where the
curvilinear contours change their course and alt stab
inwards pointedly towards the heart of the i, roughly
parallel to each other, make an acute angle, and then
come out again to resume their old direction, 1t means
a deep, narrow glen or gully running up the hil-side *
He has no more need to do that than you or I have to
worry over the spelling and syntax of Keats in the
Ode fo Autwmn The notation once learnt, the map
conveys its own mmport with an immediateness and
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vivacity comparable with those of the score or the
poem. Convexities and concavities of ground, the
bluff, the defile, the long mounting bulge of 2 grassy
ridge, the snuggling hollow within a mountain shaped
like a horse-shoe—all come directly into your presenct

and offer you the spectacle of their high or low relief
with a vivid sensuous sharpness. e

111

Much enjoyment of these delights can generate in the
mind a new power of topographic portraiture, a knack
of forming circumstantially correct visions of largt
patches of the earth’s surface. You learn like a portrait
painter, to penetrate by the help of intuitive inference
you get at one thing through another. You see on ¢
good map the course of the Mersey—short, traversing
a plain for more than the latter haif of its length; bu
also, in its head-streams the Etherow and the Goyt
crossing rapid successions of contour lines in the Penmin
moorlands of Longdendale and the Peak.. You gues
at once what the temper of such a river must be. Yori
is a very down-comer pipe, as a builder might say, it
its upper course, to drain the steeper side of the mnuch
drenched roof of the Pennine, from Buxton northwarc
to somewhere near Oldham. Clearly a stream to by
vexed with extravagant spates, swiltly rising anc
- swiftly subsiding, before at last its pace wears itsel

out in the {at Cheshire flats, as the rushing and tearing
Rhine of Bile slows down in level Holland. Then you
- examine the Mersey on your map, in the lowlanc
reaches just after it works clear of the hills; and, witt
a happy inward crow of satisfaction you see, if yow

© . map is a thoroughly good one, how the stream is flanke
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Every educated person knows, 1n a sense, how the
surface of England is modelled—how the formative
ridge of the Pennine is dropped half-way down the
country southwards like the firmer cartilage in the
{lesks of a widening nose, how the lateral bracket of the
Lake hills is attached unsymmetncally to this central
framework by the Shap bar, and so on. But few such
persans concerve 1t with any umaginative energy on
with the delight that such cnergy brings, The rest
have the kind of knowledge that Les dead in the mind,
as a classical education lies dead in the the runds of most
of those who have had st It has to be raised from the
dead by some evocatory mracle of appeal to the sen-
suous imagination—the king of ion that rejoices
to take up and carry on the work of a bodily sense at 2
point where bodily sense can go no fusther, The work
1s carried on, at the best, with so much of the eager
immediacy of actual sight, or heanng, and so httle of
the dusty cloudiness of common abstract thought, that
on a peak of the Alps you may obtain a sensation almost
indistinguishable from scemg with the bodily eye the
whole structure of the Apennmes, the Lombard plain
and the sited Venetian lagoon, laid out under your
eye. Or from 2 bulge of high ground in our Midlands,
where the Nen, the Welland, and the Bristol Avon rise
-almost together, you may suddeniy feel that you see
the whole complex of English nivers as sharply clear as
yau may see the rummaging roots of a bulb grown in a
clear glass jar full of water.

These delights if you would have,
Come bive with me and be v Inve.

Cag
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Thus does the large-scale map woo the susceptible mind.
Geography, in such a guise, is quite a different muse
from the pedantic harridan who used to plague the spirit
of youth with lists of chief towns, rivers and lakes, and
statistics of leather, hardware, and jute. :

18Y

Conscience murmurs ‘here that I may be muddling
in somebody’s mind the distinction between pictures’
and maps. So be it clearly set down that painters and
map-makers do not, or should not, attempt to give-you
the same thing as each other. Least of all will they do
so when each is working his best.

It is true that the early eighteenth-century fathers of
the British art of water-colour—as much the one and
only wholly British art, by birth, as the good moorland
grouse is the one and only wholly British bird—vere
topographic draughtsmen rather than artists. They
worked for land-owners and rich antiquarians and
other great folk who wanted no fanciful visions but
‘plain records of facts.” They learnt their jobs, in the
main, from certain artisans who for two centuries past
had got work, off and on, at tinting maps and engravings
‘with gumined colours, but tempered very thinne and
bodilesse,” as one old writer says. The early eighteenth-
century men made pencil drawings which verged on
sketch maps. These they ventured to tint very faintly,
going at first little beyond the sober palette of the
_ makers of modern auctioneers” plans of estates up for
- sale. No doubt they went in godly fear of losing their
situations if they should launch out in heavenly colours
like the oil-painters.
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Again, it is true that.some of the old hill-shaded
Ordnance maps, engraved as with genius, verge upon
tbe sphere of fluence of art, if they do not trespass
upon it. Some of their representations of mountains
are almost temperamental; they awe or exhilarate you
with the sombre darkness of thewr mountain sides and
the brilliant high lights of the summut ridges where yon
come into the sun, here, you feel, is 2 measure of success,
which can hardly be unconscious, in rendering the
mountain glory and mountain gloom.

And yet neither of these compromises between art
and science achieves, or could achieve, jinal success,
The art of the old timudly timting topographers, men
like Dayes, Hearne, and Paul Sandby, is now seen to be
of moment mainly as the childhood of something else,
something that could not attamn its own completeness
until it came into the freedom with which Cox and
‘Turner were one day to make 1t free. So, too, the old
hill-shaded Ordnance maps can only strike us now as
wonderful and beautiful attempts to do what is not
possible, Maps are maps and pictures are pictures, and
never the twain shall meet, for the better a map 15, and
the better a picture, the more deeply do they differ in
intention and in effect

A painter who is worth hs salt will flatly refuse to
give you just the precise physical facts of a landscape.
It is not his bustness His busimess ts not to convey
topographic information, but to express some emotion
or other that he has felt in presence of that scene  Not
fact, but his personal sense of fact, not the correct
relative sizes of peaks that stand up round the head of
a gladier, but some individual mood or quality of awe,
perhaps, that possessed him and may perhaps have
possessed nobody else that ever stood beneath thot
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wall of wonder. To gain this end, he does, asarule, bring .
into his picture something that may be made out to
have some sort of likeness to what vou or I might have-
seen from the point where he made his picture or sketch.
In Turner’s ‘Mer de Glace’ vou can undoubtedly discern’
a wild remote resemblance to certain physical features.
of the ice-fall leading up to the Col du Géant. At-any
rate, it is quite as like the Mer de Glace as it is like
several other glaciers of the Alps. His St. Gotthard.
drawings, too, you might be rather more likely to’
identify with the St. Gotthard than with the St, Bernard
or Simplon, if you know them all. But such resemblances
are of little account. Turner clearly valued them little,
He always threw them aside if they got in the way of
his absorbing plan for expressing some grand excitement
of his in terms which would win a way forit into the mind
or heart of the right person looking at the picture.
When one of his big emotions flooded him in presence
of a black Alpine defile or a crumbling Border castle,
the one thing for which he manifestly did not try was
to make the public presently cry out, ‘How like it ail
is{” He treated crag and torrent, castle and forest and
bridge, as so many freely transposable objects; he
increased or diminished their comparative sizes as he
thought fit; he moved them about and tried them in
various relative positions, as poets shift their words
about to make a line sound better; they and their sites
and sizes, their make and texture, were no more to him
than notes to be grouped at will into any chords that
he might prefer for the working out of his tune, -

So the most perfect of pictures may have no topo-
graphic value at all.  As a guide to the traveller’s feet it
may delude and lead astray. Small blaine to it. Guiding
* is not its business. So long as an artist is true to himself
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it matters hitle how false he may be to geugraphy,
geology, or histury. The Antony or the Macbeth of
Shakesp may well be completely unlike the original
sinner bearing the name  Who cares? Perhaps both
were dull men m the flesh; and, if so, what a mercy that
Shakespeare has drawn them all wrong; their falsifi-
cation was vastly worth while, If you know how to
keep apart things that God has sundered, you do not
go to Shakespeare or Turner for positive information
about the hyves or the measurements of the people and
places that set thar genius into action. You go to
them for admittance into their personal confidence, not
to find “the real Caesar’ or get tips for worrying out
walking routes in the Alps, but to be taken up for the
morment into the state of wise and beaut:ful passion
which these rare creatures do therr werk.

Still, it is into another’s passton that you are admitted
Dy art. Not what you ever felt for yourself when gazing
out from Richmond Hill, but what the spiit of Turner
felt at the instance of that expanse of champaign and
river, not your own inarticulate tumult of joy i presence
of Tuscan vistas of cypress and poplar, but the serens,
clear-running ecstasy of John Bellm 'befurf the same

. . ' s

nature hérself. Each 1n lus own poor way, we have
to play Turner as well as we can, and make our delight
or nur awe articulate to ourselies wnp some selectng
and composmy reverte over such bits of the world as
are ours to behold
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In nature a great landscape is nearly always rather be-
wildering. Even more than other contents of experience,
it seems to bury us under the multitude of separate.
objects that it offers for our perception. Each detail
that we see cries out to be separately observed., Their:
relations to one another, their several shares in the
make-up of the scene as a whole, are more shy. They
keep themselves to themselves. From any central peak
in a great mountain range you see all round you a host
of white points like the tops of trees in a thin forest
when seen from the top of a tree specially tall. You
may see nothing at all of that which makes the whole
mountain range, unlike the more fortuitous aggrega-.
tion of trees, a single organism or cunningly sustained
arrangement, so that no drop of snow that falls on the
tip of any peak will have trouble in travelling down an
unbroken sequence of inclined:planes, diversified with
a few sheer drops, all the way to the sea. The scene, it
may well be, looks grand, in a way, but capricious and
baffling; its pell-mell profusion of grandeur may rouse
in you little more than a kind of baulked willingness
‘to admire, if you could but see it, the chain of depend-
ence which runs throughout the whole physical world.
There, when confusion threatens, the map comes in to
your aid.

Its service, like that of a field-glass, is quite um-
emotional. Unlike all the arts, cartography leaves you
to work up for yourself what emotion you may in the
presence of Himalayas or Alps. 1t only offers to extend.
your power of perceiving what the physical elements.
of that scene are, how they are related to one another
as causes or effects, and how their several functions

s
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take their places within the larger general function of a
mountam-range as 2 moderator of rivers and a sculptor
of lands. No first-rate map-maker attempts to ‘come
the poct’ over you. None tries to compound any atmo-
sphere of august melancholy to il his larg le ma
of Venice, or of majesty and mystery for his sheets of
the Central and East Pennine Alps = His line is ‘Feel
anything that you like, or that you can. Your feelings
are your affair, and mine are mine. I offer merely fo
cnlarge your power of sight and of comprehension. I
give you, not emotion, but a reinforcement of that basis
of bodily sense and intellectual penetration on which
" some kind of emotton may or may not afterwards rest.”
So to 1ts other fascinations a great map hke the Sieg-
fried adds the fascination of a lofty reserve It goes, to
all appearance unmoved, mto the mast moving of places
The men who drew 1ts lugher glacier contours ived for
weeks at a time in remote huts, or passed their mghts
in sleeping-sacks on rocks or the snow, under frosty
stars. Thence they would go out to work when the pomp
of dawn was beginming  The work was sometimes stopped
by storms that made the steel of therr axes spat fire and
sing; all the claps of thunder and their echoes would
become one continuous, undulant roar  They carried
their loads of instruments and marking-stakes up and
down hundreds of steps slowly cut m stecp slopes of
bard blue 1c¢c Sometimes one of them shpped.  After
a tour of duty up in the snows, where your eyes come
to feel as 1f their lids were cut off, the map-men would
descend some evening to where greenness begins ke a
balm to hurt minds and the streams make happy httle
sounds amang Alpenrosen, But not a trace of anything
that they may have felt has passed mto these austere
records of theirs, There 1s ne glory of the sun and
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another of the moon: it is a great thing that what Byron
saw of the Alps should have stirred him to break out
in glorious rant about his own personal -sensations
among them; it is great, too, that a'different breed of
men should be content, by way of their work, to sink
utterly everything that is personal to them in its doing,
so that when the work is done and its reticent tale is
at every one's service, - . o

no one asks
Who or what they have been
More than he asks what waves
N In the moonlit solitudes mild
Of the midmost ocean have swelled,
Foamed for a moment, and gone.

Immense as our admiration must be for all who can
talk to magnificent purpose about their own uncommon
selves, one may admire, too, the magnificence of the
unbroken silence of others. ,

Thus utterly different from the artist, the map-makes
fastens upon you in quite a different state of yoursel
There is a time for yielding your mind to the passionate
mood inte which some great artist has passed at the
instance of something that he sees: you melt with =

- luxurious self-surrender into the gelden pensiveness of
Vergil as he gazes at a river laving immemorial walls:
or you sink back and bask, with a will, in the visionary
lustre of Turner’s ‘Dido building Carthage’ or the sac
.sunshine of Thackeray’s Esmond, But there are times
too, when you will take your emotions at nobody’s
. hand. You want now not to borrow but to make. You
are impelled to put forth directly upon what is around
~ you whatever you have in yourself of the power .o
direct and independent feeling which everybody has
in some degree, though it may only rise to momentous
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heights in a few people of genius You wish to sce,
perhaps, the Alps or the Englsh Lake hills through
norne of the beautiful kinds of stamed glass that Byron
and Ruskin, Turner and Wordsworth would interpose
between your sight and these things ‘as they are,’
but through the glass, whatever its tint or tts tintless-
ness may be, of your private temperament. And here
the right map, explictt, exact, and ungushing, seconds
your effort.

“Things as they are’~the old phrase, no doubt, 15 a
trap. It smphes some assumptions that seem to fade
away into nonsense or nothing as soon as strct thought
sets about its destructive work of analysis. Still, it may
be used with due caution to signify those aspects of
external things which fall under the junsdiction of
science rather than of art—all that can be measured,
defined, referred to known caunses and studied in its
established effects. The phrase helps 1> to make clear
tn uurselves, so far as such clearness is not delusive, the
distinction between our emotions and their objects,
between our love and the enemy’s attack or the storm's
violence, between nur own awe and the physteal pro-
portions of AWestmunster Abbey. Whatever philosophy
may dissolve in the crucible minds of philosophers, we

T - . ion that

dividual

. h:qing

perceived them, we then have, or may have, vanous
feelings about them The map 15 our friend al‘!h?
sccond of these stages of approach to such emotins
as we can muster., it mar-

1t makes our perception go further, because it 707
shals into lncidity a mess of mixed, haphaléfnon ‘hich
of perception. Into the inexpressi-= ranfasian Lo
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wide tracts of country present at first to the eye it brings
an approach to simplicity and articulateness. Tt cannot
be said that you are seeing a5 much from the summit
of the Grand Combin, if you have no map, and can only
cee vague masses of black and white in the distance,’
as you see when you know that one¢ high mass of white,

about eighty rmiles off, is the Dauphiné Meije, and that
a Jow dark mass in the porth is the Black Forest. Tele-

scope, Compass: and map Wwill all combine to extend your

power of apprehendmg what you sec. To love things.
you must know them, and these assistants will abridge
for you the work of getting to know. BY lightening that
jabour they leave your mind fresher and more full of -
spring, t0 put itself forth in the exercise of that curious
mixed faculty which occupies 2 borderland between
bodily sense and jmagination, oF between direct per-
ception and creative thought. You may call it a trick
of enhancing for the moment the subflety and reach of-
a bodily sense. Or you may call it a kmack of lending
to imagined things an exceptional portion of the sharp
and importunate reality of 2 piquant object of sense.
7t is that which brings all England into sight and
stretches Europe jteelf out under your eyes like a map
spread out on 2 floor. '



ADMIRALS ALL--TO BE
E. V. Lucas: 'Tusxt Eagle and Dove
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{Written during the War)

It is fitting that the naval trammng college from which
our_midshipmen go straight to sea should be situated
in Drake’s county. This means that they breathe the
right air, and, through the gap made by the rocky
mouth of the Dart, look out from their commanding
eminence upon a triangle of the right blue water,
Drake also gives lus noble name to one of the Terms

I saw Dartmouth both at work and at play, and am
still not sure which was which, Whether the boys were
at football on those high table-lands where, at the

sigual instructors in the gun-rooms; or acquiring the
principles of navigation, or collecting the constituents
of a vartegated tea in the canteen, or smging God Sare
the King in chapel (all three verses), or grapphng
«ith logarithms, or swimmung voctierously m the bath
—whatever they are dofng, there scems to be at the back
of it the same spint and zeal Even the four or five
offenders whom I saw exprating m pumshment dnll
thetr most recent musdeeds appeared to have a zest.
Literature and the Navy have always had ther
147 -
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liaison; and after studying two or three recent numbers -
of The Britannia Magazine, the organ of the cadets,.
1 see every chance of a new crop of Captain Marryats
and Basil Hoods; while there is promise of an excellent
caricaturist or so, too. Compared with the ordinary -
run of school periodicals, this is rather striking. "I fancy
that I discern a fresher and more independent outlook .
and a rather wider range of interest. The natural’
history articles, for example, are unusually good, and.
some of the experiences of war, by midshipmen, are
vivid and well done; and amid the fun and nonsense,
of which there is a plentiful infusion, there.is often a-
sagacious irony. Among this fun I find, in prose, an’
account of the Battle of St. Vincent, in the manner of
Uncle Sam at his most idiomatic, which would not’
disprace a seriously comic periodical and must be
quoted. Nelson, I should preriise, has just defeated
" -the Spanjards., Then— : ’

‘Say, stranger,” asked H. N, as the dons mushed around with
their surrenders, ‘is this a business proposition or a sad-faced
. competition at a dime show?’ .
*Gee-whizz!’ said the Spanish Ad., ‘we reckon we ‘te boved
some. My name is Muckheap, and T don’t seem to pet gay any
old way.’' . =
‘Bully for youn, old Corpse-face,” Nels replied; ‘hand out
vour hawm-~carvers and then run arouad and fix yoursclf an
eve~wizzler!’ ¢
* And so they passed in real swift. .
And did the British Fleet push in the glad cry right away
- when Nels put in his entrance? “Why, sure! ’

As for the verse, which is both grave and humorous,
nothing gives me more pleasure and satisfaction
than the rapid but exhaustive summary of England’s
effort at sea comprised in the following very confident
couplets: ' Coe
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OUR BLOCKADE

And the fat Bache from Pomerania,

Afflicted with potato-mana,

Expects to get the sime in Grodoo

And does he get 1it? O good lud nol
The Navy, we know, does nut advertise, but there 1s
no harm in its nestlings saymg a goud word for it
now and then,

Of all the things that [ saw at Dartmouth, [ shall
retatn, T think, longest—aganst that comely smiling
background of gay towers and bnckwork on the il
—the memory of the gymnastum and the swimming
bath., Compared with Dartmouth’s physical traimng,
with its onginalty, ingenuity, thoroughness, and
keenness, all other varieties become unintelligent and
savourless. This is htness with fun—and 1sehere a
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better mixture? As for the swimming bath, it is always

the abode of high spirits, but to see it at its best you

must go there directly after moming service on Sunday.

It is then that the boys really become porpoises-—or,

rather, it is then that you really understand why por-

poises are always referred to as moving in ‘schools.’

1 know nothing of the doctrine that is preached normally

at the College, for I heard only a sermon by a visiting

dignitary of notable earnestness and eloguence, but 1

assume 1t to be beyond question. If, however, a heresy

should ever be propounded no harm would be done;
for the waters of the swimming bath would instantly -
wash it away. As one of the officers remarked to me (of

course in confidence), he always looked upon this after-
service riot of splashing and plunging as an instinctive

corrective of theological excess. On these occasions the

bath becomes a very cauldron, bubbling with boy.

It was cheering indeed, as I roamed about this great
competent establishment, t0 be conscious of such an
undercurrent of content and joie de wivre. At Dartmouth
in particular is this a matter for satisfaction, since the
-- College is likely to be, for the boys, a last link with the
land—with solid England, the England . of fields and
trees and game and friends—for many years. Of all
boys who deserve a jolly boyhood, these naval cadets,
I think, come first; for the sea is a hard mistress and
‘they are plighted to her. And never was she harder
than now. Once they embark as midshipmen—all too -
young in these bitter, desperate days of warfare—
responsibility is upon them; none of our sons need.
to grow up more quickly. As to the glamour of the-
sea, one of the cadet poets becomes lyrical about it—
. ‘I can hear,” he sings—it is in a recent number of

The Britannia Magazine: :
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1 can hear the se3 a-callng,
ing me
Calling of its charms
Of 1ts tumpests and afs calms
1 ‘ve lived upon the maniand,
But I die upon the seal

May the fulfilment of his wish be long deferred! But,
beneath the glamour, }he fact remains that, for all her

pnsts 4hn aan Aamande tre oniloaer ~en

the mainfand Iife of these boys dedjcated to her service
should be so blithe.
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REMINISCENCES of those days ‘in the distance en- .
chanted’ never come in an orderly procession according
to the original sequence of events. - Some, for reasons -
quite inexplicable, jostle their way to the fore readily
enough. Others, dim and elusive, hover in the back-
ground, and only respond .to the lure of firelight ‘and :
tobacco smoke ascending.incense-wise from the depths .
_of the arm-chair. L. ’ N
. Sooner or later, though, they can all be caught and
held for the moment- necded to record -them. - The"
difficully is to know where to start.-. . . -
Harker is foremost among the ‘thrusters’ in’ the
surging crowd of memories of the old Britennia days.
Harker, with his piercing, rather melancholy eyes, his
black beard and tattooed wrists, and ‘his air of im-"
placable {erocity that for months succeeded in concealing
from his term a heart as tender as a woman'’s, :
His name was not actually Harker, of course; but he
is probably still alive, and even retired chief petty
officers of the Royal Navy have their susceptibilities.”
He was a term C.P.O.—mentor, wet-nurse, ‘sea-daddy,’
* the outward and visible embodiment of Naval Discipline
to sixty-odd maval cadets who yesterday were raw.
schoolboys and to-day wear the king’s uniform and eke
brass buttons—a transition unhinging cnough to more:
. matured souls than those of his charges, I
. 152
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How he succeeded in conveying within the space of
the first evening the exceedingly unfamiliar routine of
training-ship Itfe, that art of turning 1nto a hammec!:,
the necessity for keeping their chests loched, the majesty
of the term I nt and the ip ¢ of the chief
cadet capfains, to sixty bewildered fifteen-year-olls,
only he knows,

Yet he harried none. they were conscious of him as
a flock of diseoncerted sheep are aware of a wise collie.
His voice was never still. it was to be presumed that he
slept at seme mysterjous bme dunng the twenty-four
hours, nnd' vet Ins square, compact {?rm seemed to be

. et B T I A

first night, it was Harker who appeared neiselessly out,
of the shadows to tuch him in agan.

Their names he had pat within tweaty-four hours;
b B e fshn daem inctantly, but it also
' * canny. Indeed,

ard yourself one
mument 2s an msigmificant and unknown unit among
two hundred and fifty others, and mn thi comfurtable
reflection to lean in a degay attitude against the white
paintwirk {one of the seven deadly sins) then to hear
admonstion and your name, coupled together ke cham-
shot, ring out along the crowded main-deck, Harker
had scen you

There were other C P.O.s on board each term vwred
ane.  Put they were, by companson with Harker, sorry
fellows, One was reputed to be given to beating the big
drum at Salvation Army meetings ashare, garbed, more-
over, in a scarlst Jersey.  Hotly hus term demed 1t, but
the story was stamped with the unimpeachabl- authnrity
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of the boatswain’s mate of the lower-deck: a- godless '
seamnan, conversation with whom, being of a spicy and
anecdotal nature, was forbidden. R
Another was admittedly of a good enough heart, but.’
a sentimentalist, and consequently to be despised. On
the occasion of the chastisement of an evil-doer, his was
the arm chosen to administer the strokes with all-the
pomp and circumstance of an official execution.. He
laid the strokes on well and truly—that much the.
victim himself admitted. But when he turned from.
his duty his eyes were observed to have tears in them.
His term had in consequence to adopt am apologetic.
manner for a considerable time afterwards. , _
It was a similar scene, but one in whi¢h Harker playe
the Lord High Executioner, that must here be recorded. -
The setting alone was sufficient to strike awe and even
terror into the spectators’ hearts. And now, after the
- lapse of years, recalling the circumstances of that
harrowing quarter of an hour, it is doubtful whether
there was not just some such motive behind the grim
circumstance that led up to the painful consummation.
The scene was the orlop-deck. What light there was |

- came in through the open gun-ports, slanting upwards

‘off the water. Not cheering sunlight, you understand,
but a greenish sickly gleam that struggled ineffectually
with the shadows clinging like vampires among the low
oak beams overhead. .
The victim's term were fallen-in in a hollow square
about the horse—a block of wood supported on short’
legs, with ring-bolts and canvas straps hanging from
each corner. Then there came a pause. Possibly the
captain had not finished his breakfast; or perhaps
Harker had for once made a mistake and got his term
- there too early. But for the space of several minutes-
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(or weeks, or years) the term stood in shuddering con-
templation of this engine,

*Then one of the spectators, the victim of either an
over-rich imagmation or an acutely sensttive conscience,
dramatically fainted and was borne forth. After that
things began to happen. The malefactor appeared,
accompamed by Harker. The captain, the term leu-
tenant, and (a thrill ran through the onlookers) the
surgeon followed. It was half expected that the chaplain
would also jomn the group and admster ghostly con-
solation to the culpnt, who, 1t must be reluctantly
admitted, looked rather pleased with himself,

His offence was not one to alienate um from the
hearts of his fellows. If memory serves aright, he had
been overheard to refer to bis late crammer 1n terms
that may or may not have been yust, but were certainly
not the way a little gentleman should talk  But his
term—or most of them—were st smarting under the
recollections of crammers’ methods and were disposed to
regard the debnquent’s lapse rather more as a pardon-
able ebullition of feehing than a breach of morality
In short he was a bit of a hero

‘Chief Petty Officer Harker,’ said the stern voice
of the term Leutenant, “do your duty.” The barrowing
preliminasics completed, Chief Petty Officer Harker did
1t, as was to be expected of him, uncommonty well

The victim took 1t, as was also to be expected of him,
uncommenly well It was not long before these hnes
were written that he was called upon to meet a sterner
and his last ordeal. The piy 1s that no spectator can
Dbear testimony te the worthier courage with which he
must have met ot :

Harler it was who smelt it out, like a Zulu v
doctor, the grass snake and dormouse that live
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of communistic ease and reflection in the +washing till
of someone’s sea-chest. Harker's the suspicious mind
that led to official ‘ruxes’ of private tills, and the-
confiscation of meerschaum pipes, Turkish cigareties;:
and other contraband. Yet all this without-any effect -
of espionage. N A
The nearest approach to active espionage that Harker
permitted himself was hovering in the vicinity of the
gangway when the terms were landed for daily recre-
ation. The law of the Medes and Persians had it -that
during cold weather all cadets not playing games must
land wearing a particularly despicable form of under-*
garment: a woolly and tucked-into-the-socks abomina-
tion that the soul of every right-minded cadet revolted
from. As the procession passed under the low gangway,
on its way to the launches alongside, Harker, lurking
in the vicinity, would suddenly pounce upon a suspect.
. ""Ave we got our DRAWERS on, Mr.' So-and-so?’
came the merciless query. The progress of the pro-
cession was arrested while Mr. So-and-so racked his
brains for some suitable parry to this very leading
question. A damning negative having eventually been
extorted, the underclad one was hauled from the ranks
and given three minutes in which to get to his chest,
extract from his wardrobe the garment that found such
high favour in Olympian eyes, put it on, and rejoin the
tail of the procession. Thus a first offender; a second
offence resulted in ‘no landing.” There was no appeal.
The muddy, tired, ever-hungry throng that retumed
some three hours later again passed on board undex
+ this lynx-eyed surveillance. This time illicit ‘stodge
was the subject of Harker’s unquenchable suspicions:
Smuggling stodge on board {another of the seve:
deadly sins) required considerable ingenuity, owing t
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the ban the authorities thought necessary to impose
on pockets . .

Regular outfitters pandercd to this Olympian whim,
and copstructed trousers with an embryonic fob just
Jarge enough to hold a few coins, The unorthodox, who
arnived with garments bearing the stamp of provincial-
ism and pockets, were bidden to surrender them forth-
with, and stout fingers ruthlessly sewed the pochets up.

The jacket had only one, a breast pocket alrcady,
congested by keys, handkerchief, letters from home,
pet bits of indiarubber, and the kke Remamed there-
{ore the despised garment already 2lluded to. This,
being tucked—by official decree—into the wearer's
socks, formed an admurable liold-all for a packet of
butterscotch—worked flat—a snack of Turkush dehght,
or a peculiar and highly favoured form of dehcacy
known as ‘My Queen

With a not too saintly expression, an unflinching eye,
and a sufficiently baggy pair of trousers, the contra-
bandist might count on a reasonable amount of success.
But Harker’s X-ray glance rarely failed him.,

That stem, incistve vowee would rivet all eyes upon
theculprit just when the muster by the officer of the
day had been completed, and the long ranks awaited
the stentorian dismissal of the chief cadet captan,

‘Mr. 2,1 You'll step along to the sick-bay when we
falls out.’

The blanched smuggler clutched at his momentanly
abandoned hala of rectitude.

*Sick-bay!’ he echioed indignantly. “Why the sick-
bay? There’s nothing wrong with me—1 s'ear there
isn't. T never felt betfer in my hfe.’

‘That there nasty swelling on your shin,' was the
putiless reply, "did ought to be seen to at once.’ A
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draught, that had fluttered the carefully sclected baggy
trousers against their wearer’s legs, had been his undoing.
The game was up. Lo
Like all truly great men, Harker could unbend without
discipline suffering an jota. As the months passed and
his term of fledgling ‘ News’ acquired the modest dignity |
of ‘Threes’ (second-term cadets), Harker's methods -
changed. He was no longer the detective, inquisitor,
encyclopaedia of a thousand unfamiliar phrases, events, .
and objects. His term were on their feet' now, treading -
in their turn paths fiercely illumined by the new first
term’s gaping admiration and curiosity. They were -
an example. Do
“’Ow long 'ave we been in the Britaniia?’ he would -
demand reproachfully when some breach of the laws
called for reproof. “’Ere we are in our second term,
an’ talkin' about Hup-StAIrs!’
The scorn in his voice was like a whip-lash. :
‘When you young gentlemen goes to sea you won't -
find no StaIrst’
When they went to sea! That was the gradually .
increasing burden of his song. For a while it presented -
a picture too remote almost for serious contemplation.
It was practically a figure of speech, meaningless. But
as time went on, and the successive dignities of ‘Sixer’ -
and ‘Niner’ (third and fourth——the last—terms) loomed
up and passed into reality, and at last the Great War
of the final examination alone stood between them and -
the sea~going gunrooms of the Fleet, the words took on”
their real significance. T
Harker abandoned even sarcasm. He became guide," .
philosopher, and friend, a patient mentor always access-
ible—generally somewhere on the chest-deck—in leisure
hours to thirsters after knowledge. Was one shaky in .
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that branch of nautical lore known as ‘Bends and
Hitches’? Harker's blunt fingers tirelessly manipulated
the end of a hammoch-ashing until the pupi could
mike even a ‘sheep-shank’ with hus eyes shut.

Another would bring kim, m a welter of grease and
ravelled strands, a tortured mass of hemp-rope.

‘1t ‘s meant to be a Long Splice,’ was the explanation,
‘but I don't seem to get it nght—ever,' and with a
despondent sigh it would be thrust into Harker’s hands.

Harker would examine the interwoven strands,
twisting it to and fro with jerks of his powerful wrists,
pulling taut here, tucking something m there, and lot
the thing took shape. .

*This is where you goes wrong, Mr. P., every time!’
(Recollect there were sixty odd i his term.)” ‘Don’t
forget what I 'm always telling you You splits the middle
strands, and then an over-‘and knot m the opposite
*alves, ...’ It always looked so easy when Harker did it.

It was dunng the last mght on board that Harker
tose to heights truly magnanimous. The fourth term
regarded it as its nght and pnivilege, on the last mght
of the term, to hold high carmval until sleep overtook

S YA T . 4
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cutting down the prig who yearned for slumber, lashmg"
WPp 2 victim in s hammock and Yeaving um upside-
down to reflect on certain deeds of the past year that
eamed him this retnbution, floating about on gratings
on the surface of the plunge baths, and generally cele-
brating in a fitting manner the eve of the day that was
to herald in new responsibihities and cares.

Harker, who for fifteen months had haupted the
shadows on the look-out for just such a ‘rux,” whose
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car caught every illicit sound—even the crunch of the
nocturnal butterscotch—Harker -was for once unseeing -
and unseen. It necded but this crowning act of gr'lcc to:
endear him for ever to his departing flock. . -
Yet he had one more card to play, and played it as .
he passed in farewell from carriage to carriage of the.
departing train. Further, he dealt it with accentuated
cmphasis for the benefit of those he thought needed.-
the reminder most. .
‘Gosh!” ejaculated such a one when Harker -passed.
to the next carriage: he ﬂoppcd back on fo his seaf. .
‘Did you hear? He said “sir]” to each one of us \\hcn‘ )
he said good-bye!’ :
So much for Harker. But he brought with hxm a.
number of other memories entangled somehow about
his personality, and on these it may be as well to-en-’,
large a little ere they slip back into the limbo of ‘the
“forgotten past. '
It says much for the vividness of Harker's personahty '
that he outran in these reminiscences the memory of
‘stodge.’  Certainly few interests loomed larger on the
horizon of these days than -the contents of .the t\\o
canteens ashore.
There was one adjaceni to the landing-place: a wise
* forethought of the authorities, enabling a fellow to stay .
his stomach during the long climb from the river to the
playina-ﬁelds where the principal canteen stood.
‘Stodge’ was of a surpassing cheapness. That much
was essential when the extent of the weekly pocket-
money was limited (if memory is to be trusted) to one -
shilling. Further, it was of a pleasing variety, certain
pcculnr combinations, hallowed by tradition, bﬂmg:‘,
alone unchanging.

Of these the most popular was the ‘ Garry Sandwxch
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Componeats: a half -stick of chocolate cream sand-
wiched between two ‘squashed-fly’ biscuits; the whole
beaten thin with a ericket-bat,” gymnasium shoe, or
ather implement handy. The peculiarity of this parti-
cular form of dainty T o
bribe wherewith to ¢

the septuagenarian h N

moral atmosphere of the boat-house, 1n ¢ q of
its custodian's sweetness of tooth, came in time to
resemble that of a Chinese yamen.

Another delicacy about which legend clustered was

* the 'Ship’> Bun,’ spht in half, with a liberal cementing
of Devonshire cream and strawberry jam oozing out at
the sides, Concerning the bun itself, the maternal soh-
citude of the authorities extended one gratis to each
cadet ashore on hali-holidays Jest the imf ious should
hunger unnecessanly between lunch and tea. The buns
were obtainable on application at the counter, whence
the dapghter of the propri vhom we will call
Maunder—was charged with the duty of 1ssuing them.

How she pretended to remember the two and a half
hundred faces that presented themselves in surging
crowds sound the counter at 4 p.m. 1s more than her
gnscnt recorder can say. But even as she extended #

un to the outstretched grubby hand of a supplicant,
an expression of vixen-like wndignation and cunning
would transform her features.

‘You ‘'ve ‘ad a bun afore!’ she would snap shnlly,
withdrawing the bounty in the nick of time The
hungry petitioner, cheerfully acknowledging defeat in
a game of bluff, would then withdraw, pursued by
Miss Maunder’s invective.

All the same she was not infallible, and on occasions
hot protestations and even mutual recrimination rang

F
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to and fro across the counter. Appeal, ultimately -

carried to Mr. Maunder, was treated in much the same ™
way as it is by croupiers at Monte Carlo. A gentle- |
man’s word is his word. But it is as well not to. be -
the victim of too many mistakes. \

Maunder who was occupied with the stern respon51- X
bility of catering for the whim of the rich, had a way of .
recapitulating the orders from the begmnmg, addmg up ;
aloud as the count went on, thus:

Cadet. A strawberry ice, please, Maunder.

Maunder. One strawberry ice tuppence. .

Cadet. Oh, and a doughnut, while you 're about 1t ‘

Maunder. One strawberry ice one doughnut thrup-'

ence.
P Cadel. That’s just to go on with. Then in a bag I
want a stick of cream chocolate . . .

Maunder. One strawberry ice one doughnut one stick
of cream chocolate fourpence. ‘

Cadet (breathlessly) And a bottle of barley sugar
and a ‘My Queen’ and four Garry biscuits and half a
pound of cherries and a bottle of lemonade and one of *.
ginger-beer and-~that ’s all, I think.- '

Maunder (coming in a little behind, chanting, the
general effect being that of a duet in canon). One
strawberry ice one doughnut one stick cream chocolate
one bottle barley sugar one ‘My Qucen etc, etc., -
etc. . . . And a bag one an’ thruppence ’a’-penny.
Thank )ou sir. Next, please. .

On occasion demigods walked among the children':
of men. The visits of the Channel Fleet to Torbay
usually brought over one or two of a lately dep'u'ted "
term, now mldshlpmen by the grace of God and magm- "
ficent beyond conception. R

It was their pleasure, these immaculately clad v151tors
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to enter the canteen, greet Maunder with easy far_ni-
Jiarity and Miss Maunder with something approaching
gallantry, slap down a sovereign og the counter and
cry fre¢ stodge all yound. They would even unbend
further, dalying with a strawberry ice in token of their
willingness fo be as other men, and finally depart in a
cloud of cigarette smoke and hero-worship.

This vecord is not concerned with the fact that on
their return on board their ship, some hours later, one
suffered stripes for having forgotten to lock his chest
before he went ashore, and the other, being the most
junior of all the junior mudshipmen, was bidden swiftly
to unlace the sub’s boots and fetch his slippers.

‘To every dog his day.

Random memories such as these necessarily present
individuals and incid not 1n the seq of their
importanee in the cosmos as one sees it now, but as
they appeared to the wision of the Navel Cadet, whose
world was an amiable Chaos,

Thus the captain flickers through his kaleidoscope
an awesome bearded figure, infinitely remote from the
small affars of that teemung rabbit-warren of youth
More readily comes to mmd the picture of his lady
wife, white-haired, with clear eyes and gentle voice,
a memory h sled with i red
pots about the moulded stern-gallery and tea on Sunday
aftemoons in the spacious chintz-draped after-cabin*
with irksome football sprains, and brief puenle 1llnesses
made more endurable by her wisits to the cotside.

The commander, though less awesome than the
captain, approached s be mortal n that he stooped at
times to wrath, Hﬂ? was the cold eye before which the
more hardened rwiclactors quailed, his the rasping

%
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voice that jerked the {our terms to atten tion at Division:
each moming: ST

‘Young Gentlemen, ‘shun!’ o
. The English public schoolboy is conscious of youth
and takes the fact of being a gentleman for granted
But to hear himself addressed by a designation that
combined both qualities was a never-staling subjec
for inward mirth and a weird self-congratulation difficul
of analysis. It conveyed a hint of coming manhood an¢
responsibilities: it was the voice of the navy, bending
on the leading-strings, heard for the first time. .-

But on a plane far nearer earth stood the Tern
Lieutenants, each one the god and hero, the Big Brothe
of his term. That they, their Boxer or South Africar
medal ribbons, their tattoo-marks, County ot Inter
national caps, biceps, .and "all the things that wer
theirs, were the objects of their respective - Terms
slavish adulation, goes without saying. Bloody ¢én
counters between their self-appointed champions ove
an adverse criticism or doubt cast upon. a forgotte;
word was not unknown. . Two entire terms once joine:
battle and bled each other’s noses the length .am
breadth of the echoing ‘Skipper- Woods’ to clincl
some far-flung argument as to the merits of thei
respective ‘Loots.

There were but four Term Licutenants, and the
were picked from the wardrooms of the whole navy
Small wonder some three hundred grubby urchins fres!
from schocl found in them admirable qualities.

Their example and teaching were the moulds int
which, year by year, the molten metal of the navy’
officer-personnel was poured, thence to be scattere
. about the seven seas, tempered by winds and stres:

~and, in God’s good time, tested to the uitermost. -
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Peovidence beneatly their thumbs. But on board it
seerned they faded from ken, being rarely seen save at
elassed and musters, or when i pairs the Term percolated
through the wardraom for dessert, plastered as to the
hair, patent leather shod, to sip and cough over a glass
of ambrosial port at either elbow of their Lieutenant.

Seeing and unseen, knowing thewr Terms as only men
who spend thetr ives among men can know and under-
stand the cmbryo, they were the guiding invisible
wisdom behind the Cadet Captans, who outwardly
el

they wore ‘stand-up’ collars and a tnangular gold badge
op the left coff.

Mmor Authority in other guises was pgreeted much
the same 2s it is w all communities of hoyhood. * The
platitudes of notice boards no fellow with his heart in
the right place could be expected to remember over-well.
The acknowledged sway of instructors and masters was
targely 2 matter of knowing to a nicety how far an
adventurons spirit could go {in the realms of science
and frechand drawing 1t was a long way) before the

L L B

swy wuilili e was thelss, and they were Jus:

it had been from the beginning, ¥ were bus: thus
There was, however, one voice that sarcly repeated

an vrder, one court from which appeal,

if possibl
undreamed of—~that of the Cadet C:&p(ainl.7 ’llll:e;'- ":13;
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was without vexations tyranny, but it was an‘iron rule,
The selection of these Cadet Captains was done carefully,
and mistakes were few. The standard of the whole was
no mean one, and for three months the Lieutenart of
the First Term had been studying the raw material,
working with it, playing with it, talking to it—or rather
listening while it talked to him. . .. Thus Cadet Captains
were chosen, and the gueer eager loyalty with which
the rest paid them allegiance was the first stirring of
the quickened naval spirit, foreshadowing that strange
fellowship to be, brothertiood of discipline and control,
of austerity and a half-mocking affectionate tolerance.

To the Cadet Captains perhaps can be atfributed
the passage, almost untarnished through the years, of
the Britannia traditions. They were concerned, these
youthinl Justices of the Peace, with more than the
written law. It they enforced right enough, but with a
tolerance one might expect of fifteen summers’ adminis-
tering the foibles and rules of fifty. . On the other hand,
did a ‘New’ unbutton a single button of his monkey
jacket, a ‘Three’ deign to swing his keys, 2 ‘Sixer’
to turn up his trousers or tilt his cap on the back of his
head (the prerogative of the ‘Niner’ or Fourth Term),
.and Nemesis descended upon him ere he slept that
night. Nemesis, by virtue of its unblemished character
. and the favour its triangular badge found in the eyes
of the gods, was allowed to turn in half an hour after
- the remainder. It occupied itself during this time in
guzzling cocoa and biscuits smeared with strawberry
jam, provided for its delectation by the authorities—
* though the cost was said to be defrayed by the patents
of the common herd relegated to hammocks and ‘the
contemplation of this orgy out of one drowsy though
.envious eye. 3
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Biscnits finished, Nemesis would draw from his pocket
a knotted “togie’ of hemp, and, having removed traces
of jam from his features, proceed to administer summary
justice in the gloom where the hammocks swung.

It was, of course, grossly illegal and stigmatized by
the authorities as ‘a pernicious system of private and
unauthorized punishments.” But the altemative was
open to any who cared to appeal to Cacsar.  Appealing
o - ¥ oo

on
tim
by a bored bandsman,
So summary justice ruled, and it ruled in this wise:
‘Shove your knuckles outside that blanket—you
ncedn’t pretend to be asleep. . .
Chorus of snores deafemng in their realism and self-
conscious rectitude from the wrong-doer’s neighbours,
*You were slack attending belly-muster for the third
time running. . . .'
‘Iswear . ..
*Yon'd better not. You'll get six more for swearing. .."
‘Qwt’

‘Don’t make such a rux. . .’
’0\\'[‘

“If you yell you 'l get doubte.”
- Owl' -

“That ’s for being slack. Now the other hand. . . .
That’s for “nerving™’ (modernized==swanking) *wath
your t!llumbs in your beckets. . . .’

Oowl’

Belly-muster. *Belly-muster,” as its name gracefully mples,
was o parade of lightly -clad suspects 10 procession past the sick-
bay while the fynx-cyed surgeon scanned each brisket for traces
of jnarpient chicken-pox rash
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‘Shut up!  Stick your knuckles out properly.” -
‘T swear I didn’t—ow! . . . Good night.’ ~

Memories, ah, memories! Haphazard but happy as
only the far-off things can seem, half revealed through:
the mist of years. Grim old cradle of the Eternal Navy;
there lies on my desk a blotting-pad hewed from your
salt timbers; it mhay be that some whimsical ghost
strayed out of it to provoke these random recollections::
Does it, 1 wonder, ever unite  with other ghosts {rém.
chiselled garden-seat or carved candlestick, and’ there
on the moonlit waters of the Dart refashion, rib by rib,”
keel and strake and stempost, a Shadow Ship? . ™ ;

And what of the Longshoremen Billies .that plied
~ for hire between the shore and after-gangway—Jolnnie
* Farr (whom the Good Lawd durstn’t love), Hannaford
of the wooden leg, and all the rest of that shell-backed
fraternity? Gone to the haven of all good ships and’
sailormen: and only the night wind, abroad beneath-
the stars, whispers to the quiet hills the tales of sharks
‘and pirates and the Chiny seas that-once were yours
" and ours. X - S
. . But what familiar {aces throng ohce more the old

decks and cluster round the empty ports!  Is it only to
~{ond memory that you seemed the cheeriest and noblest,

or did some beam of the glory to be yours stray out

" . of the Hereafter and paint your boyish faces thus, O
.best-remembered from those far-off days? N

" You crowd too quickly now, you whose fair narmies

- are legion, so that the splendour of your sacrifices blurs
and intermingles. The North Sea knows you and the

. hidden Belgian minefields; the Aurora Borealis was the:
.. candle that lit some to bed, and the surf on the beaches
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of Gallipoli murmurs to others a never-ending lullaby,
Ostend and Zeebrugge will not forget you, and the
countless tales of your passing shall be the sword hilt
on which our children’s children shall cut their tecth,

From out of that Shadow Ship lying at her monrings
off the old Mill Creck come the faint cchocs of your
boyish voices floating out across the placud tide. Could
we but listen hard enough we might catch some message
of good hope and encouragement from you who have
had your day:

We are the dead
‘Lo you from falling hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high

If ye break fuih with us who dic,
We shall not steep

There shall be no faith broken  God rest you merry,
Gentlemen.

*y
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CRICKET
AN Essay oN Jonx Nyren's ‘THE
Young CrRICKETER'S TuTOR'
Cuanriis WinsLey

"PuE history of cricket is still to write. It has been made
by a hundred heroes; it is distingnished by a thousanc
feats of prowess; but where, save in the hieroglyphic
of the score-books, shall we find an adequate record:
Literary tact, the faculty of translating action intc
words—these qualitics are seldom the birthright of the
warrior. Tt is his to {urnish the material of another’s
romance, and Caesar’s Commentaries are, in a sense, mor(
remarkable than the conquest of Gaul. The hand o
the cricketer is so ready and humble a servant of hi
eye and brain that he can seldom explain the effect:
which his confidence and dexteritly produce. His pane
gyricis a flat statement of runs and wickets; his criticisn
1s no subtler than the division of good from bad. ‘And
while the sportsman is content with achicvement, th
writer is seldom equipped with the knowledge, or in
spired with the enthusiasm which turn the pedani
into an historian: so that the tale of the cricket-fiek
is told only at haphazard and in disjointed chapters
Once only have Man and the Qccasion met, and the
result was John Nyren's Cricketers of My Time, @
fragment, it is truc, but a fragment incomparably
brilliant and vivid. o
Of John Nyren we know no more than he vouchsafe:
to tell us, and as he did not, like some writers of a late
age, turn the prowess of others to his own aggrandise-
. 170 .
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ment, that is little enough. But he was born at Hamble-
don, the ‘Attica’ of the game, in 1763, and was the
son of old Richard Nyren, who captained the most
famous eleven ever sent into the field. The father, who
kept the Bat and Ball Inn on Broad Halfpenny, and
was the guardian of the ground where the Hamble-
donians were wont to conquer Lngland, gave his son
the smatterings ot least of education. A ‘worthy old
Jesuit’ taught him Latin, and was doubtless responsible
for that habit of trite quotation which 15 the peculiar
vanity of Nyren's style. * But cricket and the fiddle were
his favourite purswits. He pictures himself a village
Orpheus and for many years his music protected the
ultry-yard against the assaults of gipsies. Herein,
owever, he is scarce comparable to John Small, the
Elger—ﬂmt celebrated batsman who, in 1778, rr:ade
HENS TStk e T S i e i
confronted by a vicious bull, and owed his life to the
soothing strains of hus instrument. But, at Hambledon,
music was cricket’s only rival. Is it not recorded of
Tom Sucter, the wicket-keeper, that he had a “sweet
counter-tenor voice,’ and was he not wont to join George
Lear, the peerless long-stop, in a glee at the ‘Bat and
Ball* on Broad Halipenny?

Among_these humanest of sportsmen John Nyren
grew up. His memory carried him back to 1776, Hamble-
don's patriarchal age. Two years later he ‘became a
sart of farmer's pony to his native club.’ He was the

. friend of heroes, and the witness of many a feat of arms
Beldham he had knovm, and the redoubtable Dawid
Harris, and he requited the privilege of their acquaint-
ance by giving their portraits imperishable to the world,

3
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Though his book is his securest title to fame, he was-
by no means a contemptible cricketer, When:he was
no more than eighteen, he played for England against
his own club and distinguished himself by ‘his daring.
_aclivity in the field. Nor did he make his last appear-.
ance in a public match until 1817, and he watched the
progress of the game, until his death in 1837, with-the.
growing solicitude of an ancient conservative, to whom
the smallest innovation meant ruin. . On the field he was
overshadowed by his father, ‘the chosen general’of all
the matches,’ ‘the King Arthur of the Hambledonian
round table,” and his triumphs with bat or ball--he was’
left-handed in either province—are long since forgotten:
But bis book remains unique in its energy of -appre:
ciation, as in its faithful record of an unparallcled
achievement. ' oo

The Young Cricketcr's Tutor—such was its first title=—
was published in 1833, almost half a century after.the
famous eleven was dispersed. Yet it may be described
as the Hambledoniad, for it is nothing less than Hamble-
don’s Epic. Nyren’s ancient colleagued were all dead
—all save Beldham or ‘Silver Billy." The years which
Nyren had spent at Bromley in the printing of calicoes
might have created a fresh interest, but it was his
wisdom and it is our good fortune that he still wrote
and thought only of Broad Halfpenny or Windmill
Down. The cricket of a later age had made small im:'
pression upon him. He dedicates his book to Mr. William
. Ward, who had then gained ‘the largest hands’ upon’
. record, who, playing against Norfolk at Marylebone_in-

1820, made the comfortable scare of 278, and who was-
the only batsman, before the advent of W. G. Grace,
completely to master the bowling of the world, And et
he confesses that he had seen but little of his play; and
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had his famiharity been of every day, 1t {5 cestain that
he would have preferred the more rigorous style of
Lord Frederick Beanclere and Beldham, the invincible.

But of his legitimate enthusiasm there is no doubt,
He speaks of Hambledon with irrepressitle zest and
gusto. Cricket {or him stands high above those weightier
pursuits which boast an appearance at least of senous-
ness. The game was the absorbing interest of his life,
the sole contemplation of his untinng intelligence.
Hartis, the bowler, was in Ius eyes nothing less than

innkeeper {rom North'Chapel, was sent i last but one,
when ten runs remained to get. *There was Sir Horace
Mann,' writes Nyrten, ‘walking about, outside the
ground, cutting down the dasies wath his stick—a
habit with him when he was agitated, the old farmers
feaning forward upon their tall old staves, and the
whole multitude perfectly still.' Tt is 2 picture of guiet
enthusiasm (Nyren's pages are full of such thinzs),
unspailt by a touch of flippancy or a suggestion that
cricket is but 2 trifling sport. Indved, there 15 scarce
another writer, except Pindar, porhaps, and Hazhtt,
the panegyrist of Cavanagh, who has approached the
triumphs of athleticism in Nyren's spint of grave
admiration,

The style, alas, is too often shpshod.  The prous Jesuit,
who imparted the rudiments of Latin, did not resolve
the my=teries of English grammar, and Nyren 15 foun]
tripping on every page. But there 1s abundant com-
pensation for the frequent solecisms in a vigorous
vocabulary and a vivid picturesqueness; and Nyten
can sketch you a portrait or imagime you a . \
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the jnstinct of an artist. Take, for instance; the de- -

scription of Tom Walker, one of two brothers— .
clod—stumpers,’ he calls them—Wwho joined the Hamble--
as i

knocked 2 out from Harris's bowling, bW ever Saw
any blood upon s hands—you migh as we
attempt 10 phi i mmy.’ And when YO

ebotomize 2 mu .
a ‘hard, ungain

add thereto the reminiscence of | SCTag- v’
of-mutton frame, wilted app\e-john face, you wonder. L
how this villager could imitate even for 2 phrase the . -

’

trick of Burton's Anatomy. Tor in this enterprise his e
editor, Charles Cowden Clarke, could scarce have
helped him, and Nyren's gifts of expression and de-" .
scription aré doubtless all his own. Though accuracy
is ot the historian’s first necessity, it is curious to note .

that here Beldham circumstant'\ally gives Nyren the lie:

+1 have seen Tom W ¢

his bieeding fingers 10 the dust!’ David used to say .
he liked ‘1o ind him. But fifty years enfeebles the
stoutest memory, and the one is at least as credible

. _ as the other.

At times Nyren falls into the sin of tall-writing, and
there are Pages which clamour {for the pruning—kniie.
His paean 0 strong drink—to0 quote an example—is
something unchastened, though you aré persuaded o
his sincerity when, in conclusion, he declares that ‘the
smell of the ale comes upon him as freshly as the nev
May fowers. but on every page you may note th
inevitably right use of words and a literary sense, Ur
common, indeed, in 2 prophet of sport. When Beldhat
cut balls ‘at the point of the bat,’ ‘their speed,’ 54
Nyren, 'was as the speed of thought.’ That is the tr
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cpic_ touch which gives Nyren a place apart from the
gossips and reporters, to whom the chironicle of the
cricket field has been resigned.  Yet herce too Beldham,
with a certamn pedantry, is at variance with Nyren,

.

H ' .
T o 5 . .

phlegmatic and imperturbed, he describes as the
*\Washington of Cnchet.” Whle others think they have
done their duty if they have written down Dawid Harris
a fine bowler, Nyren is eloquent of Ius ‘noble delivery,’
and gives you so vivid a presentment of the man and
his action, that you would recognize hum at once 1f you
met him in the Shades. Sucter's prowess 1s beyand
dispute, when you are told that numbeiless times
Nyren saw him™ ‘stump a2 man out with Brrett’s troe
mendous bowhng,' Again, ‘the ball scemed to go intn
him,’ says Nyren of George Lear; ‘he was as sure of it as
if he had been a sandbank’; and the type of the kg
stop,is fixed for all ime  The book 1s wntten from entd
to end, not only with spint, but with the observation
that is born of ntelligenee, and this makes it the mrre
strange that Nyren should have divided the credit watn
his editor, Cowden Clatke. When the book made ats
- - . CONE eemtad fe b Gentlenan's
. . o ' alone, while
- ' P heitate to
assert that Nyren borrowed another’s pen. DBut, in
Mr. Clarke’s Introduction, there 15 no word of cdl_lorgal
as Nyren's style differs widely in its

supervision, and, 2 3
virtues and in jts vices from Cowden Clarke’s welle
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ordercd and pcdestrian manner, there 15 N0 reaspn;t_q"_
discredit the title-page or t0 rob Nyren of the dist'mctxon -
that belongs to him. - -0
1{ Hambledon was fortunate in her historian, Nyren
was thrice happy in his theme. Cricket, as played upon
Proad Halfpenny or Windmill Down, was ofill in.its
infancy, and, when the Club beat an Eleven of England, it
was indeed an infancy of gold. Though the possibﬂit{cé of
the game Wert either andreamt of dismissed as hideous
nightmare, there is 1o oubt that, when Harris: an
PBeldham, ohn Small and the Walkers, met for prac'tia
on the first Tuesday in May, the old style-'had been

carried to perfection- How Hambledon, 2 Hampshire -~

village, became the capital of cricket, 18 unknowTy, but -
true it is that the Hambledon Club, from 1750 undil
its dissolution about forty years aiter,,imposed-its jaws
- upon England. The iron frame, through < which any bat’ .
of suspected dimensions Was passcd, and allowed of -
rejected accordingly,’ was kept at Hambledon; att
Hambledon also new rules were drafted and discussed
Rome’s conquest of the world is not-morc'rcm‘arkab e
fhan this supremacy: - The gentry Were Joyal in their
support, but it was the villagers who achieved the most
brilliant triumphs, and the cleven Was essentially an
eleven of pro{essionals. Yet there was nothing Ppro-
fessional in the zest with which they practised, the
enthusiasm with which they supported the honour 0
their club. Every Tuesday they met on the ground
which was Richard Nyrens especial care, and would
drive as far as twenty miles for @ few hours’ practice.’
Though the most of Nyren's criticisms areé applicabh
. {o the modern style, it should be remembered that, whe!
the Club was established, the conditions of the gam
were quite other than to-day. True, the_\'vickets. we
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match, The first volume of Lillywhite's Scores is a-
practical panegyric of Hampshire cricket. And magnifi-
cent as was the prowess of the eleven which snatched
so many victories from England, the team which John
Nyren knew best, and most highly esteemed, was yet -
more highly distinguished. o
In David Harris it possessed the king of bowlers, the
first perfecter of the length-ball, the hero to whom the
essential progress of cricket is due.  For as without fine
bowling, fine batting is impossible, so it was the advent -
of Harris which lifted the batsman’s art out of the region
of experiment, and absolved the greatest game in the.
world from the mere suspicion of kinship with hockey..
He delivered the ball with monumental grace and.
serenity. His action, though underhand, was high, and
he seemed ‘to push the ball from him.” And, says
Beldham, ‘his bowling rose almost perpendicular,’
whence the legend of Walker's stricken knuckles.
Harris, in fact, was a classic among bowlers. Though he
was ahvays effective, though he captured innumerable.
wickets, he sacrificed form and elegance to nothing, and
in Nyren's description hie remains the ideal of nobility
and state. ,
Then, Beldham had an easy and perfect command
of the bat. At all points he is reputed excellent. He was
one of the first batsmen—with Fennex, of whom Nyren .
has not a word—to practise forward play, and though

, " - he says (with what truth we know not) that for thirty

years he averaged forty-three runs a match, he never .
departed from his high standard of ‘grace, animation, -
and concentrated energy.” Well might Nyren esteem
it ‘one of the finest treats in cricketing to see this ad-

- mirable man in with the beautiful bowling of Harris.’.

"Thus in a Jater age men delighted to watch Fuller Pilch: -
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pitted against Lillywhite, and so long as Dr, Grace was
bere to face the bowling of Lohmann or Attewell, we
tno might enjoy a pleasure as keen as Nyren's was,
when David Harris taxed the skill of *Silver Bully.” And
the rest of the eleven—Smalt and the Walkers, Wells
and Noah Mann—and the deeds which they diq. are
they not written in the chronicle of Nyren? No side in
England had the smallest chance against these heroes,
and when, in 1791, they met twenty-two of Middlesex,
they made the best of good fights and lost only by
three wickefs.

Such are the men whose prowess John Nyren com-
memoratrs, Were it not for his record, we should know
naught of Hambledon and its glories. And though the
game has travelled far from its cradle, it was upon
Broad Halfpenny that 1t first attained perfection.
Nyren, hike the David Harris of hus generous enthusiasm,
was hamsell a classic.  To him the means were always
more. important than the end. Run-getting was a
necessity; no doabt, but of far greater importance than
a long score was elegance of attitude and gesture.
*We prided ourselves,” says this simple countryman,
‘upon a certain grace tn movement and fimshed wr,’
and one can eastly understand that the Walkers, who
‘totled Like tars on horseback,” were a legitimate source
of merriment to the Club,

To treat a straight ball with disdam was, 1 these
days of unruffied serenjty, the unpardonable sin, and
the vulgar howi, wherewith a mob, exultng inits
shillings, once greeted Shrewsbury’s patient and legiti-
mate display, would have been unintelhigible to the
ancient worshippers of form. But a century ago afl
the accessories of cricket had a stateliness which 1s
fatking to-day. Lake ¥ cricket has exct d
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the patron for a paying public, and:‘gate-moncy’-
usurps the place which once belonged to Sir Horace
Mann and Sir Frederick Beauclerc. Truly there is. a
gain in freedom—ior cricket as for letters—but that.
will scarce compensate for {he loss of dignity.

Where now shall we match the enthusiasm of the
Earl of Dorest, who carried his zeal for cricket to the
Embassy at Paris, and would have encountered cleven’
of his countrymen on French soil, had not the Revolution
intervened? A crowd at the Oval is impressive after
its fashion, though it can hardly be more: inspiriting to,
the ‘young artist’ (as Nyren would say) than the
presence of a dozen connoisseurs, and there is still the
danger that ignorant criticism may injure the game as,
and it could, it would wreck the craft of letters. .

‘However, in Hampshire, cricket-was leisurely” and
‘refined. It took two days to make 167, and the self-
respecting batsman disdained to swell his ‘score by a
bad hit. Nyren always reserves his choicest approval
for tricks of pose or effects of elegance. He is silent of
Beldham’s scores, but he thinks it would have delighted.
an artist ‘to seec him make himsell up to hit a ball’
"Again "Phidias would certainly have taken -Harris for
a model,’ and the graceful curve of the arm, where-
with this unrivalied bowler raised the ball to his fore-
head, is nearer the writer's heart than the capture of a
hundred wickets. Were Nyren a critic he would cling to
Claude, despite the gaudy triumphs of the modern school,
and Pope were more to his taste than Wordsworth. or.
 Browning. Or, to put the case in another way, he was a
determined enemy of realism. To him it mattered not
how the runs came, or whether they came at all, solong.
as the bowler and batsman were guiltless of solecism.
Att for art’s sake was his doctrine, and his judgment
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£ drmbed by anything so misleady 2

O th2 ssbiect of bowling he was stemly conservative.
I cthar respests hus kints to the young cricketer are
practical and sound; but when he warns the bowler
3zaisst the adviee given by Lambert to fwis! the ball,
arsteriy asd 2 love of an older fashion are carried too
far. It i not ke modem policy to despise a single
artisee, and Dr. Grace expressly lays it down that a
bewizz, 1i k2 hope to exeel, must * get some break on the
ball® Hawever, Nyren was the king of purists, and he
its, in another passage, that though Nosh Mann,
3 *a carve 1o the ball the whole way,’ frequently
atiained the ‘chief end,’” hs was not mn itself ‘the first-
rate style’-—a confession which indeed makes light of
‘mc\:c\s‘in comparison with an vnblemished manner.
LIS v .

B s pravauutl. 126 1 convinced that any relaxation
v§ the rule will destray cricket by placing all batsmen on
an equality, and thus robbing the game of its subitlety
and finesse.  Whole he partienlarly disclaims prejudic,
he bolds that whatever David Harris did must needs be
right, and that shoevcr dare do more is a traitus to his
at. Evenin Nyren's day the game was already too long”
the bat bad achisved 2 complete mastery of the ball,
¥ that sczme refomm was pectssary to equalize_the

L 'crc:sT Let e ibone Club increase
Nyren, and lengthen
& aze <f zemals with him, A
Tonsfetfiom: Heappealsto

the bails. The g
tredelverrshnmoste
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Mr. Ward for aid and encouragement, and readily
prophesies the destruction of the game.

Well: the bowling of to-day is freed of all trammels
save one, and the game is played with greater skill than
ever. Demson writing in 1846, still proclaimed Harris
- the greatest bowler the world had seen. But in 1846
a new rule permitted the bowler’'s arm to be raised to
the shoulder, and Shaw and Southerton, Spofforth and
Steel, have o’ershadowed the most brilliant achievements
of the Hambledonian champion. ,

The history of the innovation is characteristic. The
laws of cricket have always been modified by panic.
Tt-was the Tom Walker so often mentioned that first
promulgated the heresy, and to Nyren’s delight his
efforts were condemned as ‘foul play.” Then for a while.
the heresy slumbered, until Willes, of the Sussex Eleven,
revived it. To him Lambert was an ally, and in 1811
- such players as Aislabie, Ward, and Osbaldiston wete
frightened into revolt. DBut already Lillywhite and
Broadbridge had been initiated, and fifteen-years later
it was their fortune to fight the real battle, with the
" aid of Mr. Knight and The Sporting Magazine. In
1828 it was enacted that no-ball should be called if any
. part of the arm or hand were above the elbow at the time
“ of delivery, and once more a new fashion-of bowling
created a freer, more confident style of batting. -

Not only had the round-arm ball all the twist and work
which the pious Nyren deprecated, but it came even
quxcker from the pitch than did Harris’s miraculous and
mysterious underhands. Eighteen years more and the!
" bowler might lift his arm to his shoulder, and wherfl
.- in 1862, John Lillywhite (by a curious xrony the son
" the ancient rebel} no-balled Willsher for raising his aﬁ*
above his shoulder, a further change was nccessar;
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thelaw.  And now the bowler is as free as ar, so lng as
he neither throws nor jerks, Meanwhile the prophecies
T SOUE TOT MRS, SRS R

clemént of ocrlmnl) bv'mg added b:\tsmcu lm\c p'-t-
formed undreamed-of feats. Cricket, in fact, is in no
danger of death by small scores,  On the contrary, with
all the resources of an untrammelled action, the ball is
stil] the bat's inferior.

To this result gcni\{s has no doubt contnbuted. For

sixties, and were the great talents before the advent of
W.G.Grace  And what, we wonder, would be Nyren's

t upon the Ch ? Had he seen the iz-
comparable W. G. at hus zenith placing the balls whese
he plc:m.d, and sustaining an unequal contest with tke
bm\hn;; strenpth of Engi:md wculd he sml ha\e masted

[ =t

now is a commonphcc. was (or b 2 sign of 1 m\* I
The combination of prudence with energy,
with defence, which charactenzed the Doc
was unheard and unthought half a centw
the C ion was the Shak of
created a convention of us own, In hs sty
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either littleness nor affectation.’ Unlike the Hamble-
{onians, he never sacrificed the.end to the means. His
sffect was too large for elegance, and you are quite cetr
tain (to adopt Nyren's phrase) that Phidias would have
preferred Beldham for his model. But W. G. united in
his own talent the prowess of all the champions from
Beldham to his own day. He understood that the
batsman’s object is to make runs, and he knew (none
better) that runs are to be made only by obedience t¢
the laws of cricket. Others have turned aside from the
main purpose to cultivate a.grace of pose, a beauty of
attitude. And they have their reward: they are the lyric
poets of their craft. But the Doctor preferred an
austerity of gesture. He was monumental, Egyptian
rather than graceful, and flourish of ficelle would have
- .been a viclation of his style. D P
- Now ‘the-ancients, who above all loved an elaborate
gesture, would haply not have thrilled at the Doctor’s
simple mastery. And yet Nyren was far too intelligent
a critic of the game not to appreciate so straight a bat,
so fierce a defence, so masterful a control over the ball
as was the Champion’s. With what gusto he would
have recorded old Shaw's complaint: ‘I put the ball
where I please, and he puts it where he pleases!” With
what delight would he, who adored legitimate artifice,
bave witnessed that absolute perfection of placing!
With what amazement would he, who wondered at the
‘long hands’ of William Ward, have contemplated
Dr. Grace’s unsurpassed scores! . LT
Indeed, were he to revisit the upper earth, he would .
be rather astonished than sorrowful. His frank énthu-
siasm would at once convince him that his prophecies
of decay were unwarranted, that the game of to-day, -
though it would seem strange enough on-Broad Halfs,
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- i stil] great, even heroe.  And yet perhaps, with
m:\'.ési;\lmgr f\dmimuon of defence, he mght have
preferted the dogeed and invincible Shrewsbury, who
phayed the game with an excellent prudence. The com-
L5 v Y S | ER A "

existence, the captan can exerase the privilege of
expulsion. Dut Shrewsbury never stayed at s post
for ane hour and seven minutes without making 2 run

Qn the contrary, he could ut as hard and scire as {reely
a5 the best. His disdain of wide balls was completely
justified; and why, if the mob must have a victim, did
it not assail the bowler who practised a trick already
=iale @ century ago? Tom Walker 15 said on one occa-
sion to hane Tecened 170 balls from David Harris and

l‘x‘»“@l:]a\ltasif\g\emm Bt Shrewshurs was nab smank 1o

ey muwu dUUSL certamly endarse,
wauld that he were alve to do ‘]mﬁccylo our mani?;g
goriest For he bad but a single prejudice, and he
alone among cricketers tempers a genuine instinet of
letters with a knowledge of the game. Indeed no
player, whether young or old, can choose a better com-
panion than Nyten's Thior, whick, after inety years
and unnumbered Tevolutions, is stll a monument of
sane eriticism and vivid portraityre,
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ONE of the most striking features of the present-day

cult of The Child is the fact that whereas school stories -:

were formerly written to be read by schoolboys, they -
are now written to be read—and are read with avidity -
—by grown-up persons. : '

This revolution has produced some abiding results. -
In the first place, school stories are much better written.
than they were. Secondly, a certain proportion of the
limelight has been shifted from the boy to the master;
with the result that school life is now presented in a
more true and corporate manner. Thirdly, school stories
have become less romantic, less sentimental, more coldly
psychological. They are tinged with adult worldliness,
and, too often, with adult pessimism. As literature
they are an enormous advance upon their predecessors;
but what they have gained in savoir faire they appear
to have lost in joie de vivre.

Let us enter upon the ever-fascinating task of com- -
paring the old with the new.

To represent the ancients we will take that immortal
giant, Tom Brown. With him, as they say in legal
circles, Eric. Many people will say, and they will be
right, that Tom Brown would make a much braver
show for the old brigade if put forward alone, minus
his depressing companion. But we must bear in mind. s
that it takes more than one book to represent a literary-
era. 'We will therefore call upon Tom Brown and Eric -

186 Lo
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Williams between them to represent the schoolboy of
a bygone age.

Most of s make Tom Brown’s acquaintance in early
youth. Ve fortify ourscives with a course of him before
going ta school for the first time—at the age of twelve
or thereabouts—and we quickly realize, even at that |
tender age, that there were giants in those days.

Have you ever considercd Tom Brown's first day at
school? "No?  Then observe. He was called at hall-
past two in the morning, at the Peacock Inn, Islington,
and by three o'clock was off as an ‘outside’ upon the
Tally-Ho Coach, mn the small hours of a November
merming, on an eighty-mile drive to Rugby.

He arrived at his destination just in time to take dinner
in Hall, chaperoned by his new friend East, and then,
duce Old Brooke, plunged wnto that histonc football
match between the Schoolhouse and the School—sixty
on one side and two hundred on the other. Modern

T - o N T 'y stiff
battle

o b . were
filled with surpnse and rapture at achieving a goal
after only sixty minutes’ play (‘A goal 1n an hour!
Such a thing had not been done 1n a Schaolhouse match
these five years.”)

In the course of the game Tom was knocked over
while stopping a rush, and as the result of spending some
minutes at the bottom of a heap of humanity com-
posed of a goodly praportion of his two hundred oppo-
nents, was finally bauled out 'a motionless body.” How-
ever, he recovered sufficiently to be able to entertain
LEast to tea and sausages 1o the Lower Fifth School,
After a briet interval for ablution came supper, followed
by a free-and-easy musical entertainment in the School-
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house hall, which included singing, a good deal.of
indiscriminate beer-drinking, and the famous-speech
of Old Brooke. Tom, it is hardly necessary to- say,
obliged with a song—'with much applause.”. . .

Then came prayers, and Tom’s first glimpse of the
mighty Amold. (We may note here that a-new boy of
the old days was not apparently troubled by tiresome
regulations upon the subject of reporting himself to his
housemaster on arrival) Even then Tom’s first day
from home was not over, for before retiring -to his’
slumber he was tossed in a blanket three times. - Not a-
bad record for a boy of twelve! And yet we flatter
ourselves that we live a strenuous life.

Customs have changed in many respects since Tom
Brown's time. Public schoolboys of eighteen or nineteen
do not now wear beards, neither do they carry pea-
shooters. Our athletes array themselves for battle in
the shortest of shgrts and the thinnest of jerseys. - The
participators in ‘the three-hour Schoolhouse match
merely took off their jackets and hung them upon the
railings or trees. We are told, however, with some pride,
that those who meant real work added their hats,
waistcoats, neck-handkerchiefs, and braces! "What of
those who did not? Again, a captain does not nowa-
days ‘administer toco’ upon the field of battle to sub-
ordinates who have failed to prevent the enemy from
scoring a try. Again, no master of to-day would dare’
to admit to a boy that he ‘does not understand’ cricket,
or for that matter draw parallels between cricket and
Aristophanes for the benefit of an attentive audience
in a corner of the playing-field during a school match.
, But we accept all these incidénts in Tom Brown
- . without question. We never dream of doubting that_
they occurred, or could have occurred. Arthur, we'admit,-
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i, a rare bird, but he is eredible. Even East's religious
difficulties, or rather his anxiety to discuss them, are
made convincing. The reason is that Tom Brows contains
nothing that is alien from human rature—scheolboy
human nature. It is the real thing all through. Across
the ages Tom Brown of Rugby speaks to Btown minor
{alse, possibly, of Rugby) with the voice of a brother.
Details may have changed, but the essentials are the
same. 'How dilfferent,” we say, 'but oh, how likel®

Not so at all times with Ersc, or Laitle by Lattle. Here
we miss the robust philistinism of the cternal schoolboy,
and the atmosphere of reality which pervades Tom
Brown, We feel that we are not Hving a story, but
merely reading it. Eric does not ring true, We sus-
pect the reverend author—to employ an expression
which his hero would never have used — of “talking
through his hat.’

None of us desirc to scoff at true piety or moral
loftiness, but we feel instinctively that in Eric these
‘virtues are somewhat indecently paraded. ‘The school-
Doy is essentially a matter-of-fact animal, and extremely
{c.(iocng. H,c is not wsvally concerned with the state of

MrWAL AU Suadi AP, vl LN lAUce, ddIC s latier and
Squire Brown. Here are the Squre’s meditations as to
the advice be should give Tom before saying good-bye:

T won't tell him to read b Bible, and luve and scrve God,
i be don't do that for tus mother's sake 2nd teaclung, ke
won't for mine, Shall I go into the sort of femptations he )
tacet with? No, I can't do that  Never du ‘or an old fellow -
v go mto such things with 2 buy  He won « understand me.

Lim more hann than good. ten to are  Shall [ tell Bim .
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to mind his work, and say he ’s sent to school to make himself
a good scholar? Well, but he isn’t sent to school for that
—at any rate, not for that mainly. I don’t care-.a straw for
Greek particles, or the digamma; no more does his mother.
What is he sent to school for? Well, partly because he wan?ed
so to go. Tf he'll only turn out a brave, helpful, tmth-t,elhng
Englishman, and a gentleman, and a Christian, that 5 all
I want. o -

Now compare Eric’s father in one of his public
appearances. That worthy but tiresome gentleman
suddenly descends upon the bully Barker, engaged n
chastising Eric. ;

There had been an unobserved spectator of the whole scene,
in the person of Mr. Williams himself, and it was his strong
hand that now gripped Barker’s shounlder. He was "greatly
respected by the boys, who all knew his tall handsome figurc
by sight, and he frequently stood a guiet and pleased observer
of their games. The boys in the playground came crowding
round, and Barker in vain struggled to escape. Mr. Williams
held him firmly, and said in a calm voice, ‘I have just seer
you treat one of your schoolfellows with the grossest violence
. It makes me blush for you, Roslyn boys,” he continued, turning
to the group that surrounded him, ‘that you can even fo
a moment stand by unmoved, and see such things done. Now,
mark; it makes no differcnce that the boy who has been hur
is my own son; I would have punished this scoundrel who
ever it had been, and I shall punish him now.” With these
words he lifted the riding-whip which he happened to bt
carrying, and gave Barker by far the severest castigation he
had ever undergone. He belaboured him till his sullen obst-
nacy gave way to a roar for mercy, and promises never so tc
offend again. o

" At this crisis he flung the boy from him with a 'phew’ of

. disgust, and said, ‘I give nothing for your word; but if ever

" you do bully in this way again, and I see or hear of it, yout

present punishment shall be a trifie to what I shall then ad-

minister. At present, thank me for not informing your master.'

So saying, he made Barker pick up the cap, and, turning away,
walked home with Eric leaning on his arm.
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Poor Eric!  What chance can a boy have had whose
egregions parent insisted npon outraging every canon
of schoolboy law on his behalf?  We are not altegether
surprised to read, a Jittle Iater, that though from that
day Lne was never troubled with personal vialence
from Barher, ‘rancour smouldered deep in the heart of
the baflled tyrant.”

Then, as already nated, the atmosphere and incidents
of Eric {ail to carry conviction,  Making every allowance
for the eccentricities of people who lived uxty years
ago, the modem boy simply refuses to credit the dea
of members of a ‘decent’ schoul indulging in *a supenor
titter* when one of their number performed the every-
day feat of breaking down in translation He finds it
hard to believe that Owen {(who is labelled with damning
enthusiasm ‘a boy of mental supenonty’) would really
report another boy for kicking hum, and quite meredible
that after the kicter had been flogged the virtuous
Owen should ‘have the keen mortiication of secing
“Owen is a sneak™ written up all about the walls”
As for Eric and Russell, sitting on a green bank beside
POl riast s o weRe

'

1
illumination*; and no schoolmaster under any cireum-
stances ever ‘lud a gentle hand’ upon a schoolboy’s
head, A hand, possibly, but not a gentle one  Lower
School boys are not given Aeschylus to read, and af
they were they would not waste their pliy-hours dis-
cussing the best rendenng of a particulacly hnotty
passage ocenrrng in a lesson happily over and done
with,



If the first half of Eric is overdrawn and. improbable.
the second is rank melodrama—and bad melodrama
at that. The trial scene is.impossibly theatrical, .and
Russell’s illness and death-bed deliverances are an out-
rage ‘on schoolboy reserve. S

Listen again to one Montague, a sixth-form boy wht
has caught a gang of dormitory roysterers preparing
an apple-pie bed for him. Does he call them ‘cheeky
young swine,” and knock their heads together? Nol-

By heavens, this is-foo bad!’ he exclaimed, stamping hit
foot with anger. ‘\Vhat have I cver done to you young black
guards that you should treat me thus. Have I ever beer
a bully? Have I cver harmed one of you? And you, too
Vernon Williamst’ . :

The little boy {rembled and looked ashamed under his glance
of sorrow and scorn. . - -

*Well, I know who has.put you up to this; but You shal
not escape so. I shall thrash you, cvery one.’ L

Very quictly he suited the action to the word, sparing
none.

These silent, strong men!
Again, do, or did, English schoolboys ever behave
like this? T

Vernon hid his face on Eric's shoulder; and, as his Lrothe
stooped over him and folded him to his heart, they crie
in silence, for there seemed no more to say, until, wearie
with sorrow, the younger fell asleep; and then Eric carret
?gm ;c(x;derly downstairs, and laid him, still half sleeping, up o
his bed. ’

The characters in Evic are far superior to the incidents
They may be exaggerated and irritating, but they are
consistently drawn. Wildney is a true type, and stil
exists. Russell is a fair specimen of a“‘good’ boy
though it is difficult to feel for him the tenderness whict
most of us extend, perhaps furtively, to Arthur in Tvir
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Lroxn. But some of the masters are beyond compre.
hensitn. Trous but depressing pedagogues of the type
of Mr. Rose (wfio at moments of ensis, 1t wiff be remetn-
besed, was usually to be found upon his hnees in the
School Libragy, eblivicus of the greater privacy and
comfort offered by Ins bedroom) have faded from our
midst.  Their place to-day 15 occupied by efficient and
unscntimental young men i fancy wasteoats,

Buat the book for clear types 1s Tom Browa. East,
the two Brookes, and Arthur —we recogmze them all,
There is Flashman the bully—an epitome of all bullies,
He is of an everlasting pattern. And there is that
curiously attractive person Martin, the scientist, with
his jackdaw and his chemucal research, and s chronie
impecuniosity.  You remember how he used to barter
his allowance of candles for birds' eggs, with the result
that in those pre-gas-and-clectnaty days, he was
reduced to domg his preparation by the gluw of the fire,
or ‘by the light of a flanng cotton wick, wsuing from a
ginger-beer bottle full of come doleful composition’?
Lastly, there is Amold himself  He 15 only revealed fo
us in glimpses: he emerges now and then like 2 mountain-
peak from clouds, but 1~ nane the less imposting for that,

What impression { bygone schoolboy hife do Tont
Brown and Crsc mahe vfon our mnds”

The outstanding sensation appesrs to be thus, that
fifty years ago lfe at schoul was more spacons than
now-—more full of madent and vanety  In those days
a boy’s spare time was by own  How ddid Be spend bfs
hall-holidays? I he was a good buy—gued 1n the bad
sense of the word—he went and sat upen a fufl-top and
admired the sceperv, or thought of hi mother, or
possibly pripped another goud boyv by the hand =l
said: *Let me call you Edwan, wd vou shall alwags call ,

G
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me Eric’ If he was a normal healthy boy he went’,
swimming, or bird-nesting, or (more usually) poaching,
and generally encountered adventure by the way. Ifhe-
was a bad boy he retired with other malefactors 1o a-
public-house, where he indulged in an orgy of roast
goose and brandy-and-water, )

Nous avons changé lout cela.  Compulsory games have
put an end to such licence, and in so doing have docked
a good deal of liberty as well.  The result has been to
emphasize the type at the expense of the individual.:
It is a good type—a grand type—but it bears hardly
upon some of its more angular components. The new-
system keeps the weak boy ont of temptation and the
idle boy out of mischief; but the quiet, reflective, un<
athletic boy hates it. He has little chance now to dream
dreams or commune with nature.  Still, his chance comes
Jater in life; and as we all have to learn to toe the line.
at some time or another, thrice blessed is he who gets
over the lesson in early youth. o

The prefectorial system, too, has enlarged boys’ sense
of responsibility, and has put an end to many abuses
which no master could ever reach. But on the whole
we may say of the puablic-school boy throughout the
ages that plus que Uon le change, plus c'est la méme

" chose.  Schoolboy gods have not altered. Strength,
flectness of {oot, physical beauty, loyalty to one’s House
and one's School—youth still worships these things.
There is the same admiration for natural brilliancy,
be it in athletics or conversation or scholarship, and
the same curions contempt for the plodder—even. the
successful plodder—in all departments of life. The:
weakest still goes to the wall. He is not bumped against
it so vigorously as he used to be; but he still goes there,
and always will, -
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Still, has the present gencration develmped oo rew
characteristics?  Let us turn to a bateh ¢f mnt
school stones, and sce.

We have many to choose from—Stally, for insrance
Stalky has come’in for a shower of abuse frem
quarters. He hits the sentimentalist hard. We are told
that the book is vulgar, that the famous trio are “little
b(?sﬁs.' (I think Mr. A. C. Benson said s0))  Still, Mr.
Kipling never touches any subject which he dees not
adorn, and in Stalky he brngs out vividly some of the
salient features of modern school hfe, He has drawn
misters as they have never been drawn before® the
portraits may be cruel, biased, not sufficiently ripre-
sentative; but how they hivel He has put the case for
the unathletic boy with convmang truth He depicts,
too, very faithfully, the cunous camaraderte which
prevails nowadays between boys and masters, and pohes
mordant fun at the sycophancy which this state of
things breeds in a certain type of boy-—the *Oh, sirl
and No, sir! and Yes, str! and Please, sut’ brgade—
and deals faithfully with the master wha takes advantage
of out-of-schoal intimacy to be famihar and offen-ive in
school, addressing boys by thar nicknames and makmng
humorous reference to cxtra-scholastic inadents — Ard
above all Mr., Kipling hnows the heart of a boy. He
understands, above all men, a boy’s imntense rrsenc
upnn matters that lie decpest within him, and s
shrinking from and repugnance to unrestramed and
blatant discussion of these things. Do you remember
the sthry of the fat man—"the jelly-bellied flag-flapper’
—who came down to lecture to the school on patrotism?

Now the rescrve of a boy 3 tenfold deeper thn the rracne -

of a maid, she having beest made for ooe exd (?1 N ?!md
Niture, but man for scveral  With a Juge asd o
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lie tore down thesc veils, and trampled them under the-well-
intentioned feet of eloguence.  In a raucous voice he cried alond
little matters, like the hope of Honour and the dream of Glory, .
that boys do not discuss with their most intimate equals.’. .-
ife profaned the most secret places of their souls with, out-
cries and gesticulations. He bade thém consider the deeds of-
their ancestors, in such fashion that they were fiushed to their
tingling cars. Somc of them—the rending voice cut a frozen
stiliness~-might have had relatives who perished in defence of
their country. (They thought, not a few of them, of an old’
sword in a passage, or above a breakfast-table, seen and fingered
by stealth since they could walk.) He adjured them to emu-
late those illustrious examples; and they looked all ways in
their extreme discomfort. -

Their years forbade them cven to shape their thoughts clearly
to themselves. They {elt savagely that they were ‘being out~
raged by a fat man who considered marbles a game..; .,
What, in the name of everything caddish, was he driving at,
who waved this horror before their.cyes? - oL T

- It was a Union Jack, you will remember, suddenly
unfurled by way of peroration.

Happy thought! Perhaps he was drunk.

That is true, true, all through. . .
Then comes another class of school story—the school
story written primarily for boys. Such are the books of
Mr. Talbot Baines Reed. These are regarded as some-
what vieux jen at the present day, but in their own
particular line they have never been bettered. They were:
written to be read by comparatively young boys in a
- semi-religious magazine; and anybody who has ever
attempted to write a tale which shall be probable yet
" interesting, and racy yet moral, will realize how admir-
ably Mr. Reed has achieved this feat—in such Jbooks’
as The Willoughty Captains, The Master of the Shell,
and The Fifih Form af St. Dominic's. A
Another excellent book is Godfrey Marten, Schoolboy.
Here Mr. Charles Turley achieves success by the most'
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commendable means, e escliows the theatrical.  His
story contains no death-bed heroics, no rescis from
drowning; no highly coloured maral crises, He takes
as his theme the humdoum daily life—and no one who
has not hived through it for weeks at a time Lrows
hnw humdram 1t can be—of a public schoal, and makes
it interesting. He Iacks fire, it may be said, but he
aucids the sentimentality of the old school and the
cymicism of the new.

Perhaps the best of all this class 1s The Bending of o
Tuig, by Mr. Desmond Coke~—an absolutely faithful
pictute, drawn with unernng instinet and refreshing
humour. In fact it is so much the real thing that at
times it 15 2 tnfle monotonous, just because school Life
at times is a trifle monotonous. But those who know
what scheolboys are cannot fail to appreciate the 1n-
trinsic merits of this book. Tt gently dendes the stagy
incidents and emotional heruies of the old style uf schaot
story.  Here 4 small boy comes to Shrewsbury primed

Jutevouuiye L GULIOL Undetbtdnd the situation: he
has to uniearn all hys Jessons in sophistication, The
whole thing 13 admirably done,

The story stnles a deeper note towards the cnd.
Here we are given a very vivid study of the same boy,
now head of his House, strugeling between his sente
of duty and the fear of unpopulanty  Shall he tarkle
the disturbing clement boldly, invoking if necescary
the asastance of the Housemaster, or let things slid:
for thie sale of peace? Many a tragedy of the Prefect’s
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Room has hinged upon that struggle; and although
Mr. Coke’s solution of the problem is not heroic, it is
probably all the more true to life. Altogether a fine
book, but from its very nature a book for boys rather
than grown-ups. - LT
Coming to the type of school story at present 1 vogue,
we have The Hill, deservedly ranking as first class.
But The Hill is essentially a book for Harrovians; and
the more likely a book is to appeal to members of one
particular school, the less likely it is to appeal to members
of any other school. (In this respect we may note that
Tom Brown forms an exception. But then Tom Brown
is an exceptional book.) If The Hill had been written
as a 'general’ school story, with the identity of Harrow
veiled, however thinly, under a fictitious name, its
glamour and romance, together with its enthusiasm for
all that is straight and strong and of old standing and
of good report, would have made it a classic among school
fiction. But non-Harrovians — and there are a con-
siderable number of them—decline with natural in-
sularity to follow Mr. Vachell to his topmost heights.
They are conscious of a clannish, slightly patronizing
air about The Hill, which is notably absent in other
stories which tell the tale of a particular school. The
reader is treated to pedantic little footnotes, and given
a good deal of information which is either gratuitous
.or uninteresting. He is made to understand that he,is
on The Hill but not of it. He recognizes frankly enough
the greatness of Harrow tradition and the glory of
Harrow history, but he rightly reserves his enthusiasm
- over such things for his own school; and there are
moments when he feels inclined to bawl out to the

author that he envies Harrow nothing—except perhaps
Forty Years On.
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In other \mnk Thr Hill, owing to the insistent

Heeenn firct and reneral school-

. = as a glorified

. - L t el of Englsh
SCHHIT L,

But The 16 stands high. It cannot be hid. It is

super-sentimental at times, but then so are schoolboys.

And the characters are clean-cut and finely finished.

Senife s a memorable figure, so is Warde.  John Verney,

. Tt teemmetimes but

s, and
. AT mor’s!’
—is a joy for ever. Lasuy, Ule Uiownipuen. e Eton

and Harrow Match at Lord’s takes unquestionable rank
as une of the few things in this world which will never
be better done.

‘Two other books may be mentioned here, as illus-
trating the tendency, already mentioned, of modern
schoal novelists, to shift the hmelight from the boy to
{he master.  The first is Mr, Hugh Walpole’s Ay, Perrin
and My, Tradl. A young man lacking means, and
possessing only a moderate degree, who feels inclined,
as many do, to dnft into schoolmastenng as a pas aller,

14 .mrk lnm and inwardly digest this book.

* ¢ mmon Reom Bife 1 a

oteny; the thseomfort,

usy of a body of men

hcrdu} together year alter year, condemned te celibacy
by want of means, and deprived of all prospect of
advancement or change of scene. It hammers wn the
nndcnnb)e lm(h that int the great majority of cases
'+ wemelot value depreciates steadily

tment My Pernn and

but shoutd not be read
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schoolmasters while recovering, let us say, from-
luenza. R SR ST A
If the reader desires a further picture of the amenities,
the Common Room, viewed from a less oblique angle,
» can confidently be recommended to turn to.T7e
aitchester Tradition, by Mr. G: F. Bradby. The Lan-
hester Tradition is a comparatively short story, but it

5 all pure gold. It is written with knowledge, insight,
md above all with an appreciation of that broad tolerant:
wmorous outlook on life which alone. can lubricate
the soul-grinding wheels of routine.  In Mr. Perrin and
My, Traill we have a young, able, and merciless critic
exposing some of the weaknesses of the public-school
system. In The Lanchester Tradition we have a seasoned-
and 'experienced representative of that system demon-
strating that real character can-always rise superior
“to circumnstance, and.that for allits creaking machinery,
and accompanying “friction the pedagogie’s existence
can be a very tolerable and at times a very uplifting
one. Itis the old struggle between theory and practice.
Solvitur ambulando. - R o

. There are many other school stories of recent date,
of which no' mention has been made in this survey; but

" our excursions seem to have covered a fairly representa-

tive field. What is the prevailing characteristic of the - . '

new, as compared with the old? It appears to be a very.
insistent and rather discordant note:of realism-—the
sort of realism which leaves nothing unphotographed;
Romance and sentiment are swept aside: they might .
.fog the negative. Our rising generation are not permitted -
to see visions or dream dreams. And there is a tendency- -
—mercifully absent in most of the books which. we
- hgve described—to discuss matters which are betteér not '~
. discussed, at any rate in a work of fiction. There is".
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a gyeat vogue in these introspective days for out-
spokenness upon intimate matters, We are told that
such matter should not be excluded from the text,
because it is ‘true to life” So are the police reports
in the Sunday newspapers; but we do not present files
of these delectable journals to our sons and daughters
—let us not forget the daughters. the sons go to school,
but the daughters can only tit at home and read school
boy storics—as Christmas presents,

There is another marked characteristic of modern
school fiction—its intense topicality. The slang, the
2Musions, the inadents—they ave all dernier cri. But the
mare up to date a thing may be, whether it be a popular
cateh-phrase or a whele book, the more cphemeral 15
1ts existence. A book of thus kind reproduces the spint
of the moment, often with surprsing fidelity, but after
afl jt is only the spint of the moment  Its very appli-
cability to the moment unfits 1t for any other position
Books, speechies, and jokes—very few of these breathe
the spitit not only of the moment but of all time. When
they dn, we call them Classics  Tom Broan is a Clasic,
and probably Sfalky too. They are bumit of material
which is imperishable, because it 15 quarried from the
bed-rock of human nature, which nover varies, though
architectural fashions come and go.



KEeNNETH GRAHAME: Introduction to
Seventy Years a Showman . :

RETIREMENT and reminiscence are apt to trot in harness
together, and so, when Mr. George Sanger, the great
showman, so familiar, by name at least, to the youth"
of the last generdtion, retired from the circus business in.
1905, he proceeded to set down the simple yet moving
annals of his past career, with the same calm courage .
with which he would draw the aching tooth of a favourite
elephant, Published in book form in 1gro, under the
title of Scventy Years a Showman, these memoirs hardly
attracted at the time all the notice.they really’ merited.
It is to be hoped that this re-issue~—the book has been
many years out of print—may receive fuller attention,
for his story is not only excellently and graphically
written, and packed with yarns of the most vivid
character set forth in a perfectly natural and un-.
exaggerated manner, but it provides a reel, so to speak,
of moving-pictures illustrative of a certain period—
that extending {rom the early thirties to the end of
the last century—during which the rural and provincial
life of England underwent a transformation as complete
as perhaps any previous period of seventy years could’
show. 1t covers, too, the whole period of Dickens's
work, and that of many another of lesser fame, all busy’
depicting the Early Victorian world in its every phase;
and once more, as we read, many of their characters
seem to start info life again, each in his habit as he lived,
in the faithful jottings of this simple and unletteted’

- showman. c

202
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George Sanger’s parents were Waltshire people; his
father, ‘press-ganged’ at eighteen, served ten years
afloat, and fought {and was scverely wounded) in the
{"ictory at Trafalgar; from whicly event, and his conse-
quent retirement on a pension of {10 per annum, we
date his entry into the show business, with a sell-made

cep-show he could carry on his back.  As described by
E{t son, hie scems to have been a man of fine character,
and his adventures, intertwined as they are with the
writer's carly years, form as good reading as any part
of the book. But the father, though reaching out at
times i this direction and that, remained faithful in
the main to the peepshow with which he had first
challenged fortune, It was young George who was
always the climber; the aspirant, the sceker after new
things, While still a boy, he must needs start his own
little show, which, composed of perforrung canaries,
redpolls, and white mice, strengthened later by two tame
hares, bore in it the seed of the mighty circuses and
menageries that were to follow. At aighteen he was on
the road with a travelling van of his own; when about
twenty-six he entered the great circus world, and passed
from success to success, their culmination being the
purchase of the famous Astley’s Theatre in 1871
Fallowcd his Continental tours and tnumphs, dunng
which, as he used to boast, his crrcuses travelled the
oads of every country in-Europe except Russia; and
thereafter be was not so much a man as an institution
—and a Byitish institution too.

Mr. Sanger, like a good showman, mamed in the
profession, choosing for his bride the popular Lion
{luecen of a rival establishment, somewhat to the disgost
of the rival establishment, who evidently held, not
unnaturally, that showmen ought to marry their own _
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on Queens, instead “of poaching or those of .other
ople She made 35 good & vife as she ad made 2
ion Queen———who dares 1o 52 that > training

. ever entirely wasted?———zmd when, after forty-eight -
cars of happy married life, e Jost her, his book pays.

ouching tribute to all that she had been to him, DO
o solid worth and in a_ﬁcction. “+Lovers 0 the last,

e
finally retired from active business s_ettli_ng down on his

expected he would ond his days peace(ully, 1ooking
back, in his we _earned 1epose; O many golden memories -
of past struggles and successes: Tate ordered. other-
- wise. . Many will remember the tragedy. In 191X 2
manservant in his employ’ of a sullen and revengeﬁﬂ"
disposition, fired by some yeal OF fancied griévance«over :
which he had probably brooded long, suddenly ran amok,
ag it were, attacked twO fellow-menservants, wounding

In so piteous & fashion passed away the famous old
. showmar, the gallant and kindly of spirit, the friend -
and benefactor of all poor travelling show-peoples the-
founder of the Showmen’s Guild, the author of an .
autobiography which contains not a0 unkind word of.
anybody- o

As to shows themselves, the townsman does not'quité
realize all the signs and tokens by which the country-
dweller knows that the year has really turned, that
_spring has thrown out its. advancing pickets, and that
the tnain forces of summer ar¢ well on their way- He
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knows, indeed, that we bail, cach in ther tun, the
thrust of the snowdrop and then the crocus, the first
green thrill that passes over the quick<et hedperows,
the tender wash of faint water-colour that tells of the
winter wheat now thrusting through, the touch of
Tosiness in the black elm tree-tops, but pcrhaps he does
not know that one of the truest signs af approacking
summer to us is when a sort of fruzen Neva in his ewn
suburbs thaws and breaks up, and the flood of earavans
that have been winter-bound there 15 let locse at last
—caravans that are to make the httls wllage fairs of
the countryside; simple little fairs that nevertheless
mean sg very much to us,

In a hedgeless country of lugh downland, on a road
that came tlowing down, a lung white nbbon, straight
as it were out of the castern shy, we would watch, each
succeeding spning, for the tirst apparance of thee fairy
cruisers of the road. Of course the carhect comers were
not for us humble villagers  Thewe would “open’ at the
iarger provincial towns, and then start on the circuit they
had each planned out for themaclies, and we should
have to wait our
to us, or perhar
Almanac allowec t .
classtcus for the dates of country fairs, <o most farmers
keep it on thar mantdprece ) But when at fut we
caught sight of a certamn smfl yellow caravan, wath
pretty Mre, S. and the Llest baby nitting 1 front, ber
tsband {who had charge of the dart-throwming depart-
ment) walking at the horse’s huad, then we knew lh:.‘l'
our turn had come at last! “Enter Autolycus snging
or close on the ycilow caravan would surcly come
the larger one, with father and mother and the sockm‘:
utensils; and hen that other wluch held Mrs; 5.s thre
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of their descent from some bygone' Chamipion Sword-'
swallower or Queen of the Tight-rope; success, if it .
comes to them, is but modest, reckoned in terms’ of .
money ; failure means that they are down and out, and
there will be no one waiting to help them, except -
perhaps their own folk. N
1 have said they are’a contented people, and so they.
are, especially the elders. But among the younger ones,
as is natural enough, a little breeze blowing from the"
land of What-might-have-been will sometimes stir and .
rustie the leaves of contemplative thought. The Prin-:
cesses /told us they had another married sister, and that -
she lived in a house with a real doorstep, which she -
could whiten, twice a day if she liked! “But) we"
piotested, ‘look at ‘the beautiful steps of your own
caravan! Real mahogany, with- brass finishings, and
hock off and on with a touch!” "“Yes, but you can't
whitenn them,” sighed the Princesses wistfully. ‘And, "
besides,” they added, ‘she has a permanent address!’
They went on to confess that when the time came for
them to think of marriage too, they intended to aim
very high——to aim even at a permanent address and a -,
doorstep that could be whitened! Such are the rash’
dreams of youth! But it is good to carry an ideal-
about with~you, however unattainable it be; and, as
- R. L. Stevenson has it, to travel hopefully (and in a
" caravan too!} is better than to arrive (¢ven at a-
whiteable doorstep). S
" These girls, by the way, wore the long, tight-waisted
*.corsets in which the fisher-girls, and, factory-girls too, "
of Boulogne so delight the eye. And within the last -
‘few weeks I have encountered young gipsy women on -
the road in just the same type of corset.. It was a real -
pleasure to see it again, with its touch of old-worldliness g
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rt, because there seems always just a ghost of a chance
1at by an extra hard pull one may succeed in.comy

leting the revolution and looping the loop. And then

re come to another class of sport altogether, the coco-!
it - throwing, ring - throwing, dart- throwing,:all for’
jome very small chance of winning a prize. -(Coco-nuts,’
se it noted, were too expensive to be given away in the’
voung Sanger’s days) Some joy in one’s skill as a
Discobolus may enter into these sports, but the real
inspiring motive is the gambler’s. Indeed these poor.
little wooings of fortune may be said to have atrophied
down from the full-blooded days when fairs, and especi-,
ally racecourses, had their gambling-booths open to all.
and free of interference, each with its tempting piles of
gold.and silver displayed on its long table. To -Sum
up, then, it may be roughly said that the joys-of a
fair range themselves under two heads-—thie delight of
exhilarating motion; the excitement of an element of
gamble, however trumpery the possible reward. - ’

Perhaps the greatest change that has taken place in
show-life in our generation is the disappearance of
freaks and monstrosities; and this, it will surely be
agreed by all, is a change entirely for good. Of old;
freaks were the mainstay of every show. The first fair:
of importance that I ever attended—I was ten years
old at the time—was that of St. Giles’s, at Oxford, and
I seem to recollect that giants, dwarfs, fat ladies,
tattoed ladies, mermaids, six-legged calves, .and dis-

+ torted nature of every variety formed the backbone of
. the show. These have now passed away, and the public
‘taste no longer demands to be disgusted. It must be
.-, twenty years since I saw even so much as a fat' lady;
“and that was far down in the West Countrv. whete.
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tradstions linger and preferences die hard. Although a
printed notice mformed you that this mountain of
fiesh was so genuine throughout that any lady in fhe
audicnce was permitted, nay invited, to test by pinching,
though gentlemen, 1 the interest of good manners,
were hindly requested to refram, and though a bis-
graphical pamphlet related, snter alia, that Madame
Aurcha’s bulk enturely forbade her travelling by train,
and a special two-horse van had therefore to be kept at
Yer disposal, yet one could not help feeling uneasiy,
as one gazed in awe, that there was something wanting
A day or two later, having taken my place in a thud-
class compartment of a local train, I was greatly pleased
when Madame Aurelia—in mufti of course—~hopped in
a3 lightly as a bird, We were already five a side, but
Madame Aurelia’s arrival did not seem to affect our
density particularly, She was an amusing woman, and
was tie life and soul (if hardly the body) of the com-
Fany, who could not know of course—for there was
really nothing to tell them—that they were eptertain-
ing such an angel unawares  Illusion, as the showman
knows, is nearly everything

But 1 have sometimes reflected since, that my cheerful
acguaintance of the mailway carmage had possibly been
urderstudyang the real Madame Aurclia, and that on
thar occasion we had all been ‘spoofed.’ Venly the
shodman hath nced of ‘spoof” as well as dlusion, As
in the famous picture of Garrick between Tragedy and
Comedly, the showman walks between Spoof and
Wusion, hand m hund with both

Yet freaks may still inger on, here and there; but I
have not seen a real freak-collection since the days of
Barnuri, wha rather specialized 1n freaks and always
put them in the foreflront of his shows. Dut Barnum,
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though a great showman, was 2 bit behind -the times, or
this side of the water at least. Fréaks were already
hecoming démodés when he brought his lot over here
though his freaks were good freaks. I can still remembe
his Fat Lady, who was not only quite reasonably .fal
but both young and pretty, which of course is not it
the bond.” I have called her reasonably fat, for I.dc
not think I.have ever seen in any show what I woulc
call a really fat lady. Elsewhere, perhaps, but not 1ir
a show, . . ’
The travelling freak-van of old had its contents con-
cealed behind a painted canvas, covering -the whole
front and depicting the object within under conditiont
and in surroundings bardly quite realizable, one was
tempted to think, within the limitations of a caravan
There mermaids combed their hair on rocks, or swam
lazily about in warm tropic seas; there boa’ constrictors
- wound themselves round the bodies of paralysed Indifan
maidens, in the depth of Amazonian jungles. Were it
a giant who lurked within, a troop of Lifeguardsmen,
- helmeted and plumed, rode far below his outstretched
arm; while elsewhere the mighty African lion ‘strewed
the sand with the dismembered fragments of a hundred
savages. All this I absorbed somewhat disconsolately,
at my first St. Giles’s Fair, wandering sadly down ‘the
row of painted booths; for my private means would not
allow of a closer acquaintance with the interiors, afid so
I was obliged in imagination to swim in golden lagogns
and wander through parrot-haunted jungles which I
was not fated to reach in the flesh. Perhaps after all 1

ehad_ the best of the bargain; for even I could not help ;. :
" noticing, after a while, that the audiences rémaiped. *

within for a remarkably short time, considering all the ..
_glories that awaited them there, and that when’ they ...
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came out there was on all their faces what the Brer
Rablit book calls ‘a spell ob de dry grins," showing
that they had been well ‘spoofed” and knew it. And
in fact the whale thing was unabashed *spoofery’—
clusy fakes, dried fish, abortions m bottles, mangy
andhichly animals cooped m packing-cases, and so on.

There 15, however, a class of spoof which is really
“ingentons, and witty and amusing as well, and would
divert an inttiate just as much as those who were de-
caved. Sanger.was a master at that sort of joyous
fake, two good evamples of which will be found in
the tale of Madame Stevens, the Pig-faced Lady. in
Chapter XV, and that of the Pipe-smoking Oyster in
Chapter XXXII. The pack of fercaious wolves, too,

+ that broke loose and tore a horse to preces in the very
Leart of London was a most creditable and agrecable
stunt, and Sanger was justifiably proud of tt.

It is to the Cinema that much of this wholesome
change in the public taste is due. Few fairs of any size
are now without an excellent cinema, where we country
folk get the stuff we really hke—that is, something as
far removed as possible from the quiet and somewkhat
eventless life we lead. _Nature studies and the Iike may
appeal to a jaded London andience; we would fain
be, for the Nleeting moment, something rather slightly -
different from our daily selves—say a New York million-
Airein love with an Indian haif-breed ; or a ovely heroine,
one moment dancing a two-step in 2 vast and glittenng
hall thronged with rank and fashion, the next, withont
even an audible click, being swept down foaming rapids,
raising an appealing, be-diamonded hand to heaven,
and wearing, strangely cnough, thres times as mush
clothiny as she ever appears in on dry land. We
indeed we prefec—when we call on vur stocLbroker t

ey
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buy a hundred Rubbers, to find him stretched: on, the
floor with a bowie-knife through his chest and to beé
vurselves arrested for the mutder.. We like it.because’
it is not exactly the sort of life we daily lead; and as we
stroll homeward across the starlit common towardf%ir
farmhouse, vicarage, or simple thatched cottagel we
think, ‘I wish—oh, fow I wish—I had- married “an
Indian half-breed!’ ' ST

If in these random recollections of mine there is found
more than a touch of the idyllic, little of the sort is seen
in this book of Mr. Sanger's, recording as it does the
facts of a strenuous life in the hardest of dry lights.

. Sanger was born in 1827, and was actively helping his
showmaau-father as early as 1833, when ithese memoirs
begin; and rural England then was as far removed from

" the England of to-day as from the Sicily of Theocritus,

" Though it was also the country of Cranford and Our
Village, it was still the country of Fielding, where the
police were a small and a feeble folk, and people con-
tinued to settle their fends with fist and coudgel; where,
tao, unfortunately for the poor showman, the, three
orders of squire, parson, and ‘tough’ seemed to.joinv

- forces against him. The squire ‘lagged’ or ‘jugged’
him without much inquiry into right or wrong; the
parson ‘barred’ him,.and incited his congregation’ to.
do the same; while the rough element, after a fair or a.
race-meeting, considered it a fitting ending to a happy.
day to smash up the defenceless showman and ail his
belongings. Of course it is just those scenes of crime and

- violence that would make the most vivid impression oh’

+~the mind of a little boy, and doubtless there were also,
in due course, idylls and spells of tranquillity; but the.
fact remains that the first half of the book consists of a.
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string of animated scenes both of actual and appallng
ctime and of most terrifying misadventure

But the period was also the one 1 which Dickens was
busy collecting kis first impressions of that side of life,
andmin the early chapters his show-people leap to hife
again and show themselves justified in every detail.
Here is a passage, for mstance, from the record of 1833
(Dickens would then be twenty-one) m which the little
George, aged sty, was shrilly procluming the attractions
of hus father's peep-show. “*Walk up!™ 1 would pipe,
“walk np and sec the only correct views of the tertible
murder of Maria Martin -~ They are histoncally accurate
and true to life, depicting the death of Maria at the hands
of the villain Corder 1 the famous Red Barn,  You wall
see hiow the ghost of Maria appeared ta hee mother on
three successive nights at the bedstde, leading to the dis-
cavery of the body and the arrest of Corder at Evcley
Grove House, Brentford, seven miles from London
... The arrest of the murderer Corder as he was at
oottty ot e e T , the officer,
{ the serous
o . faces, and
note also, so {rue to life are these pictures, that even
the saucepan is shown upon the fire and the minute
ghiss upon the table timing the bouing of the eggs!™”
There you find the authentic note all that wealth of

A N - Y

in Dleat House of the grisly details of London burying-
Places,

Nothing that Dickens did in this line was truer to life
than Mrs. Grudden, who 1s still to be found attached
t2 many circuses, contentedly doing all the edd jobs
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that seem to be nobody’s business in particular, and 2. ™
solid line or two of her own as well. - Such a'one we came -
across once in a little seaside town. - When the weary
caravans drew into their pitch late one afternoom, 1t
was Mrs. Grudden who unharnessed the horses andsfed
them off to water, helped everybody and directed every-:

" body without fuss or ostentation, started the fire, washed
the greens, prepared supper, and -at odd moments sat
at caravan steps and mended costumes. Next morning -
she was early in the High Street, in bonnet and shawl,.
with a capacious basket, doing all the marketing for the
troupe. When the afternoon performance began, it was .
she who took our money at the box-office, and when the -
principal item in the programme was reached at last,
to wit, the Grand Internstional Fantastic Bare-back™
-Ballata, and the band played in the tall spotted old
circus-horse, with easy .amble 'and gentle inclination
ringwards, there on his pad, to our great delight, stood
Mrs. Grudden, erect, sylph-like, if a trifle bunchy in the
upper quarters. As they swung round the arena, the
horse and she, we were given the Nations each in turn,.
with the appropriate costume, dance, and pantomime.
The costumes she seemed to shake out of herself as a
sailor shakes a reef out of a sail; in turn they were
swiftly discarded and flung to earth, while such things.
as caps, shillelaghs, and the flag of the moment were
deftly tossed up to her by the clown. As France, erect
in Columbine skirt of red, white, and blue and a cap of .
Liberty, she danced the Carmagnole to the music of the ..
Marsetllaise; anon a Spanish matador, with flowing cloak
and little Tound cap with button on top, she thrust,:
with an imaginary rapier at a fire-breathing bull who, _
fortunately for us all, was not present, though even if he -
had been I should have felt quite safe under the aegis-
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of Mrs, Gruddcn.‘ As a aailorbay in Joowe blue laels
+he danced an Enghsh homepipe and heaved at the
said tlacks wath a will, an Irshman, pip2 in hathand
and breeches unbuttoned at the knees, she jyeed 1t
heel “mlA toe; and in a twinkhing was Rab Roy Mac-
Gregur, in Wlt, plad anid bonnet, footing a i, with
the appropnate twirls and howls, rever quitung the
brond pul of her unperturinble steed. When we fore
ourclves away at last, glancing towards the caravans
we espied Mrs, Grudden, bark in her bonnet and shaul
and rusty black gown, seated on an uptumed buchet,
contentedly peeling spuds

Sanger’s father, the proprictor — and constructor,
apparently—of the pnmitive peepshow of the early
chapters,; may fairly be ennsidered one of the ance-tors
of the present Cinema m direct line "It had twentyeux
plasses, so that twenty-wix persans could wee the views
at the same tune, the pictures bewng pullsd up and dovn
by strings. At night it was dlununated by a now of tallow
candles set betneen the pictores and the obwerver, and
requining very regular snufiing® The pctures them-
selves, which measured about four feet by two and a half,
were painted by a (wsually) intoxicated Inshman who
bved in Leather Lase, his prices bemng for ordinary
crimes (but with plenty of strong colotir), three and-
sivpence, battle-picces, where corpses were mure pl ati-
ful, seven-and-six  From this to Hollysood and To
Angeles may seem a lang road, but at least st i a strnght
one. In 1852 we find the ever np-to-date Swnger feplyary
his father's faithfa) old peep-show by ane of thine few-
fangled magiclanterns  The rest 15 modern dastery

George Sanger, the genesis of whoee self bestowr
title must be sought 1 his own entertaping pages, we

« . quite the most famons showman of hns diy o wFrho-
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of any day. He was Napoleonic in his .courage, swift;
decisions, and power to recoghize and’ seize oppor- ™
tunities; most of all, perhaps, in his evident ‘conviction’,
that there was no limit .except actual-population to the -
possible extension of the show-world, so that if the.
happy time ever arrived when we were all at last, men
and beasts together, grouped - under various shows-and
cternally displaying ourselves and our tricks to one;
another, he would not be more than satisfied. . He

brought circuses to the very doors of thousands-who,

but for him, might never have seén them; and possibly’

this very insistence of his, that you should see a circus
whether you would ornot, is the cause of the somewhat

dulled public appetite for this form of entertainment.

that seems to be noticeable now.. That, and perhaps

:. the growth of the passion for-games. Tifty years ago -
. the serried masses of the football fans would to some”
"extent have streamed into Sanger’s shows. Sanger .

would have seen to it; he would have made them.

It is interesting to note that Sanger, who, beginm'ng ’

as a conjurer, had handled every possible line of show-
stuff in his time, from the moment that he first took
over a circus seems to have recognized the one and only

profession for his powers, and never looked back, bitt -+
went on from triumph to triumph till his circuses formed °
a planetary system all over the Continent, and ‘in"
England were almost a Milky Way. He made enormous
sums of money, and his elephants and camels were as
the flocks and herds of the Old Testament- patriarchs. -

Those were the palmy days of circuses. All right-minded
persons went to circuses—their children took good care
they did. The glaring posters covered every hoarding,’
on every road one met their great mysterious closed-
vans. Where are they all now, and—wliat is more inter-
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esting—saliat change in the public taste is causing their
shankage in number, if nnt their diappearnnce?
Possibly the dwindling employment of the horse has
Ied to an abatcment of the interest taken m hum as
anammal. Chiddrennowaray s much prefer astuny motor-
car to a cream-colaured Arab or a piebald pony, though
no motor that I know of can stand on its Jund-Jegs and
dn enchanting tncks, or hie down and pretend to be
diad. Or perkaps it umply means that there v 0o
tonper 2 Lord® George Sanger.

Wl if our circusrevels now arc cnded, wlucl 1
deveutly hape is not really the case, at Jeast their record
witl remain, writ by thesr own Prospero For a magician
Genrge Sanger really was, scnding out hs Ariels alo g
all thie roads of the warld, and with masques and ~olemn
processions entertaming hings and queens—yea, even
ket who gives it title to that bygone penod, Queen
Victoria herse M. Therefore some will prefer the Iater
chapters of thys simple but lugh-spnted bouk, records
of tnumph upen triumph i ths strange world of
bubaric diplay and trumpeting processiuns wherctn
ke maved like an emperor.  For myself [ hike be t the
early struggles, the simple joy » and ~orross, the wander-
ings of litele George and bt ind-mitable father upon
the open road wath ts ule-l mses and toll-gates, ryer
commens, or with their pitch nn a wayside strp of grass,
with their pecp-show and 1ts accompanying patier.
And 1like to think that in onc of thair httle roadside
anJiznces might have been seen, lingenry and bistening
fmd nating, a handsome young man, a bit of a dandy
in Jus dreo, already known to his friends as a lad of
~une prumise—one Charles Dickens.
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THERE are always two -ways of putting things—the
plain and the coloured, -the commonplace and the
romantic, The parishioners of South Mimms, according
to a paragraph that we published yesterddy, prefer the
coloured, the romantic. \We should even venture to.call
it the humorous, were it not unseemly to suggest humour
in an annual church meeting. The annual church meet-
ing of that pleasant Hertfordshire parish desired to know
why they should pay an annual sum of eighteen shillings
for the Archdeacon’s visitation: .They had no complaint,
so far as we were told, of their Archdeacon: they offered
no criticism of archidiaconal functions-in general; they
merely wondered why the performance of those functiong
should cost them eighteen shillings a year. The ansiver
was that the sum represented the cost of putting up the
Archdeacon’s horse. But the world has changed since
. the days of Archdeacon Grantley and the Rev: Mark
Robarts. The Archdeacon has no horse: or, if a horse he

has, he has never been known to enter South Mimms

upon it or behind it. He is as likely to arrive upon.a

hippogriff, or driving the lynxes of Dionysus. Eighteen

 shillings a year was being spent upon the keep 6f a horse
that had no being, precisely as, in Crofchet Castle, one

guinea a year was being paid to the Rev. Dr. Folliott

for ministrations to an almshouse that had. ceased to be.

If the Vicar of South Mimms expressed himself in the

manner of Dr. Folliott, our report made no mentionof his

eloquence. But two courses were open to the meeting.
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They might have taken the plain course and resolved
that, since there was no archidiconal harse, there
should be no archidiaconal cighteen shillings. They
carned the gratitude of all Invers of romance and colour
by deciding that, since there was an eighteen shillings,
there must be a horse, It was unammously vesolved
tht the Archdeacon should viwt the parish on horse-
back s0 Jong as the fee was levied.

So far, therefore, has progress been made towards
solving an_old problem and defiming archidiaconal
functions  They include, at least at South Munms, the
riding of a horse.  The Archdeacon must have a horse.
He is already dressed for riding, for the peripatetic
clergy—DRishops, Deans, and Archdeacons—only wear
gaiters and aprons because that 1s the old nding-dress,
and tie the brims to the crowns of their hats with strings
that ance were meant to tie hat to head agamst wind
and rapid motion. Nothing 15 needed except a horse.
What sort of horse shall it be? The Venerable the Arch-
deacon should have a venerable horse; but it should not
be decrepit. It must not look as if cighteen shillings
a year were all it had to live upon, 1t must not be like
Paron Vorick’s horse, *a lean, sorrv, Jach-ass of a
horse,” for the Archdeacon wall have neither oppor-
tunity nor need to ‘draw up an argument m his sermon
~o0r a hole in his breeches,” as he ndes into South
Mimms. On the other hand, the horse must not be so
gav 2 buast as to suggest that the eghtecn shllings
had all leen spent at once 1n an urgy of eats and bran-
mches, or that the Viear or the Clerk ought to tunt it
six days a weck to keep it quiet. Ve should suggest a
inule, the mule being an ccclesiastical ammat i past
days and of a ceremonial quality.  But before deadmg
o1 2 mule South Mimms should remember how the
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Pope’s mule was stolen, and how another ecclesiastic, .
the Abbess of Andouillets, once found mule-driving all
but incompatible with sanctity. - A horse'it must be;.
but, so far as we are aware, there is no law, custom;; o1
precedent to prescribe its colour, breed, age, size, and.
disposition. According to the old story, a Bishop once”
persuaded a clergyman to drive pair instead of tandem’
by showing him the difference between the hands held:
side by side before the face and-the hands -extended
one in front of the other from the nose-tip. But it-
Jooks as if South Mimms would have a free field-{0’
choose (in consultation, of course, with the Archdeacon):
the sort of horse which may be most archidiaconal in
character. Black, we submit, might be too funereal for
the glad occasion. ‘Bay or chestnut would undoubtedly
be a thought too worldly. The ideal would be one of.
the cream-céloured horses that used to draw the Royal
coach on State occasions. But it is not for-us-to dictate,
to South Mimms, which pays the eighteen shillings, and
has 3 tight to chaase the harse, nor to the Avchdeacon,
whose pride it will be to ride him. Whatever the choice;
we look forward confidently to another holiday for
Londoners. The Great North Road will-be ‘crowded
with vehicles mechanically propelled on the day when
the Archdeacon rides, amid fluttering flags and blowing
trumpets and huzzaing parishioners, on visitation into
South Mimms. s



DANDY: A STORY OF A DOG
V. H. Hupsox: A Traveller in

Lattle Things

He was of mixed breed, and was supposed to have a
strain of Dandy Dinmant blood which gave him his
name. A big ungainly ammal with a rough shaggy coat
of blue-grey hair and white on his neck and clumsy’
paws. He looked hke a Sussex sheep-dog with legs
reduced to half their proper length. He was, when 1

- first knew him, getting old and increasingly deaf and
dim of sight, otherwise in the best of health and spmts,
or at all events very good-tempered.

Until I knew Dandy I had always supposed that the
story of Ludlam’s dog Tt -
that is the general op
me reconsider the sun , .
believe that Ludlam’s dog did exist once upon a time,
centuries ago perhaps, and that if he had.becn‘ ti_\c
laziest dog . for MR
that respe
a wall to
He barked often, though never at strangels, uv ww
comed every wvisttor, even the tax-collector, \\1t.h tail-
waggings and a smile. He spent a good deal of Lis tume

. in the farge kitchen, where he had & sofa to sleep o,
and when the two cats of the howe wanted an hour's
rest they would coil themselves up on Dandy’s broad
shaggy side, preferring that bed to cushion or mug.
They wese jtke & warm blanket over hum, and it was;

) 225
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a sort of mutual benefit socviety.v", After an hour’s slet_ip
Dandy would go out for a short constitutional as far

as the neighbouring thoroughfare, where he would
blunder against people, wag his tail to everybody, and
then come back. He had six or eight or more outings
cach day, and, owing to doors and gates being closed
and to his lazy disposition, he had much trouble in
getting out and in. First he would sit down in’ the
hall and bark, bark, bark, until someone would come
“to open the door for him, whereupon he would slowly
waddle down the garden path, and if he found the gate
closed he would again sit down and start barking
And the bark, bark would go on until someone came t¢
let him out. But if after he had barked about twenty
or thirty times no one came, he would deliberately oper
" the gate himself, which he-could do perfectly well, anc
Jet himself out. In twenty minutes or so'he would be
back at the gate and barking for admission once more
and finally, if no one paid any attention, letting
himself in. o
-Dandy always had something to eat at.meal-timés
but he too liked a snack between meals once or twice
" aday. The dog-biscuits were kept in an open box or
the lower dresser shelf, so that he could get one ‘when:
_.ever he felt so dispoged,” but he didn’t like the trouble
" this arrangement gave him, so he would sit down anc
start barking, and as he had a bark which was bott
deep and loud, after it had been repeated a dozen times
at intervals of five Seconds, any person who happenéc
to be in or near the kitchen was glad to give him hi
biscuit for the sake of peace and quietness.  If no onc
gave it him, he would then take it out himself and eat it
Now it came to pass that during the last year .of the
" war dog-biscuits, like many other articles of food for
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man

Danc, - .

greatly and often reminded us of 1t by barking: then,
lest we should think he was barkmg about somethung
else, ie would go and smiff and pasw at the empty bov.
He perhaps thaught it was pure forgetfulness on the
part of those of the house who went every morming to
do the marketing and had fallen mto the habit of
returning without any dog-biscuits in the basket, One
day duning that last winter of scaraity and anxiety 1
went to the kitchen and found the fioor strewn all over
with the fragments of Dandy’s isemt-box. Dandy
himself had done it; he had dragged the box f{um its

» was that as the box was there to hold biscuits ang
now held none, he had come to regard 1t as useless—as
having lost its function, 50 to speak—alw that its
presence there was an mnsult to Ius mtelligence, a con-
stant temptation to make a fool of himself by visting it
halfa e L C el P aeanber A8 Mena
Better, 'E
when f R .

Dandy, from the time I first knew hum, was stncuy
teetotal, but fn former and distant days he had been
rather fond of his glass. I a person held up a glass of*
beer before him, T was told, he wagged his tail in joyful,
anticipation, and a little beer was always given hum at
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man and beast, grew scarce, and were finally not to be
had at all. At all events, that was what happened in
Dandy’s town of Penzance. He missed his biscuits
greatly and often reminded us of 1t by barking; then,
lest we should think he was barking about something
else, he would go and sniff and paw at the empty box.
He perhaps thought it was pure forgetfulness on the
part of those of the house who went every morning to
do the marketing and had fallen into the habit of
teturning without any dog-biscuits mn the basket One
day duning that last winter of scarcity and anxiety I
went to the kitchen and found the floor strewn all over
with the fragments of Dandy's biscwit-box. Dandy
himself had done it, he had dragged the box from its
place out into the muddle of the floor, and then deliber-
ately set himself to bite and tear it into small pieces and
scafter them about. He was caught at 1t just as he was
'ﬁgxis}‘ling the job, and the kundly person who surpnised

was that as the box was there to hold biscuits and
now held none, he had come to regard 1t as useless—as
having lost its function, so to speak-—also that its
presence there was an insult to his intelligence, a con-
stant temptation to make a fool of humself by visiting it
half a dozen times a day only to find it empty as usual.
Better, then, to get rid of it altogether, and no doubt
when he did it ke put 2 little temper into the business!

Dandy, from the time I first knew im, was strictly
teetotal, but in former and distant days he had been
rather fond of his glass. If a person held up a glass of
beer before him, I was told, he wagged his tail in joyful
anticipation, and a little beer was always given him at
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wcal-time.  Then he lnd an c\pencncc which, after a
tile hesitation, I have thought it best to relate, as it is
serhaps the most curious incident in Dandy 5 somewlnt
meventiul life.

One day Dandy, who after the manner of his kind
nad attached himself to the person who was always
willing to take him out for a stroll, followed his friend
to a neighbouring public-house, where the said friend
had to discuss some business matter with the landlord.
They went into the taproom, and Dandy, finding that
the business was going to be a rather long affair, scttled
himseld down to have a nap, Now it chanced that a
barrel of beer which had just been broached had a leaky
tap, and the landlord had set a basin on the floor t¢
catch the waste. Dandy, waking from his nap and hear-
ing the trickling sound, got up, and going to the basir
quenched his thirst, after which he resumed his nap
By aud by he woke again and had a second drink, an¢
altogether he woke and had a drink five or six times
then, the business being concluded, they went out fo
gether, but no sooner were they in the fresh air thar
Dandy began to exhibit signs of inebriation. e swervec
from side to side, colliding with the passers-by, anc
finally fell off the pavement’ into the swift stream o
water which at that point runs in the gutter at one sid
of the street.  Getting out of the water, he started again
irying to keep close to the wall to save himself fron
another ducking. People looked curiously at him, anc
by and by they began to ask what the matter.was
‘Is your dog going to have a fit—or what is it?’ the
asked. Dandy’s friend said he didn't know’ some
thing was the matter no doubt, and he would t'1ke hin
home as quickly as possible and sce to it.

When they ﬁmlly got 1o the house Dandy staggeren

i
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.. N e e s . ..

‘ n
he rose quite refreshed and appeared to have forgotten
all about it; but that day when at dinner-time someone
said ‘Dandy’ and held up a glass of beer, instead of

“and it was plain that when they tried to tempt Tim,
setting beer before um and smilingly inviting him to
drink, he knew they were mocking him, and before
turning away he would emit a low growl and show
s feeth. It was the one thing that put him out and
would make him angry with his fmends and life
companions.

- I should not have related this incident if Dandy had
been alive. But he is no longer with us  He was old
—half-way ‘between fifteen and sixteen: it seemed as
though he had waited to see the end of the war, since
no sooner was the armistice proclaimed than he began
to decline rapidly. Gone deaf and bhnd, he st:ll insisted

This went on till January 1919, when some of the boys
he knew were coming back to Penzance and to the house,
Then he established lumself on his sofa, and we knew
that his end was near, for there he would sleep all day
and all night, dechning food. It is customary in tlus
country to chloroform a dog and give him a dose of
strychnine to ‘put him out of lis msery * But it was
not necessary in this case, as he was not 1n msery; not.
agroan did he ever emit, waking or sleeping, and if you
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put a hand on him he would look up and wag his tai
just to let you know that it was well with him, ‘And it
his sleep he passed away—a perfect case of euthanasi
—and was buried in the large. garden near the seconc
apple-tree. o




In reviewing my garden after a year’s tenancy 1 am
aware that there should be, according to vulgar taste,
a good many more flowers in 1t. I still notice a complete
absence of Kmiphofia nobihis and Eupalorstm prrpurem,
Corcopsis grandifiora makes no gay show, and Solidage
canadense has not flowered, unless that funny little
thing down by the potting shed 1s it. People, whose
gardens are a positive mass of bloom, come and ask
me about mine.

‘Why isn't your garden a positive mass of bloom?*
they say crossly, and I have to apologize

But in my heart I am content, for there are 1 my
garden, as they say in the French cxcrase books, some
apples, some pears, and some plums. And when I say
that T consider these to be the most important product
of the flower-garden in late Adgust and early September,
1 am not alone in my opmion. I have the best literary
judgment on my side ™ * T . o
and philosopher, Bacc
you don't remember, 1

Not, by the way, th .
powts to be all that it is cracked up to be  He seems to
me to be the kind of man who gets off a very good thing
at the beginning of an article and depends on a mere
trick of style for the rest. When he serves you a srorter
like—‘It 1s generally better to deale by speech, than by
letter: And by the Mediation of a Third, than by a
Man’s Selfe’; or ‘Houses are built to live in, and not
231



232 . ST E.-V. KNOX

{o looke on’—one can’i: “help thmkmg “This -is réal”
tournament form.” But I doubt if one twould be.so-
much staggered by the rest. if it wasn’t for' that:trick
of using italics and capital letters and putting all the-
punctuation marks in the wrong places. I often wonder
that the newspapers don’t use this dodge to report:
impressive speeches. It makes the most futile and.
commonplace remarks look so.wise; Take some ex--
amples culled from recent oratory:

I am a Believer in Providence: and when I sce Darke Clouds -
I say, They will scatter by and by. And Thank God thc smme
Old ‘Sunne, is there bekind. .

You can’t think how immensely. I have 1mproved that
And this too: - _ -

The Prosperity ol a Shoppe, does not dcpcnd Upon thc
Goodes inside it: You may have the Same Goodes (more goodcs
as a Matter of Fact). But, there is no onc fo Buy.

Or one might use it for cricket matches, thus:
Surrey went oute for a Winne Last Year. To the greate

"Disgust of Lancashire: Who would have Been Ch'nnpxons in
Case of a Drawe.

- Let me sce, where was I?  Oh, yes, telling you about
Bacon's opinion of gardens in August and September.

. Well, Bacon’s idea of a garden +was pretty spacious,’

because he thought ‘the Contents, ought not well to be,
under T7irly Acres of Ground, of which Foure dores -
were to be assigned to the Greene, rather a niggardly
. proportion of grass, perhaps, if the owners wanted to ask™
‘more than a thousand people to lawn tennis at once,™
* but lawn tennis was no doubt considered a contumacious
and turbulent pastime in Bacon’s day. 'You might ex-
pect that in all these acres provision would have been

P \



BACON AND MY GARDEN B 233

made for a riot of colour during August and September,
Bat what do we find?—

In .fugust, come Plummes of all sorts i Frmt, Peares,
Spricoches; Berbernies; Filberds, Muske-Melons; Menks Honods,
of all colours In Scplember, come Grapes, Apples: Poppics
of all colours, Peaches, Melo-Cotones, Nectanaes, Comelians,
Ward.es, Quaces

Quite obviously, then, according to the opinion of
ane of the greatest and most onginal Enghshmen that
ever breathed, my garden has been domng 1ts bit. It
docsn’t contain all the things that Bacon says it ought
to contain, but most of the things are of the nght type.
We have apples, pears, plums, and some things which
1 firmly believe would have developed into nectarines
«if they had not dropped off so soon. At any rate, they
had a seam down the centre and swerved tnckily in the
air when we tried playing stump-cricket with them. We
had also an excellent peach, which we allowed to linger
on the wall until it was perfectly ripe and had beautiful

" crimson cheeks. Unhappily, when 1t was picked, it

~ stung. I am not quite clear what Bacon means by a
Melo-Cotone, but we have some vegetable marrows, and
if anybody can think of a name which Bacon would
be more ltkely to give to a vegetable marrow than a
Melo-Cotone, 1 shall be very glad to hear what it is.

Many people say that Bacon wrote Shakespeare For
my own part, until the other day I doubted thus. T felt
that o man who spent so much time m bemng Lord
Chancellor and in wnting philosophy would have had
Lttle time for odd hiteriry jobs, T used to pomt ont that
Lord Birkenhead had never written Bemard Shaw, ot
¢ven the Bible, and, therefore, there was no reason why
Lord Racon should have done the other thing. Besides,

AP
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as I have stated already, the man’s style hardly seemed
to me to be good enough whén you put it into ordinary
print. But now that I have seen how his mellow-judg-
* ment coincides with my own on the subject of gardens
in August and September I am Almost Converted
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Probably it was quite a narrow bndge consisting of
beams Izid across side by side and a railing at the side.
That these beams were not close tagether 15 known by
the fact that so many coms have been found in the bed
of the river beneath the old Bridge.
esy
el ot .
erected St. Mary Overies Priory, to which belonged
the church now called St. Saviour’s, Southwark. The
docks at either end of the old ferry still remain.
.. The Bridge had many misfortunes. 1t 1s said to have
been destroyed by the Danes i xor3 Perhaps for
“destruction* we should read “damage’ It was, how-
ever, certainly burned down in the Great Fire of 1136.
Another, also of wood, was built in its place, and m
the year 1176 a bridge of stone was commenced, which
took thirty years to build and remamed standing till
the year 1831, when the present Badge was completed
and the oM one pulled down.
' 235
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The architect of this stone Bridge; destined to'stand
for six hundred and fifty years, was one Peter, Chaplain
of St. Mary Colechurch in the Old Jewry (the church
was destroyed in the Great Firc and not rebuilt). = . "=

Now the building of bridges was regarded, at this
{ime, as a work of piety. If we consider how a bridge
helps the people, we shall agree with our forefathers:
Without a bridge, those living on one side of a river
can only carry on intercourse with those on the other
side by means of boats. Merchants cannot carry their
wares about: farmers cannot get their produce to
market: wayfarers can only get across by ferry: armies
cannot march—if you wish to follow an ‘army across
a country where there are no bridges you must look
for fords. Roads are useless unless- bridges cross. the
rivers. The first essential to the union of a nation is the
possibility of intercommunication: without roads anc
bridges the man of Devon is a stranger and an enemy
to the man of Somerset. We who have bridges ove
every river: who need never even ford a stream: whe
hardly know what a ferry means: easily forget that
-these bridges did not grow like the oaks and the elmis:
but were built after long study of the subject by mer
who were trained for the work just as other men wer
trained and taught to build cathedrals and churches
A religious order was founded in France in the twelftl
century: it was called the Order of -the ‘Pontife
Brethren—~Pontife is Pontifex—that is—Bridge Builder
The Bridge Building Brothers constructed many bridge:

_in France of which several still remain.. .It is not certair
that Peter of Colechurch was one of this Brotherhood
- perhaps not. When he died, in 1205, before the Bridge
was completed, King John called over a-French ‘ Pontife
named Isembert who had built bridges at La Rochell
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and Saintes. But the principal builders are said to have
been three merchants of London named Serle Mercer,
William Almain, and Bepedict Botewrite, The building
of the Brdge was regarded as a national work: the
King: the great Lords' the Bishops: as well as the
London Citizens, gave money to hasten its completion
The list of donors was preserved on ‘a table fair written
for posterity’ in the Chapel on the Bridge. It was
unhappily destroyed in the Great Fire.

Tt must not be suppased that the Bndge of Peter
Colechurch was like the present stately Redma =€
arches, I¢-~--* °
only two .
feet to 32 w» enan LLELELOTE WETE YeTY NAITow
the piers were also of different fengths. These uregu-
larities were certainly intentional and were based upon
some observptions on the nse and fall of the tde No
ofher great Bridge had vet been coustructed across a
tidal river.

When the Bridge was built it was thought necessary
1o consecrate it to some saint The Jatest saint, St.
Thomas Becket, was chosen as the titular saint of this
Bridge. A chapel, dedicated to him, was bmit m the
centre pier of the Bridge: it was, 1n fact, a double chapel
in the jower part, the crypt, was buned Peter of Cole-
church himseif: the upper part, wlich escaped the Great
Fire, became, after the Reformation, a warehouse

Paxr 11
Houses were erccted 1n course of time along the

. Brdge on either side like a street, but with tervals;

and along the roadway in the middle were chamn posts
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to protect the passengers. As the Bridge was only 4o {eet
wide the houses must have been small: But they were
built out at the back overhanging the river, and the
roadway itself was not intended for carts or wheeled
-vehicles. Remember that.everything.was. brought' to
the City on pack-horse or packiass. The table of Tolls
sanctioned by .King Edward 1 makes no mention-of
cart or wagon at all. Men on horseback and loaded
horses can get along with a very narrow road. = Perhaps
we may allow twelve feet for the road, which gives for
the houses on either side a depth of 14 feet cach. .’ -,
These houses were occupied chiefly -by.shops, most of
which were ‘haberdashers and traders in-small wares.’
Later on there were many booksellers. Paper merchants
and stationers, after the Reformation, occupied: the
chapel. The great painter Hans Holbein lived on- the
Bridge and the two marine painters Peter Mondmy and
Dominic Serres also lived here. - .
The narrowness of the arches and the rush of .the
flowing or the ebbing tide made the ‘shooting’ of the
Bridge a matter of great danger. The Duke of Norialk
in 1429 was thrown into the water by the capsizing of
his boat and narrowly escaped with his life. - Queen
Henrietta, in 1628, was nearly wrecked in the same way
- by running into the piers while shooting the Bridge.
Rubens the painter was thrown into the watét in the
same way. . R
One of the twenty arches formed a drawbridge which
- allowed vessels of larger size than barges to pass up ‘the
river and could be used to keep back an enemy. * In this
way Sir Thomas Wyatt in 1557 was kept out of London.
Before this drawbridge stood a tower ‘on the battle-
‘ments of which were placed the heads of: traitors and
criminals. -The heads of Sir William Wallace, Jack
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Cade, Sir Thomas More and many others we
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place of Tesidence:" the air fresh™and clear: the supply.
of water unlimited—one drew it up in a bucket: always;
something going on: the entrance of a-foreign ambas-
sador, a religious procession, a riding of the Lord Mayor,
- a pageant, a nobleman with his livery, a Bishop or.a
Prior with his servants, a pilgrimage, a string of pack-
horses out of Kent bringing {ruit for the City: always
" something to see. Then there were the stories and
traditions of the place, with the songs which the children
sang about the Bridge. Especially there was the story:
of Edward Osborne. He was the son of .one Richard:
Osborne, a gentleman of Kent.” Like many sons of .the
poor country gentlemen, he was sent up to London and
apprenticed to Sir William Hewitt, a.cloth worker who
lived on London Bridge. His master had a daughter-
named Anne, a little girl who one day, while playing
with her nurse at-an open window. overhanging the’
river, fell out into the rushing water sixty feet below,
The apprentice, young Osborne, leaped into ihe river
after her and succeeded in saving her. When the girl
was grown up her father gave her {o his ex-apprentice,.
Edward Osborne, to wife. Edward Osborne became
Lord Mayer. His descendant is now Duke of Leeds.
So that the Dukedom of Leeds sprang from that gallant’
leap out of the window overhanging the river Thames'
{rom London Bridge. ! -
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Stz ArTHUR T. QuiLLeRr-Couch: Trom
a Corsush Window

» THERe arrives a day towards the end of October—or
with luck we may tide over into November—when the
wind in the mainsail suddenly takes a winter force, and
we begih to talk of laying up the boat.  Hitherto we have
kept a silent compact and ignored all change in the
season. We have watched the blue afternoons shortening,
{ading through Lilac into grey, and let pass their scarcely
perceptible warmings. One afternoon a few kittiwakes
appeared. A week later the swallows fell to stringing
themselves like beads along the coastguard's telephone
wire on the hill.  They vamshed, and we pretended not
ta miss them. When our hands grew chill with steening
we rubbed them by stealth or stuck them nonchalantly
in our pockets. But this vicious unmstakable winter
gust breaks the spell. We take onc look around the
harbaour, and at the desolate buoys awash and tossing,
we cast another seaward at the thick weather through
which, in a week at latest, will come loomung the earliest
of the ‘Baltic merchantmen, our November visitors—
bluff vessels with red-painted channels, green deck-
houses, white top-strakes, wooden davits overhanging
astern, and the Danish flag fluttering aloft 1n the haze.
Then we find speech; and with us, as with the swallows,
the move into winter quarters 1s not long delayed when
onee it comes into di: i We have d d too
v s M Pt PR
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day comes, in ceremonial silence, - Favele lingiis /. The.
hour helps us; for the spring-tides:at this season reach
their height a little after night-fall, and it is on'an already
slackening flood that we cast off our moorings and head
up the river with our backs to the wwaningsunset.. Since
- 'we tow a dinghy astern and are ounfselves towed by the:
- 'silent yachtsman, you may call it 2 procession. . She has
" been stripped; during the last.two days, of sails; rigging,
and .all_spars_birt the ‘mainmast.” “Now .we bring her.
.longside: the town guay and beneath the shears—the
_abhorred shears—which lift..this too out.’of its_step,.
‘dislocated with a creak as poignant as the cry of Yoly-
" dorus., We lower. it, Jay it along the deck, and resume-
" -our way; past guay doors and windows where already.
. - the’ townsfolk "are .beginning " to light .their lamps; and
“'so by the jetties where:forcign crews rest with elbows.
. -on.bulwarks 4nd 'stare down upon -us idly .through the
" dusk. - She is-after all but a little catter. of 'sik.tons;;
- -and we might well apologize, like thé Athenian, for $o°
. “diminutive- 4 .corpse. But she is_our own; and they.
.".'never saw her with jackyarder spread, or spinnaker or
- jib-topsail delicate as samite—thosé heavenly wings !~
- .mor felt her gallant spirit-straining to beat. her. own
-record before a tense northerly breeze. . Yet even'to-
* them her form, in-pure white with gilt fillet, might tell’
of.no common obsequies. .. - . .- UL
_ For .in every -good ship the miracle of Galafea :is*
. renewed; and the shipwright who sent. this keel down:
. - the ways to her element surely beheld the birth of a’
- 'goddess. 'He still speaks. of her with. pride, but.thé.
... conditions of his work keep: him a modest -man; for hé.
-~ ..goes about it under thé concentrated:'gaze-of -half a-
' dozen old marinérs hauled ashore, who haunt his yaid
- uninvited, slow of speech but deadly critical. : Nor has’



LAYING UP THE BOAT 243

the language a word for their appalling candonr  Qiten,
admiring how cheerfully he tolerates them, I have
wondered what jt would fecl like to compose a novel
under the eyes of Jalf 2 dozen reviewers, But to him,
as to his cnfics, the ship was a framework only untif the
terrible moment when with baptism she took life, Did
he in the rapture, the brief ccstasy of creation, realize
that she had passed from him? Ire the local artillesy
band had finished Rule Britanma, and while his Inends
were still shaking s hands and drinking to him, did
-he know his loss in Ius triumph? I fate 1s to improve
the world, not to possess, to chase perfecton, knowing
that under the final mastenng touch it must pass from
his hand; to lose his works and anchor himself upon the
workmanship, the immaterial function  For of art this
is the cross and crown in one, and he, modest man, was
born to the sad emience
She is ours now by purchase, but ours, toe, by some-
thing better. Like a stave’s her beautiful untaught body
came to us; but it was we who gave wings to her, and
with wings a soul, and a law to 1ts grace, and discipline
1o 1ts vital impulses  She 1+ ours, too, by our gratitude,
since the delicate machine

Has like a woman given op sty Jov

and by memoties of her helplulaess m such modest
porils as we tempt, of her sweet compamonship through
long days empty of annoyante-~fand left belund wath
its striving crowds, 1ts short views, 1ts idels of the
market-place, 1ts sordid wornes, the breast flung wide
to the horizon, swept by wholesome salt airs, void
peshaps, but so beatifically clean! Then it was that
we learned her worth, drinking 1 the knowledge vathout
effort, lulled hour after hour by her whisperings which
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day comes, in ceremonial silence, Faueic linguis /. The
hour helps us, for the spring-tides at this season reach:
their height a little after night-fall, and it is on an gli"eady
slackening flood that wé cast off our moorings and head
up. the river with our backs to the waning sunset. Since’
we tow a dinghy astern and are ourselves towed by the
silent yachtsman, you may call it a procession. She has
been stripped, during the last two days, of sails, rigging,
and all spars but the -mainmast. Now we bring -her"
alongside the town quay and beneath the shears—the;
abhorred shears—which lift this too out of its steps
dislocated with a creak as poignant -as the cry of Poly-
dorus. We lower it, lay it along the deck, and résume
our'way; past. quay doors and windows where already
- the townsfolk are beginning to light their lamps; and.
"so by the jetties where foreign crews rest with. elbows
on-bulwarks and stare down upon us idly through the
-dusk. She is after all but a little cutter of six.tons,’
and we might well apologize, like the Athenian, for 50
diminutive a corpse. But she is our own; and they’
never saw her with jackyarder spread, ar spinnaker -or
jib-topsail delicate as samite—those heavenly wings!-—
nor felt her gallant spirit -straining to beat her own.
record before a tense northerly breeze. Yet -even to:
them her form, in pure white with gilt fillet, might tell
of no common ohsequies. L
For in every good ship the miracle of -Galatea. is’
renewed; and the shipwright who sent this keel down:
the ways fo her element surely beheld the birth of @
goddess. He still speaks of her with- pride, but.the.
.conditions of his work keep him a modest- man; for he.
,-goes about it under the.concentrated: gaze of half a-
dozen old mariners hauled ashore, who haunt his yard:
uninvited, slow of speech but deadlv critical. Nor has



LAYING UP THE BOAT 243

the language a word for their appalling candour, Olten, ©
admiring how cheerfully he tolerates them, I have
wondered what it would feel like to compose & novel
under the eyes of hall a dozen reviewers. But to him,
as to his critics, the ship was a framework only untdd the
terrible moment when with baptism she took life,  Ind
he in the rapture, the bref costasy af creation, realize
that she had passed from hun®  Ere the local artillery
band had finished Rule Drifannra, and while tus friends
were still shaking his hands and drinking to Lim, did
Tie know his loss 10 his trutmph? - 1hs fate is 1o fmprove
the world, not to possess, to chase perfection, knowing
that under the final mastering touch 1t mnst pass from
fis hand; to {ose his works and anchor umself wpon the
workmanship, the immaterial function  For of art this
is the crocs and crown in one; and e, modest man, was
bum to the sad eminence,

She is ours now by purchase, but ours, too, by some-
thing better.  Like a slave’s her beautiful untanght body
came to us; but il was we who give wings to her, and
with wings a soul, and a law to its grace, and disaipline
to s vital impulses, She is ours, too, by our gratitude,
since the delicate machine

Ias ke @ womnn prven upats joy,

and by memories of her helpfulness i such madest
perils as we tempt, of her sweet companionship through
long days empty of annoyance—Iland Ieft behind wath
its striving crowds, its short views, its idols of the
market-place, its sordid wornes; the breast flung wide
to the horizon, swept by wholesome salt airs, void
perhaps, but so beatifically clean! Then it was that
we learned her worth, drinking in the knawledge tvithout
effort, lulled hour after hour by her “hifsp(rinr,: which
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asked for no aniswer, by the pulse of her tiller soft against
.the palm. Patter of reef-points, creak of cordagé; hum
of wind, hiss of brine—I think at times-that she had
“found a more human language. Who that:has ‘ever
steered for hours together cannot teport of 4 mysterious
_voice ‘breaking -the silence of the seas,’ as though a
_friend Weére standing and-'speaking-astern? or has.not
turned his head to the confident inexplicable call? The
fishermen fable of drowned sailors ‘hailing their names.’
But the voice is ‘of a single speaker; it bears no likeness
to the hollow tones of .the dead; it calls no name, it
. utters no particular word. ‘It:merely. speaks.” Some-~
times, ashamed -at being tricked by an illusiorf..so
- absurd, I steal a glance at the yachtsman forward. He
is smoking, placidly staring at the clouds. - Patently he
was not the speaker, and patently he has heard nothing;
."Was it Cynthia, my: dearer shipmate? = She; too, knows
" the voice; even answered it one day; supposing it mine,
and in her confusion I surprised our common secret,
But we never hear it together. She is seated now on
* the lee side of the cockpit, her hands .folded on the
combing; her chin rested on them, and her eyes gazing
out beneath the sail and across the sea, from which they
“surely have . drawn their wine-coloured “glooms. - She
- has not stirred for many minutes. No, it was not
Cynthia. Then either it must be the wild, obedient
_ spirit who carries us, straining at the impassable bar of
.speech, to break through and be at” ong -with:. her
master, or else—Can it ‘have been Ariel, perched aloft
in the shrouds, with mischievous harp? - a "

- ++ That-was the chirp of. Ariel

" . You heard, as overhead it flew, --. _
"The farther going more to dwell .
And wing our green'to wed odr blue;,
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. Bat whether note of joy or knel! -
Wot us own Fatber-singer knew,
Nor yet can any mortal tell,
Save oaly bow 1t skuvers through,
The breast of us a sounded shell,
The blord of e a bighted dew
Perhaps; but for my part 1 believe it was the ship; and
_ if you deride my behef, I shall guess you one of those
" who nced 2 fgure-head to remind them of a vessel's
sex. There are minds which find a certzin romance in
figure-heads. To me they scem a frigid, unintelligible
device, not to say idolatrous. [ have known 2 crew to
set so much store by one that they kept a tinsel locket
and pair of ear-nngs m the forecastle and duly adorned
their darling when 10 port. But this is matenatism,
The true pessonality of a ship resides in no prefigurmg
lump of wood wath a sightless smile to which all seas
come alike and all weathers. Lay your open palm on the
mast, rather, and feel hfe pulsing beneath it, trembling
throagh and along every nerve of her. Are you con-
+ sverted? That life is yours to control. Take the tiller,
then, and for an hour be a god! For indeed you shall
be a god, and of the very earliest. The centunies shall
Tun out with the chain as you ship moorings~run out
and drop from you, plumb, and leave you free, winged!
Or if you cannot forget in a moment times to which
. you were born, each wave shall tumn back a page as 1t
rolls past to break on the shore towards which you
- Tevert no glance Even the romance of 1t shall fade
with the murmur of that coast.
Sauls of silk and ropes of seqdel
Such as gleam in ancient Jore, .
And the singing of the satlor,
And the answer from the shore-2
these shall pass and leave you younger than romance
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—a child open-eyed and. cunous pleased to meet a.sea
parrot or a rolling porpoxse, or to watch the gannets
diving:

As th saw,them due o

O'er sunken Ararat. - . . .
Yes, and sunset shall bring you, a god to the gates 0
a kmgdom 1 must pause to. describe for you,- -thougt
when you reach it you will forget my description’ an(
imagine yourself its first dlscoverer But that 'is par
of its charm. -

Walter Pater; reading the Odyssey was brought u}
(as we-say) ‘with a round turn’ by a passage wherel

" Homer describes briefly and with accuracy how som
mariners came to.harbour, took 'down sail, and steppec
ashore.” It filled him with wonder that so-simple..as
‘incident—not to ‘say . ordinary-—could. be . made s
" poetical; and, having pondered it, he divided the credi
between the poet and -his fortunate’ age—d time (sai
he) in which one could hardly have spoken at all withou
ideal effect, or the sailors pulled down their boatl with
out making a picture ‘in the great style’ agamst a Ql\
charged with marvels.

You will discover, when you reach tbe nver-mout]
of which I am telhng, and are swept over the rollin;
bar into quiet water—you will discover (and with' east
being a god) that Mr. Pater was entirely mistaken, am

- the credit belongs neither to Homer nor to his fortunat
age. For here are woods with woodlanders; and field
.with ploughmen, and beaches with fishermen haulin
-nets; and all these men; as they go "about: their work
Acontnve to make pictures ‘in the great style!. agains
a sky charged with marvels, obv10usly without: an
, assistance from Homer, and quite “as ‘if nothmg ha
happened for say, the last three thousand years ”.I_‘ ha
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the immemsorial craft of seafanng has no specially
*heroic age’—or that, if it have, that age is yours—
you will discover by watching your own yachtsman
as he moves about lowering foresail and preparing to
drop anchor.
1t is a river of gradual golden sunsets, such as Wilson
painted —a broad-bosomed flood between deep and
tranquil woods, the main banks holding here and there
a village as in an arm maternally crook’d, but opening
nto creeks where the oaks dip their branches in the high
tides, where the stars are glassed all night long without
a tipple, and where you may spend whole days with
no company but herons and sandpipers  Even by the
main river each separate figure—the fisherman on the
shore, the ploughman on the upland, the ferryman
crossing between them — moves slowly upon a large
landscape, while, permeating all, ‘the essential suence
cheers and blesses.” After a week at anchor in the heart
of this silence Cynthia and I compared notes, and set
, down the total population at filty souls; and even so
she would have 1t that I had included the owls. Lol
the next morning an unaccustomed rocking awoke us
in our berths, and, rasing the flap of our dew-drenched
awning, we "descried at sunrise an emerging prow’ of
a peculiarly hideous excursion steamboat  She blew
no whistle, and we were preparing to laugh at her
grotesque temerity when we became aware of a score
of boats putting ‘out towards her from the shadowy
banks. Like spectres they approached, reached her,
and discharged their complements, until at last a
hundred and fifty passengers crowded her deck, In
~ sifenee—or in such silence as a paddle-boat can achieve
—=<he backed, turned, and bore them away: on what
festal errand we never discovered. We never saw them
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return. For aught I know they may never havereturned.
They raised no'cheer; no band accompanied them; they
passed- without the faintest hum of conversation. - In:
five minutes at most thé apparition had vanished around
the river-bend seawards and out of sight. We stared at
_the gently heaving water, turned, and ‘caught’ sight of
Euergetes, his head “and ted cap above the forecastle
hatch. (I call our yachtsman Euergetes because-it is
so unlike his real name that neither he nor his;family
will recognize it.) ‘Why, Euergetes,’ exclaimed Cynthia,
‘wherever did they all come from?’ ‘I’m sure I can’t
tell you, ma'am,” he answered, ‘unless 'twas from' the
woods,” giving us to picture these ardent. holiday-
makers roosting all night in the trees while we slumbered.
But the odd thing was that the labourers manned. the
fields that day, the fishermen ‘the beach that evening,
in undiminished numbers. We landed, and could detect
no depletion in the village. We landed on subsequent
days, and discovered no increase. And the inference,
though easy, was startling. - N
I suppose that ‘in the great style’ could hardly be
predicted of our housekeeping on these . excursions;
and yet it achieves, in our enthusiastic opinion, a
primitive elegance not often recaptured by mortals
since the passing of the Golden Age. We cook for our-
selves,- but bring a fine spirit of emulation both to
cuisine and service. We dine frugally, but the claret
_is sound. From the moment when Euergetes. awakes
us by washing down the deck, and the sound of water

- rushing through the scuppers calls me forth .fo- disciss
the weather with him, method rules the early hours,

. that we may be free to use the later'as we list. First
the cockpit beneath the awning must be prepared as.a
-dressing-room for Cynthia; next Euergetes summoned
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on deck to valet me with the simple bucket.  And when
T am dressed and tingling from the donche, and sit me
down on the cabin top, barefooted and whistling, to
clean the Loots, and Luergetes has been sent ashore
for milk and eggs, bread and clotted cream, there follows
a peaceful half-hour until Cynthia flings back a corner
e : T ° - o~ N “hen
ding

ner

the

L L set
forth. Meanwhile Euergetes has returned, and from
the forecastle comes the sputter of red mullet cooking.
Cynthia clatters the cups and saucers, while 1n the well
by the cabin door I perform some acquired tricks with

By ten o'dlock or thereaboufs we have breakfasted,
my pipe is it, and a free day lies before us:

AlL the wood to ransack,
Al the wave explore

We take the dinghy and quest after adventures The
nearest railway lies six miles off, and is hkely to deposit

-mo one in whom we have the Jeast concern ~ The woods

are deep, we carry our lunch-basket and may roam
independent of taverns If the wind mwife, we can
hoist our small sail; if not we can rechne and drift and
stare at the heavens, or land and bathe, or search in
vain far curlews’ or kingfishers’ nests, or m more ener-
getic moods seek out a fisherman and hire him to shoot

* his seine. Seventy red mullet have I seen fetched at

one haul out of those delectable waters, remote and
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enchanted as the ‘lake whence the - fisherman at the,
genie’s orders drew fish for the young king of the Black
Isles. DBut such days as these require no filling,” and
why should I teach you how.to fill them?: RIS
Best hour of all perhaps is' that before: bedtime;
when the awning has been spread orice more, and after
long hours in the open our world narrofs. to thecircle
of the reading-lamp in the ¢ockpit. Our cabin'is pre<
pared. Through the open door we see its red curtain
" warm in the light of the swinging lamp, the beds laid,
the white sheets turned back.~ Still ‘we grudge these
moments to sleep. Qutside-wé hear the tide streaming
seawards, light airs play beneath the awning, above.it
tides the host of heaven. And here, gathered into a few
square -feet,” we have home —larder, . cellar,- library,
tables, and cupboards; life’s small appliances with the
human comradeship théy serve, chosen-for their service
after severely practical discussion, yet ultimately by the
heart’s true nesting-instinct. We are isolated, bourd
even to this strange river-bed by a few fathoms of chain
only. To-morrow we can lift anchor and spread wing’
but we carry home with us. - ' S

I will make you brooches and toys for your delight’ -
Of bird-song at morning and star-shine at night; .
. T will make a palace fit for you and me - .
Of green days in forests and blue days at sea.
I will make my kitchen and you shall keep your room -~
Where white flows the river and bright blows the broom; .,
And you shall wash your linen and keep vour body white .-

In rainfall at morning and dewfall at night.-.. - .~

You see now what memories we lay up 'wiih the boat,
Will you think it ridiculous that after sich royal day:
‘of summer, her inconspicuous obscquies haye before
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£ow put me in mind of Turner's * Fighting Téméraire"?
I declare, at any rate, that the fault hes not with me,
buat with cur comntry’s painters and poets for providing
no work of art pearer to my mood.  We E\x}gk hLave a

in whick 23 a race we are loss expert, and stand befsre
that picture of Turner’s in the National Gallery. The
late Mr. Froude beheved in 2 good ume coming when
the sea-captains rf Ehzabeth are 1o find their bard and
«it enshrired in ‘2 great Erglish natvomal €7ic 2s grand
zs the Odyzsey.” It mzy be, but as vet our poets have
schieved but a fzw sea-Bzhts, marine adventures, and
occatiomal plzoss, whith wear a spinted but accidental
et the excursionst On me, at any rate,
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1 should know well enough by this time what is corhing
when I draw near that picture, and yet.my heart neve:
fails to leap with the old wild wonder. " "There are usually
one or two men standing before it—I observe it.affects
women less—and I glance at them furtively to see how
they take it. If ever I surprise one with tears in his eyes
I believe we shall shake hands. And why not?" : For the
moment we are not strangers, but men subdued by the
wonder and sadness of our common’ destiny: ‘we fée
that we are greater than we know.” We are two English
men, in one moment realizing the glories of our bloox
and state. We are alone together,. gazing upon.a-nev
Pacific, ‘silent, upon a peak in Darien.’ - . R

For—and here lies his subtlety—in the very flush o
amazement the painter flatters you by whispering tha
for you has his full meaning been reserved. The Témérair
goes to her doom unattended, twilit, obscure, with 1
pause in the dingy bustle of the river. You alone hav
_eyes for the passing of greatness, and-a heart to feel it

There ‘s a far bell ringing,

but you alone hear it tolling to evensong, to the clos
of day, the end of deeds. ' CoL
So, as we near the beach where she is to lie, a“sens

of proud exclusiveness mingles with our high Tegret
- Astern the jettyman and stevedores are wrangling ove
their latest job; trains are shunting, cranes working
trucks discharging their cargoes amid clouds of- dust
We and we only assist at the passing of ‘a goddest
. Euergetes rests on his oars, the tow-rope slackens, 'sh
glides into the deep shadow of the shore, and-with a sof
grating noise—ah, the eloquence. of it!—takes ground
Silently we carry her chain out and noose it about :
monster elm; silently we slip the legs under her channel
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Lift and make fast her stern moorings, Jash the tiller
for the last time, tie the coverings over cabin-top and
well; anxiously, with clowed lips, praetermitting no
due rite, An hour, perhaps, passes, and Novamber
darkness has settled on the river ere we push off our
boat, in a last farewell committing her—our treasure
“locked up, not lost’—to & winter over which Jove shall
- reign genially

Lt fratres Hdrnae, lua b sidera

As we thread our dim way homesard among the nding-
lights flickering an the black water, the last pale vision
of her alone and hghtless follows and reminds me of the
dull winter ahead, the short days, the long nights,  She
is haunting me yet as I land on the wet shp strewn with
dead leaves to the tide's edwe.  She {ollows me up the
Hill, and even to my Wibrary door. 1 throw it open, and
15! a bright fire buming, and, smiling over against the
blaze of it, cheerful, companionable, my books have
teen awaiting me




252 - b SIR A T, OUILLER COUCH

1 should know’ well enough by th1s time what is commg
when I draw néar that picture, and yet my, heart never
 fails to leap with the old wild wonder. “There are usually
~ one or, two men standing before it—I .observe it affects
women less—and I glance at them furtively to 'see how
they take it. If:evér I surprise one with fears in- his eyes,
' I believe we shall shake hands. And why not?- For the
moment we are not strangers but men subdued by the
. wonder and sadness of our common destiny: we feel
that we are greater than we know.” We are two Enghsh—
‘men, in one-moment realizing the glones of our blood
_and state., We are alone together gazmg upon anew
. Pacific, ‘silent; upon a peak in Darien.’- .

For—and here lies his subtlety——m the very ﬂush of
amazement the painter flatters you by whispering that
for you has his full meaning been reserved. The Téméraire

* goes“to her doom unattended, twilit, obscure, with no
pause in-the dingy bustle of' the Tiver. You alone have
eyes for the passing of greatness and-a heart to feel 1t

There ’ sa far bell rmgmg,

but you alone hear it tolling to’ evensong, to the close
of day, the end of deeds. .
. " So, as we near the beach where she 1s to lie, & sense
of proud exclusiveness mingles with our. Ingh ‘Tegret.
- Astern the jettyman and stevedores are wrangling over
. their latest job; trains are -shunting, - cranes .working,
trucks discharging their cargoes amid clouds of dust.
We and we only assist at the passing of a goddess.
- . Euergetes rests on his ‘oars, the tow-rope slackens, .she
‘glides into the deep shadow ‘of the shore, and-with a soft
grating noise—ah, the eloquence. of Jt'——ta]\es ground,
Silently we carry her. chain out ‘and- noose it abgut’ 2
~ monster elm sﬂently we shp the legs under hex’ channels,

P
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1ift and make fast her stem moorings, lash the tiller
for the last time, tiec the covenngs over cabintop and
well; anviously, with closed lips, praetermitting ne
due rite. An hour, perhaps, passes, and November
darkness has settled on the river ere we push off our
boat, in a last farewell commtting her—our treasore
“locked up, not lost’~—tu 2 winter over which Jove shall
- reign genially
Et fratres 1 lenag, load «sidera

As we thread our dim way homeward among the nding-
* hghts flickering on the biack water, the last pale vision
of her alone and lightless follows and reminds me of the
dull winter ahead, the short days, the long nights  She
is haunting me yet as I land on the wet shp strewn with
dead leaves to the tide's edee  She follows me up the
hill, and even to my hbrary door I throw it open, and
Io! a bright fire burming, and, smhing over agamst-A=e
blaze of it, cheerful, companionable, my books
been awaiting me.



252 .~ _SIR A. T. QUILLER-GOUCT °

I should know well enough by, this tinie what™is coming
when I draw near that picture, and yet my heavt never
fails to leap with the old wild wonder. * There are usudlly

- ‘one or two men standing before it—I observe it nffects
women Jess—and T glance at them furtively 10 see how
they takeit.. If ever I surprise one wilh Leavs inhis eyes,
1 believe we shall shake hands.- And why not? ~Fop the
moment we arc not strangers, but men subdned by the
wonder and.sadness of our common destiny: ‘we feel
-that we are greater than we know.! 'We are two Enplish-
men, in one moment realizing the glories of our hlood
and state. We are alone together, gazing npon # new
Pacific, ‘silent, upon a peak in Darien.” . e
'+ For—and here lies his subtlety—~in the very flush of
. amazemen{ the paintér flatters you by whispering- (hil
- {or you has his full meaning been reserved. The T'émdraire
- goes .to her doom unaitended, twilit, obscunre, with ne
pause in the dingy bustle of the river.  You stlone haye
_eyes for the passing of greatness, and-a heart Lo fer] it,

There 's a far hell vinging,

but you alone hear it tolling {0 evensong, 1o the elose
‘of day, the end of deeds. _ o , "
"So, as we near the beach where she is 1o lie, a senge

. of proud exclusiveness mingles with our high repref,
- Astern the jettyman and stevedores are wrangling over
their latest job; trains are shunting, cranes warking,
trucks discharging their cargoes smid clouds of dust.,
We and we only assist at the passing of a poddess,
- Euergetes yests on his oars, the tow-rope slackens, she
glides into the deep shadow of the shore, and with a z0fi
grating noise—alh, the cloquence of itl-Aakes pround,
Silently we carry her chain out and nuose it ahont s
monster elm; silently we slip the legs nnder hey channels,

1\
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Lit and make fast her stern moorings, Jash the tiller
for the last time, tie the coverings over cabin-top and
well; anxiously, with closed lips, praetermitting no.
due rite. An hour, perhaps, passes, and November
darkness has settled on the river ere we push off our
boat, in a last farewell committing her—our treasure
'loc}.cd up, not lost’—to a winter over which Jove shall
- seign gemally

Et fratrus Helenae, lucsda sidera

. As we thread our dim way homeward among the riding-
Tights flickering on the black water, the last pale vision
of her alone and lightless follows and reminds me of the
dull wmler 1he1d the - short days, the long nights.  She

©owet s'hp strewn with

1e follows me up ‘the

I throw 1t open, and

h‘ a bright fire bummg, 3nd, smiling over against the

blaze of it, cheerful, compamomble, my books have
been awaiting me.



