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PREFACE

The extracts chosen for this Anthology have several
things in common. All are from books published within
the last twenty-five years—the majority, indecd, since the
last war; all have been chosen both for the subject matter
and the quality of the prose; all are the writings of people
whase achlevements extend beyond authorship into other
fields of activity; mostly, they are works of fact.

The main object of the book is to bring to the attention
of young people the wealth of good literature outside
fiction that is theirs for the reading. Not that any prejudice
is felt against fiction—far from it. In fact, two of the
extracts here have a fictional flavour. But much inspiration
is to be drawn from a true tale of human accomplishment
—and we all need reminding sometimes of the heights to
which our fellow beings can climb.

{t is supgested that this book could be profitably used
n every type of Secondary School. The questions have
been designed mostly to sound the pupil’s powers of com-
prehension, and so to add to his or her enjoyment of the
piece. The fourth 3ues!ion is in each case slightly more
difficult and is intended for the more advanced pupils.

Tam grateful to Mr. Paul Griffin for his helpful criticism,
My thanks are due also to the Reprint Society for per-
mission to quote from the Broadsheet; to Mr, John Moore
for helpful information about his book Brensham Fillage; to
Messrs. George Allen & Unwin, Ltd., for news of Mr.
Thor Heyerdahl; and to the Oxford University Press for
supplying me with notes about the late Colonel Jim
Corbett. M. W. P.
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THOR HEYERDAHL

0!

THE KON-TIKI EXPEDITION

Introductory Note

Few books of adventure published in the past decade
have created such a stir as The Kon-Tiki Expedition.
The story of the voyage is too well known to merit
any repetition here.

cre was powerful scientific reasoning behind that
voyage—namely, Heyerdahl’s theory that the in-
habitants of the Pacific Islands originally came from
the west coast of America, a voyage of some 4300
miles across the Pacific. But his views were treated
with polite scom by the experts, who posed this
stern question—how could these primitive peoples
from America, having only open rafts, have dis-
covered the Pacific Islands2 Such a practical objection
to the theory seemed to smash it to smithereens,
Heyerdahl was convinced that it could be done and
adopted the most startling course to prove it.

Even with the voyage triumphantly concluded,
Heyerdahl knew that there was still a great deal to
be done to convince other learned ethnologists of
the soundness of his theory, For two years he lived
in a log cabin in a remote part of eastern Norway—
writing. The outcome of this long study was Amerscan
Indians in the Pocific: the theory behind the Kon-Tiki
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Ixpedition.  This book contains a mass of evidence in
support of his theory.

The raft itself has found a most suitable resting-
place, on an island in the Oslo fiord alongside Fram,
the vessel of the great Norwegian explorer, Nansen.

The only Swede in the crew of six, Bengt Daniels-
son, remained on the Pacific Islands where they
landed and has recently published a book on his
experiences there. The others returned to the various
occupations they were pursuing before they under-
took the raft expedition.

A tale of such courage, such steadfast faith in
one’s own opinion, could scarcely fail to be inspiring.

Yet Thor Heyerdahl’s book stands firm on its meritas -~

literature; it requires no ordinary skill to describe a
long voyage of considerable monotony in such a way
as to grip the reader’s attention throughout. Heyer-
dahl has done this by virtue of a writer’s most useful
gift—the ability to express himself in a style at once
both simple and pleasant to read. And in praising
the author, the excellent translation from Norwegian
into English by F. H. Lyon should not be forgotten.

2]

Jorge’s story of the hecad-hunters belongs to the
carly days of the expedition, On their way to the
Quivedo Jungle—the promised land where balsa
wood for the raft was to be found—Heyerdahl and
his companion meet Jorge and hear this remarkable
tale. As an anti-climax, they collected their timber
in the jungle without encountering any head-hunters.
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HEADS FOR SALE

Our friend from the cargo plane, Jorge, nicknamed
¢ the crazy flyer ’, belonged to one of the old Spanish
families in Quito. He installed us in an antiquated,
amusing hotel, and then went round, sometimes with
and sometimes without us, trying to get us transport
over the mountains and down into the jungle to
Quivedo, We met in the evening in an old Spanish
café, and Jorge was full of bad news; we must just
put the jdea of going to Quivedo out of our heads,
Neither men nor vehicles were to be obtained to
take us over the mountains, and certainly not down
into the jungle where the rains had begun, and where
there was a danger of attack if one stuck fast in the
mud, Only last year a party of ten American oil
engineers had been found killed by poisoned arrows
in the castern part of Ecuador, where there were still
great numbers of forest Indians who went about in
the jungle stark naked and hunted with poisoned
arrows.

‘ Some of them are head-hunters,” Jorge said in a
hollow voice, seeing that Herman, quite unperturbed,
was helping himsell to more beef and red wine.

‘ You think T exaggerate,’ he continued in a low
voice. ‘ But although it is strictly forbidden, there
are still people in this country who make a living by
selling shrunken human heads, It's impossible to
control it, so to this very day the jungle Indians cut
off the heads of their enemies among other nomad
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ribes. They smash up and remove ¢he skull itself
nd All the empt skin of the head with hot gand, SO
hat the whole head chrinks gl it’s hardly bigger
than 2 cat’s head, without Josing its shape OF its
features. These shrunken heads © enemies “were
once valuable grophies, now they re rare black market
goods. Ha\f-\)reed middle-men see that they get
down to the buyers on the coast, who sell them to

Jorge looked at us trmmphandy. He little kneW
that Herman and 1 that same 42y had been dragge

into a porter’s lodge and offered two of these heads
at 1000 sucres apiece- These heads nowadays areé
often fakes, made up from monkeys’ heads, but these

were the heads of a man and a woman, Loth the sizé

their natural size- 1 shuddered at the thought but
expressed my doubts whether there were head-

¢« and what would you s3y if your friend disappeared
and his Lhead came into the market in miniature
That \mppencd to a friend of mine once, he added,
staring at ™me stubbornly.

¢ Tell us about jt,’ said Herman, chewing his beef
slowly and with only moderate enjoyment.»

1 laid my fork carefully aside, and Jorge told his
story. He was once living with his wife on an outpost

in the j\mg\e, washing go\d and buying up the take
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of the other gold-washers, The family had at that
time a native friend who brought his gold regularly
and sold it for goods. One day this friend was killed
in the jungle. Jorge tracked down the murderer and
threatened to shoot him, Now the murderer was
one of those who were suspected of selling shrunken
human heads, and Jorge promised to spare his life
if he handed over the head at once. The murderer at
once produced the head of Jorge’s friend, now as
small as 2 man's fist. Jorge was quite upset when he
saw his friend again, for he was quite unchanged,
except that he had become so very small. Much
moved, he took the little head home to his wife.
She fainted when she saw it, and Jorge had to hide
his friend in a trunk. But it was so damp in the
jungle that clusters of green mould formed on the
head, so that Jorge had to take it out now and then
and dry it in the sun, It hung very nicely by the hair
on a clothes-line, and Jorge’s wife fainted every time
she caught sight of it. Bur one day a mouse gnawed
its way into the trunk and made a horrid mess of his
friend, Jorge was much distressed and buried his
friend with tuil ceremontes in a tiny little hole up
on the airfield. For after all he was a human being,
Jorge concluded,
‘ Nice dinner,” 1 said, to change the subject.



WHALE sHARK

war-whoop from Knut, who was sitting aft behind
the bamboo cabin. He bellowed ¢ gharkV’ till his
voice cracked in 2 falsetto, and as we had sharks
swimming a\ongs'\de the raft almost daily without
creating such excitement, W€ all realised that this
must be something extrd specia\, and flocked astern
to Knut's assistance.

Knut had been squatting there, washing his pants ‘
in the swell, and when he looked up for a moment
he was staring straight into the biggest and ugliest
face any of us had ever scen in the whole of our lives.
It was the head of a yeritable sea monster, SO huge
and so hideous that if the Old Man of the Sea himself
had come up he could not have made such an im-
pression on us. The head was broad and flat like 2
frog’s, with two small eyes right at the sides, and &
toadlike jaw which was four or five feet wide an

had long fringes hanging drooping from the corners

of the mouth. Bchind the head was an enormous

body ending in 2 long thin tail with a pointed tai
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fin which stood straight up and showed that this sea
monster was not any kind of whale, The body
laoked brownish under the water, but both head and
body were thickly covered with small white spots.
The monster came quietly, lazily swimming after us
from astern. It grinned like a bulldog and lashed
gently with its ui%.n The large round dorsal fin pro-
jected clear of the water and sometimes the tail fin
as well, and when the creature was in the trough of
the swell the water flowed about the broad back as
thaugh washing round a submerged reef, In front of
the broad jaws swam a whole crowd of zebra-striped
pilot fish in fan formation, and large remora fish and
other parasites sat firmly attached to the huge body
and travelled with it through the water, so that the
whole thing looked like 2 curious zoological collection
crowded round something that resembled a floating
deep-water reef,

A 15 Ibs. dolphin, attached to six of our largest
fish-hooks, was hanging behind the raft as ait for
sharks, and a swarm of pilot fish shot straight off,
nosed the dolphin without touching it, and then
hurried back to their lord and master, the sea king.
Like 2 mechanical monster it set its machinery going
and came gliding at leisure towards the dolphin which
lay. a beggarly trifle, before its jaws. We tried to
pull the dolphin in, and the sea monster followed
slowly, right up to the side of the raft. It did not
open its mouth, but just let the dolphin bump
against it, as if to throw open the whole door for
such an insignificant scrap was not worth while.
When the giant came right up to the naft, it rubbed
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its back against the hea steering 03T» which was
sust lifted UpP out of the water, and now W€ had
ample opportunity of studying the -monster at . the
closest quarters-—-—at such close quarters that 1 thought
we had all gone mad, for we roared stupidly wit
laughter and shouted over-excite(“y at the c€om”
p\ctc\y fantastic sight we SAW. Walt Disney himse\f
with all his powers of imagination, could not have
created 2 more hair-raising sea monster than that
which thus suddenly lay with its terrific Jaws along
the raft’s side.

The monster was 2 whale chark, the Jargest shark
and the largest fish known in the world to-day- 1t
is cxccedingly rare, but scattered specimens are
observed here and there in the troplcal oceans. The
whale chark has an average length of go feet, a0
according t0 zoologists 1t weighs 15 tons. It is sal
that large specimens can attain 2 length of 65 feet
and 2 harpooned baby had a liver weighing 6oo 1bs.,
and a collection of three thousand teeth in cach of its
broad jaws.

The monster was so large that when it began tO
swim in circles round us and under the raft its hea
was visible on one side while the whole of its tail
stuck out on the other. And so incredibly grotesque,
inert and stupid did it appear when seen full-face that
we could not help shouting with laughter, although
we realised that 1t had strength enough in its tail to
smash both balsa logs and ropes 10 pieces if it attacked
us. Again and again it described narrower anc
narrower circles just under the raft, while all we
could do was to wait and see what might happen
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When out on the other side it glided amiably under
the steering oar and lifted it up in the air, while the
oar-blade slid along the creature’s back. We stood
round the raft with hand harpoons ready for action,
but they seemed to us like toothpicks in relation to
the heavy beast we had to deal with. There was no
indication that the whale shark ever thought of
leaving us again; it circled round us and followed like
a faithful dog, close to the raft. None of us had ever
experienced or thought we should experience any-
thing like it; the whole adventure, with the sea
monster swimming behind and under the rlft,
seemed to us so completely unnatural that we could
not really take it seriously.

In reality the whale shark went on encircling us
for barely an hour, but to us the visit seemed ta last
a whole day. At last it became too exciting for Erik,
who was standing at a corner of the raft with an
eight-foot hand harpoon, and encouraged by ill-
considered shouts, he raised the harpoon above his
head.  As the whale shark came gliding slowly
towards him, and had got its broad head right under
the corer of the raft, Erik thrust the harpoon with
all his giant strength down berween his legs and deep
into the whale shark’s gristly head. It was a second
or two before the giant understood properly what
was happening. Then in a flash the placid half-wit
was transformed into a mountain of steel muscles.
We heard a swishing noise as the harpoon line
rushed over the edge of the raft, and saw 2 cascade
of water as the giant stood on its head and plunged
dawn inta the denthice  The three mmemn wha wrees
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tanding nearest were flung about the place head over

;eels, fnd two of them w%:re flayed and burr}t .by.the
line as it rushed through the air. The thick line,
strong enough to hold a boat, was caught up on the
side of the raft but snapped at once like a piece of
twine, and a few seconds later a broken-off harpoon
shaft came up to the surface two hundred yards
away. A shoal of frightened pilot fish shot off through
the water in a desperate attempt to keep up with
their old lord and master, and we waited a long
time for the monster to come racing back like an
infuriated submarine; but we never saw anything
more of the whale shark.

[}

MAN OVERBOARD

On July 21 the wind suddenly died away again. It
was oppressive and absolutely still, and we knew
from previous experience what this might mean.
And right enough, after a few violent gusts from east
and west and south, the wind freshened up to a
breeze from southward, where black, threatening
clouds had again rushed up over the horizon. Herman
was out with his anemometer all the time, measuring
already fifty feet and more per second, when suddenly
Torstein’s sleeping bag went overboard. And what
happened in the next few seconds took a much
shorter time than it takes to tell it.

Herman tried to catch the bag as it went, took a
rash step and fell overboard. We heard a fajnt cry
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for help amid the noise of the waes, &=
man's head and a waving arm, 3% well as
green object twirling about in the wate:
He was struggling for life to get back
through the high seas which had lifted bz
the port side. Torstein, who was at th
aft, and § m)sclf, up in the bows, were the
Ecrce'n'c him, and we went cold with fear. We

cllowed ¢ man overboard!’ at the pitch of our
lungs as we rushed to the nesrest hfe-saving ge3r-
The others had not heard Herman's cry 2t all because
of the noise of the sea, but in 3 trice there was life
and bustle on deck. Herman was an excellent
swimmer, and though we realised at once that his
life was at stake, we had a fair hope that he \\oul.d
manage to crawl back to the edge of the raft before it
was too late.

Torstein, who was nearcst, seized the bamboo
drum round which was the line we used for the boat,
for this was within his yeach. It was the only time
on the whole voyage that this line got caught up-
The whole thing h;ppened inafew seconds. Herman
was now on a level with the stern of the raft, but a
few yards away, and his Tast hope was to crawl to the
blade of the steering 0ar and hang on to it- As he
missed the end of the logs, be reached out for the oar-
blade, but it slipped away from him. And there he lay,
just where experience had shown we could get
nothing back. While Bengt and 1 launched the
dinghy, Knut and Erik threw out the lifebelt. Carry-
ing a long line, it hung ready for use gh=th® comer
of the cabin roof, but to-dav ind - strone

wSEN
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that when they threw the lifebelt it was simply
blown back to the raft. After a few unsuccessful
throws Herman was already far astern of the steering -
oar, swimming desperately to keep up with the raft,
while the distance increased with each gust of wind.
He realised that henceforth the gap would simply go
on increasing, but he set a faint hope on the dinghy,
which we had now got into the water. Without the
line which acted as a brake, it would perhaps have
been practicable to drive the rubber raft to meet the
swimming man, but whether the rubber raft would .
ever get back to the Kon-Tiki was another matter.

Nevertheless, three men in a rubber dinghy had some
chance, one man in the sea had none.

Then we suddenly saw Knut take off and plunge
head first into the sea. He had the lifebelt in one
hand and was heaving himself along. Every time
Herman’s head appeared on a wave-back Knut was
gone, and every time Knut came up Herman was not
there. But then we saw both heads at once; they
had swum to meet each other and both were hanging
on to the lifebelt. Knut waved his arm, and as the .
rubber raft had meanwhile been hauled on board, all
four of us took hold of the line of the lifebelt and
hauled for dear life, with our eyes fixed on the great
dark object which was visible just behind the two
men. This same mysterious beast in the water was
pushing a big greenish-black triangle up above the
wave-crests; it almost gave Knut a shock when he
was on his way over to Herman. Only Herman
knew then that the triangle did not belong to a
shark or any other sca monster. It was an inflated
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corner of Torstein’s water-tight sleeping bag, But
the sleeping bag did not remain floating for long after
we had hauled the two men safe and sound on board.
Whatever dragged the sleeping bag down into the
depths had just missed a better prey.

* Glad I wasn’t in it,” said Torstein, and took hold
of the steering oar where he had let it go.

But otherwise there were not many cheery cracks
that evening. We all felt a chill running through
nerve and bone for a long time afterwards. But the
cold shivers were mingled with a warm thankfulness
that there were still six of us on board.



NTZROY M ACLEAN

Or,'/'=$.———"‘

EASTERN pPRO ACHES

Introductory Note

To cnlist as & private in the army by virtue of stand-
ing for pm‘\i:\mcnt is about a5 unusual an cntry into
the services 8 can be imag’mcd. When in 1939
Fivzroy Maclean found himself in 3 reserved occupa-
tion—one SO reserved, in fact, that he was Warne
that, should he runt away and cnlist, he would be
brought back to the Foreign Office ‘in irons, 1
necessary 'he combed through Foreign Office
chu\ations to find a means of cscapet. In Fitzroy
Mac\can‘s own words— o

1 asked for an interview with the permanent
Under-Seeretary for Foreigh Affairs, SIT Alexander
Cadogan. . -

¢+ And what do you want?” said Sir Alexanders
who was a busy man, looking up from his: desk

¢t ] want to €0 into po\'\tics,” 1 said.

¢ < 1n that case,” he rcp\'\cd, _L L tyou will have
to leave the gervice.”

‘1 rcp\icd that 1 was prcparcd for that. In fact,

if he liked 1 could let him have my resignation at

once. And, laying? neatly written letter of resignation
on his desk, i cscapcd from the room. A few minutes
later | was in 2 taxi and on my Way

to the nearest
Recruiting Office.’
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Fitzroy Maclean was as good as his word—he did
go into politics. As a subaltern in the Cameron
Highland he fought d won—a by-election at
Lancaster, whose M.P. he has remained ever since.
Military duties, however, came first, and most of the
book Eastern Approaches tells the story of one man's
very distinguished war,

The first of these extracts describes the days before
the war when the author was a2 member of the
Diplomatic Corps in Russia. There he would not
allow the dignity of his position to prevent him from
scouting out alone into the interior of Russia and
Russia-in-Asia whenever opportunity arose. Thus he
collected a heap of interesting impressions of this
little-known territory. These impressions make up
the first part of the book.

The second extract—the kidnapping of the Persian
general—took place in the autumn of 1942, precisely
at that period of the war when the initiative was
swinging away from the Germans. Already Fitzroy
Maclean had seen a great deal of action in the Desert
with the Long Range Desert Group—that remarkable
force shich had mastered both the enemy and desert
conditions hundreds of miles behind enemy-lines.

His presence in Persia is explained by the fact that
he was summoned there by the Commander-in-Chief
to raise a guerilla force to operate among the Germans
should they succeed in overrunning the country.
The job at Isfahan was a sudden crisis which found
the right man in the right place to carry it out.

It was shortly after this incident that Fitzroy
Maclean dropped by parachute over Yugoslavia,




team whose job it was 1O assist Tito’s gueri“as.
Maclean, who was 2 Brigadier when the wat ended,
has now left the army and is sometimes © be heard of
quest'mg into the more remote corners of Europ¢ an
Asia.

(-]

APPROACH TO BOKHARA '

1 left Moscow on October 7th by 2 more OF less
comfortable express train bound for Ashkhabad, the
capita\ of Turkmenistan- Not only did it boast 2
restaurant-car, which is 2pt to be 2 somewhat
rob\cmatica\ feature of goviet trains, but the crew
of the latter turned out t© be old friends, already
encountcred on a previous journey. 1 was grected
cffusively and before 1 had had time to order any-
thing was confronted with half a tumbler of vodka
and a plate of cabbage soup» which had evidently
stuck in my friends’ memoTy as staple articles of MYy
diet. My fellow p:\sscngcrs were for the most part
officers of the N.K.V.D. Frontier Troops travelling
back to the outposts of empire on the Oxus and in
the Pamirs, fully conscious of belonging t© 2 corps
d’élite.

For two whole days after leaving Moscow W¢
travelled through European Russia: Ppine woods
birch woods; villages of decayed wooden isba
clustering round dccaycd white churches and ir

habited by dccaycd-looking peasants; magpies C
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stumps, in flighl and op telegraph wires; the Volga
2 mighty stream,

n the thirg evening we reached Orcnburg, which
for more than one hundred years marked ¢he farthess
point of Russia’s advance 2gainst the Kirghiz anq
Turkomans and the Khans of Bokhara ang Khiva,

R 2 previoys occasion whep had passeqd through
Orenbury, Presumably merely on account of .

e
platform outside my Railway @rriage and haq almost
been Jefe behind, This time | Was more carefy) and
nothing untoward occurred,

By next mOMming we oo well intg g, 22d for
two days travelled lhrough the Kary
Deserr, a how]

O0asis of . arkand, 1, L

of Kirghizta, the ws‘i"&; ;;_—__:




postpone my attempt t© reach Bokhara until mYy
return journey- 1 would go there at once- Samark:md
would have t© be left this time, unless 1 were to
prc')ud'\cc my chances of reaching Bokhara; and so 1
resisted the temptation to revisit the g\ittering
domes O hakh Zinda and the Gur Emir, and re-
luctantly contented myse\f with buying some grapes
for my breakfast on the p\atform of Samark:md rail-
way station. Westwards from Samarkand 1 was
travelling through 2 part of Uzbekistan which was
pew to M€, but which had little t© distinguish it
from the country farther €ast, except that it was
crhaps rather more fertile, for we were now follow-
ing the course of the Zaravshan, the river which
waters the 0ases © both Samarkand and Bokhara.

At Kagan, which we reached in the aftemo.on, an
which louked very much like any other <mall Soviet.
railway station, | chouldered mYy luggage and s\ippec\
unobtrusive\y from the train. WO alert-looking
young men, whom 1 had already poticed iD the
dining-car, Jid so too. 1 dcpos'xted my luggage in the

luggage office. They followed my example. 1 strolle
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into the station buffet. They came too, developing
a sudden interest in a bun whenever 1 stopped. There
was no doubt who they were. So long, however, as
they did not interfere with me, 1 had no objection to
being followed by them. 1f, as I suspected, their
purpose was to see what | did, rather than to stop
me from doing it, T had no reason to anticipate
trouble from them. What I needed to avoid at all
costs was unduly attracting the attention of the local
authorities who were far more likely 10 interfere.
My first object was to ascertain s discreedly as
possible how to get to Bokhara. 1 believed that an
occasional train still ran along what wed oace to be
the Emir's State Railway, This idez, bowever, had
to be abandoned almost immediztels, for the first
person 1 met on emerging from the koomce affice
was a portly local Jewess hmesting &2 that the
only train of the day had alreads groe and that there
was no bus service. While I wax coexefing wath her
and wondering what to do ooxs. ot sighe of L
lorry faden with bales of coszm meviny «F down 11w
only road in sight whick, I &0z gredasly jee: -
Bokhara. A short sprint 2af 2 Srieg frep lanee
head first in a rother fores pxokad bale of -
from which 1 emerged to see cre of my v &, ©
men rupning after the ey, Wik ke cbuy |
not a hope of catching, wifls tie etber 2 areirer
into the door of the 32t prrircm pov i
in order to get kels, Vemwiile, tan fore weem =z
on board, was Resfier Ty & 3
showing a pretty rors cf

DU T




At this point the lorry suddenly stoppcd for no
apparcnt reason, and a few seconds later @ breathless
N.K.V.D. man landed in the next cotton bale to
mine. 1 felt reassured and hoped that his colleague
would not now pcrsxst in his jntention of turning out
the guard and that 1 should be able to complete my

But this was not to be. The sight of two peop\e
jumping on to a lorry had put the same jdea into 2
number of other heads. There was @ rush and we
were tramp\ed over and rolled on as the lorry filled
with 2 varicgatcd crowd of Uzbeks, kicking av

biting, 35 only Uzbeks can, in their efforts to get

ANl might yet have been well, had not the driver,
who had let in the clutch and was moving off again,
at this point put his head round the corner and caught
sight of this multitude of uninvited pnssengers. 1t was,
he said, overdoing it. One or tWo might pass, but
not a whole crowd. We must all get off at once-
There ensued a gcnera\ argumcm which ended in the
driver letting down the sides of the Yorry and pushmg
off as many of his passengers as he could reach, while
others climbed in again on the other side.

This might have lasted indefinitelys when 1 saw
something which caused me to get © the lorm
hurriedly and disappear into some trees at the side
of the road where 1 was joincd by m N.K.V.D. man

A car was coming down the road from the statior
containing MY other N.K.V D. man and a uniform¢
officer of State Security. Meanwhile the lorr
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having got rid of most of its passengers, had started
once again on its way. It was quickly overtaken by
the police car and stopped a hundred yards farther on.
The driver was made to get out and cross-questioned
and finally every bale of cotton was gone through.
Meanwhile the first N.K.V.D. man, crouching beside
me in the bushes, remained, inexplicably, where he
was without giving any sign of life. As I watched the
progress of the search from my hiding-place, [ de-
cided that the interest which the local authorities
were showing in my movements was far from re-
assuring, [ led mysell, k , with the
thought that the zeal which they were now displaying
might peter out, as so many things do peter out in
Central Asfa,

Having completed his search of the lorry and
allowed the somewhat bewildered driver to proceed
on his way, the officer of State Security now climbed
back into his car and drove off, leaving his plin-
clothes colleague from the capital standing in the
middle of the road. From the bushes, I watched his
departure with feelings of unmixed relief. 1 had by
this time decided that my only hope of reaching
Bokhara was to walk there and wondered why I had
not thought of this before. My ideas about distance
were vague, but I had an idea that the Emir’s little
train was supposed to take about an bour, so that it
could not be very far. The road taken by the lorry
was the only one in sight, so I came out of the
bushes and started off along it, while my escort fell
in behind at a discreet distance, wandcﬁng, 1 imagine,
what was coming next. h
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Apart from the railway station, N.K.V.D. Head-
uarters, one ©f two cotton mills and 2 distressing
structure of uncertain us€ combining all the worst
features of both European a0 Oriental architectur®,
Kagan has little claim to be called 2 town, and W¢
were soon in the open country. On either side of the
road flowering fields of cotton stretched as far as ‘the
eye could reach, intersected by jrrigation ditches.
From tme to0 time 1 passed clusters of two, oF three -
pative farmsteads amid pop\ars and other trees.
Through an occasional open gate, set in high mu
walls, 1 caught sight of a courtyard, with, in the
living-quarters on the far side, an open door and 2
fire burning in the living-room. Uzbek houses have
changed very little since the days of Tamerlane.

From time 10 time the road branched and 1 was
left in some doubt whether to g0 to the left or the

looking for Bokhara in an entirely Wrong direction
did not appeal to me. On the whole 1 allowed myself
to be guided by the endless caravans of two-humped
Bactrian dromedaries, which, 1 imag'med were, like
myse\f , making for the city of Bokhara. The pecu\iarly
sweet tone of their bells sounded reassuring in the
gathering darkness. Behind me MYy followers in their
neat Moscow—made blue suits and bright ye“ow
shoes padded along disconso\ate\y in the acrid-
smelling, ankle-deep dust. .

1 walked for what secmed a very long time. It
was by now quite dark and there was still no sign
of Bokhara. 1 had come to feel less we“-disposed
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towards the dromedaries, With their vast bales of
merchandise they took up the whole road, entangling
me in their head ropes, breathing menacingly down
my neck and occasionally lumbering up against me
and pushing me into the ditch,

1 was beginning to wonder if | had not after all
taken the wrong road, and, if so, where it would
Iead me, when [ noticed that the sky in the direction
in which I was walking seemed slightly more luminous
than elsewhere. It might, or it might not, be the
reflected lights of a city. Soon the farmsteads along
the road and in the fields became more numerous
and the road took me between high mud walls
enclosing orchards of apricot trees. It was very
unlike the Soviet Union,

Then all at once the road took a turn, and topping
a slight rise 1 found myself looking down on the
broad white walls and watch towers of Bokhara
spread out before me in the light of the rising moon,

Immediately in front of me stood one of the city
gates, its great arch set in a massive fortified tower
which rose high above the lofty crenellated walls.
Following a string of dromedaries 1 passed through it
into the city.

I possessed a fair knowledge of the writings of
most of the European travellers who visited Bokhara
during the past century and this made easier the task
of identifying the principal buildings. Entering the
city from the south-east, I followed the fairly straight
street leading to the bazaars and centre of the town
which has for centuries been followed by travellers
and caravans from India, Persia and Afghanistan.



1t was along this strect that there passed in 1845,
to the constcrnation of the popu\:\t\on who ha

twenty-one fect deep where the Emir kept his
specin\\y bred yermin and rcpti\cs. When, WO
months 1atets ¢ masses Of their flesh having been
gnawcd off their bones », they had finally refused tO
turn Mussulman, they had been beheaded outside the
Citadel. This had hz\ppcned many months before
Wollf’s arrival. He himself attributed the failure
of the mission t© the action of the Prime Minister
* that bloodhound Abdul Samut Khan, in whos
character, it scems to mMC, the Foreign Office k
been deceive !

Soon the qucstion of his own religious proc\ivit'v
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{ reached the centre of the town. Seen thus, Bokhara
scemed an cnchantcd city, with its p'mmc\cs and
domes and crumbling ramparts white and dazzling

before the Mongo\ jpvasion an the advent of Genghis
Khan, it vics in purity of line and beauty of ornament
with the fincst architecture of the talian Renaissance
For centurics before 1870, and again in the troubles
cars between 1917 and 1920, Men were cast dow
to their death from the delicately ornamente
gallery which crowns it. To-day @ great Red Flag
flaps from its summit. :

the covered bazaar. There 1 bought from a plump
Uzbek merchant sitting cross-\cggcd at the entrance
of his dimly \'\g\ued shop 2 flat round loaf of sour~
tasting black bread, some {ruit and a bottle of sweet
red wing, and, repairing to the garden of a nearby
mosque, sat down under 3 bush to rest and cat.
Under the central arch of the old mosque the prescm
rulers of Bokhara had crected 2 g\cam'mg new white
marble monument 10 Lenin and Stalin, lavishly
drapcd with red bunting.

As | took 2 pull at my bottle of wine, 1 became
aware of someone hovering unccrtain\y near me, an
a quavcr'mg voice said, * Please leave some for me -
Then a very {rail, very tattered old Russian with
long white drooping moustaches cmcrgcd ghost—\ikc
from the shadows and stood waiting expectnnt\y.
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gave him the wine, Tilting back his head, he raised
the bottle to his mouth. There was a sound of
gurgling, and he put it down empty. Then, with a
mumbled word of thanks, he shuffled off into the
darkness, leaving me with an odd sense of satis-
faction at having thus by chance supplied a much
felt need.

Cheered by this encounter and by my share of the
wine, 1 took another stroll through the empty
streets, and then retummed to the garden, which I
had decxdcd to make my home for as long as 1 re-
mained in Bokhara.

L]
KIDNAP

At Teheran, 1 found General Baillon at the British

Legation in conference with the Minister, Sir Reader
Bullard. They told me that they had a job for me.
For some time past, they said, there had been signs
that same kind of trouble was brewing in south
Persia. The tribes, the Qashgai and Bakhtiari, had
German agents living amongst them and seemed
likely to rise at any moment, just as they had in
1916 when their rebellion had caused us a dis-
proportionate amount of trouble, Were this to
happen, our supply route to the Persian Gulf might
be cut. There was also discontent in Isfahan and
other towns, largely caused by the hoarding of grain
by speculators, which we were unable to prevent,
This dlscontcm might at any moment flare up into

(R



take part and which would coincide with 2 German ’
airborne attack on the Tenth ATIOY followed by 2
genera\ German offensive on the Caucasus front. 1D
short, General Zahidi :\ppeared to be behind most of
the trouble in south Persia.

The situation Was a delicate one. The Allied forces -
of occupation in northern Persia had been reduce
to a minimum in order tO meet demands from the
fighting fronts; there were pract'\ca“y no Allie
troops 10 south Persid at all. The nearest British
troops tO the seat of the trouble were at Qum, tWO
hundred miles north of 1sfahan. There was Very rea
danger that any sudden movement of British troop
gener?
rising which we should have serious difficulty i

containing with the small forces at our disposal.
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the other hand, if we allowed events to take their
course, the results would be equally disastrous.

In short it was essential to nip the trouble in the
bud, while avoiding a full-scale showdown, General
Baillon and Sir Reader Bullard had decided that this
could best be achieved by the removal of General
Zahidi and it was this task that they had decided to
entrust to me. How it was to be done they left me to
work out for myself. Only two conditions were
made: 1 was to take him alive and I was to do so
without creating a disturbance,

My first step was to go to Isfahan and see for
myself how the land lay. That city’s mosques and
palaces, unrivalled in the whole of Asia, provided an
excellent pretext for visiting it, 1 let it be known
in Teheran that I was going to spend a few days’ leave
sight-seeing in the south, and set out.

1 reached Isfahan the same night after driving all
day across a bleak plateau fringed with distant snow-
capped mountains, Finally the flickering lights of an
isolated chai-khana shone out of the darkness, show-
ing two or three dim figures squatting in the doorway,
drinking their tea and smoking their long pipes;
then a group of houses; then some shops; and then
we were in the main street of Isfahan in a seething
stream of carts, donkeys and camels, whose owners
turned round to stare at the first jeep and the first
British uniforms to make their appearance in Isfahan,

1 drove to the British Consulate, where I was
welcomed by the Consul, John Gault, with the
same lavish hospitality that T have always met with
at the hands of His Majesty’s Consular Representa-



content and a0 obstacle to the cfficient administration
of south Persia.

lotting, with the Germans and with the tribal
\caders. ndeed, according 10 information whic

had reached him, one © the open‘mg moves 11 '
General Zahidi’s plot was ta be the \iquidation o
the British Consul in {sfahan, 2 piece of news whic

charm, a8 far as he was concemcd.

1 asked Gault where Zahidi lived. He said he
would show me and after dinner we strolled out of
the Consulate, across narrow many-archcd bridge,
and along 2 broad avenue of plane trees, until we
came 1o 2 massive pair of gates, set in a high stone
wall and flanked by 2 sentry box and guardroom.
Outside, 8 Persian infantryman was marching up an
down while others, all well armed, clouched at t c
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oor of the g\mdmom. We took 3 wurn round the
ack prcmisa, where the surroundin wall was

not be possi le to take advang® of the narrow
bottlencck formed by this ancient nonument t0 hold
up his car, Grag him out of it, and make off with

2
1 gave this plan careful considerations but there
were two seriows objections 10 it Inthe first place
Zahidi was repu!ed to g0 nowhere without 2 heavily
armed bod! 'guard. whom it would be pecessary O
. 1y, even assuming that W5
rmanaged t© avoid 2 piu:hed battle with the bodyguard
we were unlikely 10 succeed in kidnapping 2 gener?
iddle of 50 populous 2 tow
d



with Gault, 1 came t0 the conclusiont that, unless
was prepared to risk 2 serious incident which might .
have \mforseeab\e repercussions, 1 should have to 1€y
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two other resourceful characters, hold him up at the
point of the pistol, hustle him into the car, and drive
away with him out of Isfahan before the alarm could
be given. 1also asked for a platoon of British infantry

"to fend a hand in case anything went wrong. 1 under-
took to work out some means of introducing these
into [sfahan, in such a way as to attract as litrle
attention a3 possible.

Having sent off my telegram, I spent two agreeable
days in lsfahan, making a detailed reconnaissance of
the city, with special attention to the best line of
withdrawal in case of an emerge=cy, and at the same
time enjoying its peerless beauty.

The arrival of an urgent message from G.H.Q. in
reply to my telegram, submitting oy proposals and
requesting _instructions, brought me beck to the
realities of the Second World Wil My plaa was
approved in principle and § wes Ierocred 10 go
ahead with my preparations. O=x tem of my
highly unorthodox programme st=ck 2= ta throats of
the well-trained staff officers 22 2o eZerend. T wmoe
not (repeat: not) possible, ey s, 2o 2tk
officer of my age and sexivricx 7 was 2 Czp .
masquerade, even for a &v, = 3 Efredier, P




for the General's house. One wou d draw up under
the plane trees on the far side of the avenue, opposite
the main entrance 10 the house, and stay there. The
other would take up a position covering the back
entrance. The men, clutching their tommy-guns and
hand-grenades, would remain D the back of the
trucks, out of sight. Only if they heard firing or 2
prcztrr:mged signa\ of three blasts on the whistle
would they emerge from their hiding—p\ace, ove
ower the ard and force an entrance, after whic
their task would be to cover the withdrawa\ of t
party in the staff car, which it was hopcd wou
include Zahidi whatever happencd. If. on the oth

hand, all went well, the tWo trucks’wou\d sim}
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wait until the staff car drove out with Zahidi in it,
and then fall in behind and escort us out of Isfahan
to a point in the desert where an aircraft would be
waiting, ready to fly our prisoner out of the country,

For our rehearsals | chose a ruined fort in the
desert. Again and again the two trucks took up their
positions outside; the staff car drove in; the whistle
sounded; the Seaforths poured out of the trucks and
into the fort; an imaginary victim was bundled un-
ceremoniously into the car, and all three vehicles
drove off in triumph, the occupants tossing dummy
hand-grenades out of the back at imaginary pursuers,
as they went. The Scaforths gave a splendidly realistic
performance, Tndeed their enthusiasm was such that
my only anxiety was lest on the day itself they would
emerge from their place of concealment, whether
things went well or badly, and massacre a number of
harmless Persians out of sheer ebullience.

It now only remained to fix the day. This was
done after a further exchange of signals with G.H.Q.
Baghdad and with the Foreign Office via Teheran.
I also extracted from the authorities, not without
difficulty, permission to shoot General Zahidi, should
he be armed and resist capture.

Our D-Day was fixed, and, on D minus one, we
set out from Qum. I had decided that the Seaforths
should spend the night well out of sight in the desert
about ten miles from Isfahan. Next day, while the
main party entered the town in the two trucks,
smaller parties were detailed to cut the telegraph
wires connecting Isfahan with the ncighbouring
Persian garrisons.  Meanwhile 1 collected the



Briga(\icr , tmgu'\sh whose W ell
develope { humovf used to ent

comp\etc\ into the sp'\rit of the somewhat equ'woca\
rolc that had been a“otted to him, and set out for
the British Consulate-

On our arrival there 2 te\ep\\onc call was put
t\wough to the Gcncm\’s housc AW an @ poim;mcnt
duly ade for the same 2fternoon: fter @ copious

\unch w¢ took out p\a in the ff cav which was
flying 2 Union ck. cliable .
arme the tecth, ©O€ upicﬂ the seat «t the
driver, W Guardsman Duncan a0 Geaforth
Highlanders I carrying commy-gus> rouc\\cc\ in
the luggrge compart™ ¢ at the V¥ k, ander 3 BF

aulin ault followc in his owR ca As we
approac hed Zahidi’s house 1 WS reliev d to see our
two trucks their tarpau\\ g conced ing the
pattle-hung y geaforths draw in their appoin ed

laces he gate the Persiah sentry Was deep 11
conversation with Laurencc Lockhard, Persian
linguist 110 the AF. Intelligenc® whos services
1 had cntisted for the occasion far \cryt\\'mg 1

gon¢ according 10 plan

of open French windows. A servant ushered us it
through these and went off to fetch the Gcncr:\\.
Wwhen, 23 couple of minutes later, General Zahi

a dapper figure in 2 tig\\t-ﬁtt'mg grey uniform &t
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highly polished boots, entered the room, he found
himself looking down the barrel of my Colt auto-
matic, There was no advantage in prolonging a
scene which might easily become embarrassing.
Without further ado, 1 invited the General to put
his hands up and informed him that [ had instructions
to arrest him and that, if he made any noise or
attempt at resistance, he would be shot. Then 1
took away his pistol and hustled him through the
window into the car which was waiting outside with
the engine running. To my relief there was no sign
of the much-advertised bodyguard, As we passed
the guardroom, the sentry once again interrupted
his conversation to present arms, and the General,
sitting bolt upright, with my pistol pressed against
his ribs and Duncan breathing menacingly down his
neck, duly returned the salute. The two ° phin
vans ’, with their occupants now bitterly disappointed,
fell in behind; and the whole convoy swept at a
brisk pace over the bridge and into the main avenue
leading out of Isfshan,

Some miles outside the town we passed 2 large
barracks, full of General Zahidi’s troops, but the
telephone wire from the town had duly been cut by
the wire-cutting party, and there was no sign of the
afarm having been given. Meanwhile Zahidi con-
tinued to sit bolt upright and to assure me that there
was a very good explanation of any aspects of his
conduct which might at first sight have seemed at all
suspicious. Soon we reached the point in the desert
where we had spent the night and here | handed over
my captive to an officer and six men who were stand-






CAROLA OMAN

NELSON

Introductory Note

Miss Carola Oman, the daughter of a distinguished
historian, published her biography of Nelson in 1947
—a work in the grand style and one which is likely
to be the standard authority on the Admiral for some
time. Previous to this publication, the only long
work of real merit on Nelson was Southey's Life, and
that was written only a few years after Trafalgar.

By the year of Trafalgar (1805) Nelson already had
some thirty-five years’ service in the Navy, which he
had entered at the age of twelve. His early career
was only a little more distinguished than that of
many young officers of his day, for he was much
dogged by ill health; indeed for six years in his carly
thirties he was unemployed and landbound in his
father’s Norfolk home. The outbreak of war aginst
France in 1793, however, led to a naval expansion
and more opportunity for naval officers, Nelson was
at once given command of a 64-gun ship of the line
Agamemnon, and set sail for the Mediterrnean,

Under the command of Jervis—a most vigorous
leader—Nelson played an important part in the
victory of St. Vincent for which he was promoted
Rear-Admiral and made a Knight of the Bath. Hi
reputation was enhanced by the victories of the Ni¢

n .



of the Channel 10 rder that his soldiers ight be
safely escorted the invasion ea He therefore
ordered Frenc d Spanis ships to ¢ llect in the
West Indies (well lear, it Was hoped from intel
ference)s hence they would T€ to Europe 1
strength, force @ Way up & Channel an cover the
1andings This plan never began successithy

caid Beatty o0 the bridge of his ﬂagship
made the s'\gna\-—-—chp closer to the encmy- There was
the Nelson touch again in evidence.
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ENGLAND EXPECTS

With the approach of noon, bands struck up on
board the ships of the two British columns, rolling
gently towards the enemy, and the first sunlight of
the day broke through, picking up, according to eye-
witnesses, * in a beautiful manner ’, a forest of masts
with black hoops, and the freshly painted sides of 2
crescent-shaped  formation of scarlet, black and
yellow French and Spanish ships-of-the-line, which
scemed to include 2 formidable number of three-
deckers, amongst which Nelson's ‘old acquain-
tance ’, the Santissima Trinided, glowing in vermilion
and white, with a dazzlingly white figurehead, was
prominent, A Second Lieutenant of Marines, sent
below with orders in the 4av, was surprised by the
sang-froid of the bluejackets. Nearly all had stripped
to the waist and bound their handkerchiefs round
their heads, A number were performing an elaborate
horn-pipe to the strains of the martial music which
had just struck up. Veterans, engaged in sharpening
their cutlasses or polishing their guns, as if an in-
spection instead of an action was momentarily
expected, broke off occasionally ta take a look out of
the yawning gun.ports and difer as to the identity
and previous records of the ships which they were
about to engage. Someone remarked that this lot
would maké a fine sight as prizes at Spithead.

On the poop of the Victory, as the National
Anthem was followed by ¢ Rule, Britannia’ and



a of Copenhagen, May 1803, was
ppointe Comman _in-Chief of th editerraneans
Jhere for ™ years he kep yatc Toulon unde
yery adverse conditions:

Farly in 1 g, N poleont set ¢ a schem® for
the invasio £ ‘ng\and. First, he had to gaft contro
of the Channel 11 rder that his $ di ight be
safely escorted the invasion H therefore
ordered French d Spamis ships © collect 1D
West Indies (well clear, it W& hopeds from inter
(erence)s | hence they would et to Europ® in
serength, force @ Way the Channel and cover
1andings This plan pever began 1CCESS ul,
for only French __that of villeneuve
reached he West Indies, even the it was un

hot pursuit by Nelson. The chase cont'mued hrough-
out the summer and early autamn Of T 805, reaching
a climax at the pattle of Trafalgar of October 21st.
Nelson has left much more behind him than the
memory of great victories and a host of statues an

mmonuments. He has left 2 tradition. ¢ There seem?
to be something t with our ships to-c\ay,’
caid Beatty on the bridge of his flagship; and bhe
made the s'\gna\-—-Kcep closer t0 the encmy- There Was
the Nelson touch again in evidence
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ENGLAND EXPECTS

With the approach of noon, bands struck up on
board the ships of the two British columns, rolling
gently towards the enemy, and the first sunlight of
the day broke through, picking up, according to eye-
witnesses, * in a beautiful manner *, a forest of masts
with black hoops, and the freshly painted sides of a
crescent-shaped  formation of scarlet, black and
yellow French and Spanish ships-of-the-line, which
seemed to include a formidable number of three-
deckers, amongst which Nelson’s ‘old acquain-
tance *, the Santissima Trinidad, glowing In vermilion
and white, with a dazzlingly white figurchead, was
prominent. A Second Licutenant of Marines, sent
below with orders in the Ajax, was surprised by the
sang-froid of the bluejackets, Nearly all had stripped
to the waist and bound their handkerchiefs round
their heads. A number were performing an elaborate
horn-pipe to the strains of the martial music which
had just struck up. Veterans, engaged in sharpening
their cutlasses or polishing their guns, as if an in-
spection instead of an action was momentarily

pected, broke off ionally to take a look out of
the yawning gun-ports and differ as to the identity
and previous records of the ships which they were
about to engage. Someone remarked that this lot
would make a fine sight as prizes at Spithead,

On the poop of the Victory, as the National
Anthem was followed by *Rule, Britannia® and




gcner:\\ signal wanting, & ding: « 11l now amuse the
Fleet - His conversation with his Sigm\ Ljeutenant
had been, « Mr. PascO, 1 wish to say. 10 the Fleet
Eng]and confides that every man will do his duty- You
must be quick, for 1 have one moTe signa\ to MaKe
which is 10T close action

suggest the substitution of ¢ expects * for * confides ’,
a5 the first word was in the Signa\ Book and woul
save seven hoists, and to this the Admiral agreed.
( That will do; make it directly-) The response’
throughout the fleet, 38 the message passed down
both lines, was, according t© B\ackwood, ¢ gruly
cublime "3 another witness says that ¢ it was rece‘wec\
with three cheers in every ship L Number 16
the signal for close action, followed, and remaine
at the top-ga“ant masthead of the Victory until it Was
shot away- The log of B\ackwood’s frigate shows

the French Fougueux, and partia\\y under that of fo
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* The First Lieutenant, John Quilliam and Master,
Thomas Atkinson, relieving each other at this duty ',
A shot, penetrating the thickness of four hammocks
in the nettings, hit the forcbrace bitts on the quarter-
deck. The pacing Admiral and his Flag-Captain halted,
and were observed 1o Jook one another up and down
with a question in the eye, But the only casualty was
the buckle of Hardy's left shoe. Nelson smilingly
commented, * This is too warm work to last Jong*,
and as he resumed his march, said that never had he
witnessed anything cooler than the conduct of the
Victory’s ship's company. The period of waiting,
inactive, while adnncing slowly under a raking fire,
lasted probably about twenty minutes: then he gave
the order to port the helm. His feint of attacking
the van, so that Collingwood should be * as little
interrupted as is possible °, had served its purpose.
The Victory opened fire with her larboard guns, ‘ina
determined, cool and stesdy manner *, as she hauled
to starboard. She passed under the stemn of a French
three-decker, and fired into the cabin windows of the
Bucenraure, first her forecastle carronade, and then, as
she moved slowly ahead, a double-shotted broadside.
Acrid smoke puffed back into the ¥icory’s gun-ports,
filling her lower decks, and a cloud of ghck dust and
a shower of splinters descended upon her quarter-
deck. Every glass there bad long been scanning the
enemy line in the fruitless attempt to discover the
flag of the French Commander-in-Chief, The ship
into which she had delivered her first, faully-diub]ing
counterstroke had, in fact, been Villencuve's fag-
ship, but close behind the Bucentaure lay the French



board one ship or the other. ] can’t help it ,_had
been Nelson's reply- « 1t does not signi which we
run on board of—take your choice ’s whereupon

Hardy had chosen the Redoutable. After the collision
the Victory fell away at the rebound, but her yard-arm

Redoutable’s sides, and her port guns cont'mued to
attack the Santissima Trinidad, lying ahead of the
Bucentaure, ™D rom the Redoutablc’s three tops
attempted, with a deluge of \angndge, musket—ba“s
and hand-grenades, to clear the Victory’s upper
decks, and, ander cover; 2 French boarding—party
made ready- T
Nelson had always been averse from the employ-
ment of gmall arms, OF accumutation of exp\osives
aloft, believing the danger of setting light to the
qils to be greater than any possib\e gain, and the
Victory had no guns mounted i her poop- The .
mizzen-mast of the Redoutable, 2 much smaller ship,
rose midway between the Victory’s mizzen and main,
and the crouching Erenchmen, rising breast-high 0
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last refit Nelson had ordered a large skylifht over his
cabin to be removed and the space planked over, so as
to give him more room amidships. Here, clear of
the ropes and guns, in the centre of his quarter-deck,
he had a walk twenty-onc feet long, from the wheel
to the hatch-ladder leading to his cabin. At about
1.35, Hardy, who had turned at the wheel, and was
advancing towards the hatchway, realised that he had
taken the last step in that direction alone. Facing
about, he saw the Admiral on his knees, with the
finger-tips of his left hand just touching the deck.
The single arm gave way, and Nelson fell on his left
side, exactly on the spot where his secretary had been
killed an hour earlier. Sergeant-major Secker of the
Marines and two seamen were there in a3 moment,
raising him. As Hardy bent, he saw a smile, and
heard the words, * Hardy, 1 believe they have done it
at Jast,” or * They have done for me at last.’ The
large, consternated man muttered, * 1 hope not,’ but
the reply was, * Yes, my backbone is shot through.”

DEATH OF AN ADMIRAL

The scene had now assumed the appearance made
familiar to succeeding generations by the artist Devis,
who came out to meet the Flaory on her homeward
passage, and stayed three weeks in her, making his
sketches from life and upon the spot.  On the left
of the picture stood Lieutenant Yule and Mr. Mid-
shipman Collingwood, their British bulk and com-



mended by Davison, put 2 quest'\on to the kneeling
Chief Surgeon- Beyond them crouched Lieutenant
B\igh, dazed by 3 \mad-wound, an Neil _Smith,
Assistant Surgeon
in the deepest shadow, hat in hand, \ingercc\ a bowed,
homely, elderly figures Mr. Bunce, Carpenter of the
Victory, acclaimed by her master
man .

Hardy’s last interview with Nelson \Was noted by
Peatty a8 occupying not more than eight minutes.
As before, 2 formal handshake opened the dialogu®,
but this time 2 man of few words and no graces kept
hold of the hand of 2 hero while he zmnounced that
he was come t0 cong\'atu\ate him, even in the arms

answer for {ourteen OF fifteen.

The reply was ¢ That is well, but 1 bargained for
twenty and then, with an access of energy, the
order was givem, ¢ Anchor, Hardy, anchor - The
Flng-Captain of a dying Commander-'m—Chief hesi-
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tly supposcd that his Second would now take
on himself the direction of affairs, but such 2
g‘gesﬁon brought Nelson almost uprig\\t in the
ms of his attendants. + Not while { live, 1 ope!”
ropping back, he ordered, No, do you anchor,
jardy.’

« Ghall we make the s'\gm\, sir?’ asked the Flag-
Captain, and was toid, * Yes, for if 1 live, i anchor.”

But he believed that he had only 3 few minutes
more left, and his gaze p'\ti\'ul\y outrunning his

N Xt:

“ Don't throw ™¢ overboard, Hardy.”

« Oh, no, certainly not,’ was the wretched answeT.
The Scottish Chief Surgeon \was amongst them,

taking notes and his decorous record appmachcd a

Biblical cadence.

«Then,’ rcp\'\c(\ his Lordship, ¢ you know what to
do. And take care of my dear Lady Hamilton, Hardy.
Take care of poor lady Hamilton. Kiss me, Har y.

The Captain noW knelt down and kissed his check,
when his Lordship said: ¢ Now {am satisfied; thank

Captain Hardy stood a minute OF wo in silent cot”
templation- He knelt Jown again, and kissed his
Lordship's forehead.

His Lordship aid, ¢ Who is that?’

The Captain answered: ° Itis Hardy,' t0 which his
Lordship rep\ied, ¢« God bless you, HardyV'

He spoke very Yittle more after Hardy's second
et eal and ’rticulated with difficulty the orders
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Fan—fan = OF ¢ Rub—Tub » The Vicoy had
ceased 1O fire some time pasbH and within the next
few minutes even distant gunﬁre died away- ‘When
his valet curned him, at his request upon his right
side, be wh'\spered breat\ﬂess\y, 1 wish 1 had not .
left the deck, and present\y, to Scott ¢ 1 have not
been a great sinner, doctor,’ followed by ¢ Remember
that 1 leave Lady Hamilton and my Daughter 2 a’
legacy to my Country-——never forget Horatia.’

Beatty, returning at increasing\y short intervals,
found him, Y on a first 'mspection, whispering with
cvidently failing strength, ¢ Thank God, 1 have done
my duty,’ and upon the next, speech\ess, and with
no discernible pulse at the wrist. At 4.39s about
three hours after the Admiral had been hit, his
steward, tiptoeing in search of the Chief Surgeon

was still mechanica“y chafing 2 cold breast.



A. G. MACDONELL

Ot ——e

ENGLAND, THEIR ENGLAND

Introductory Note

Few modern books have revealed the English character
with such accuracy and good humour as A. G. Mac-
donell’s England, their England. He tells the story of
young Donald Cameron, a Scotsman, who decides to
write 2 book about the curious habits and customs of
the Sassenach. Armed with fetters of introduction,
Donald travels about meeting people and under-
going such experiences as a country-house week-end,
an international conference and a twelve-a-side village
cricket match as described in this extract, The book
is an example of satire at its best—funny, discerning
and tolerant.

A. G. Macdonell was educated at Winchester, 233
became a drema critic after the First World War,
England, their England was published in 1533, =2
was an i diate success, Macdonell was bersan=
to make a reputation as a broadcaster whes Fe el
suddenly in 1941 at the age of forty-six.
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THE CRICKET MATCH

val for refreshment, r. Hodge

ter @ suitable inte
d his mem, except MI Harcourt W o Was missing,
at into the field and p\aced them at suitable positions

y the hay. .
i The redoubtab\e Major -

The batsmen came 1D
thrust out his chin an

Jawker, the fast bowler,

repare bowl. In a qud er of @ our he ha

i ts an pbowled si¥ of them,
ix wickets, Yast

man two.
e fall of the sixth wicket th

After
he new batsman,
ived at the crease and was ready-

guddenly the larg blisher,
t 13 . .

collector, h.a(\ arr
e pu
led out, Hil

Rut nothing happenec:
who was acting 35 wicket-keepeTs ca
A
ntous

Where's Hawker?
The words ga\vanized Mr. Hodge into porte

act‘wwy: ,
Qu\ck‘. he shouted.

¢ Hurry, U for God’s
cake! Bob, George, percy, t© the ShoesY’ and he
sct off at @ sort of ga\\op rowards the inn, fo“owed at -
intervals by the rest of the side except the pretty
outh in the blue jumper, ;
who did not move; 3
speare pollock, who had shot off the mark

well ahead of the field.
But they were all too late, even Mr. Pollock. The

gallant Major, admitted by



ENGLAND. THEIR ENGLAND 83

ack door, had already lowered 2 quart and 2 falf of
aild-and-bittets and his subsequent bowling W3
pcrfccl\y {nNOCUOUS, consisting, 2 it did, ainly of
low, genda full-pitches to cﬁl which the village
baker and evem occasionatly, e rate-collector hit
hard and high into the long grass: The score mounted
steadily.

Disaster followed disaster Mr. poMock, prcscntcd
with an €28y chance of 2 yun-out, instead of jobbing
the ball back to the wicket-keepers had another &
venion to his college d2y3 and flung it with appa\\'mg
velocity at the unfortund it hi
in the ‘small of the back, shouting trivmp ntly s he
didso, * Rah, rab, rah! r.
players missed two € catches oft successive Bolls.
Mr. Hodge allowed another €asy catch to fall at his
feet without memptini to catch it and :xp\ained
afterwar! that he had been all the time admiring 2
y:micu\ar\y fine specimen of oak in the squire's
g.\rden. He seemed to think that this was 2 complete
justification of his failure t© attempt, let alone bring
off, the catch. A black spot happcncd to Cross the
eye of the ancient umpire just a5 the baker put all his
feet and legs and pads in front of 2 pcrfecﬂy straight
pall, and, 35 he p\amtivcly rcmarked over and over

And the stout publ'\sh:r scemed to be suffering from
the delusion that the way to make a catch at the
wicket was t0 raise both hands high in the air, utter

KEL Y7 11 apd trust to an smmense pait of pad



to secure the ball. P\epeatcc\ experimem.s proved that
he was wrong. .
The baker lashed awdy vigorous\y and the rate-
collector Jabbed the ball hither and thither until the
scorc———having once been cleven Tuns for six wickets—
was marked U on the board at fifey Yuns for siX

Canyon. Southcott, without any orders from his

T.
captain, discz\rded his silk gweater from the Rue de 1a
Paix, and went away into the deep feld, about 2
hundred and twenty yards from the wicket. His
peautifully brushed head was hardly visible above the
duisies.  1he professor of ballistics sighed deeply-
Major Hawker grinncd a colossal grins right across his
jolly red face, " nd edged off in the direction of the
Shoes. Livingstone, loyal to his captain, crouched
alerdy. Mr. Shakespeare pollock rushed about €n”
thusiastically- The remainder of the team drooped.
But the remainder of the team was wrong- For a
wicket, 2 crucial wicket, \as secured off Mr. Hodge's
very first ball. it happened 1ike this. Mr. Hodge W&
a poet, and therefore 3 theorist, and an idealist. ifh
was to win 2 victory at anything, he prefcrred to Wi
by brains and not by muscle. He would far 5001
have his best Jeg-spinner miss the wicket by an eigh
of an inch than dismiss 2 batsman with a fast, € urr

full-toss. Every ball that he bowled had brain behi
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it, if not exactness of pitch. And itso hap ened that
he had recently watched 2 county €ric et mAtc

between Lancashire, 2 county that he Jetested in
theory, and Worcestershire, 2 county that he adored

Worcestershire bowler, by n3me Root, 3 deliciousty
agricukun\ name, had outed the mu§h nuts of the
County palatine by placing Al his fieldsmen on the
feg-side and bowling what are technically known 38
¢ th-swingers -

Mr. Hodge, at heart a0 agnrim. for all his book-
{earning and his cadences, was dc!crmined to do the
same. The first part of the pcrfnrmancc was €3Sy
He p\.\ccd 211 his men upon, the leg-side- The second

art—the powling of the ¢ in-swingers *_yas moTe
wmp\imted, and Mr. Hodge’s first ball was 3 slow
fong-hop on the off-side. The rate-collectors metas
phorim\ly rubbing his eyes, felt that this was 0@

ood to be tTue, and he struck the ball sharply into
the untenanted off-side and ambled down the wickez
with as pear an appro:ch to galety o 2 man €2
achieve who i cut off by the very nature of his pr=-
fession from the compan‘onship and good\\'i“ of B
fellows. He had hardly gone 2 yard or two when b=
was paralysed by 2 hideous yell from the long &=

the sight of Mr. Harcourt, who, aroused from 2 oo
slumber amid 2 comfortable couch of grasses =
daisics, sprang 1o his feet and, pulling himself toge
with miraculous npidity after & \ightxﬁng i s
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vays waddle of an aldermanic pcn%\:in. Buat neverthes
ess he got there, and when the all had passcd the
lashing blade of the baker, he Jaunched 2 mighty kick
at jt—stopping 10 rab it was out of the qucstion——an
by an 2mazing fluke kicked it on 10 the wickete Even
the ancient umpire had to give the baker out, for the
baker was still lying flat on his face outside the €rese
¢] was bowling for that, obse:
modestly, strolling up the pilch.
¢ { had plenty of time to use ™ hands,” remarked
the wicket-keeper t© the world at farge, ¢ but
prcferrcd 1o kick it.”
Donald was impresscd by the extraordinary subtlety
of the game.
Six to win and three wickets to fall.
“The next batsman was a schootboy of about sixtee
an ingenuous you(h with pink cheeks and 3 nervoss
smile, who quickly fell a victim 0 Mr. Harcoz

t
what the peoTs pink child was feeling, and be E°F
¢hat if he p\aycd the ancient dodge and prezes
lose the ball in the long, grasss it was a b=
one that the Jad would lose s head. TE2
at the other end played the fourth
hard in




nearer and nearer to the batsmen, excepting the youth
in the blue jumper - Livingston® balanced himself on
his toes. Mr. Shakespeare pollock \10pped about
almost on ©P of the batsmen, a0 breat ed excitedly
and audibly- Even the imperturba le Mr. gouthcott '
discarded the piece of grass which he had been
chewing SO steadily. Mr. Hodge took himself off and
ut on the Major, who had by now somewhat live

run was scored. 1t W& broken at Jast disastro{)s\y,
for the postman struck the ball sharply at Mr. Ppollock.
and Mr. pollock pickcd it up and, in an ccstasy 0
zeal, flung it madly at the wicket. Two overthrow
resulted.

The scores were level and there were two wicke
vo fall. Silence fell.  The gaﬁ'crs, victims sim!
tm.\cous\y of excitement and senilitys could hare
raise their pint pots-—-for 5t was past 6 o' clock, ?
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The crisis was now Jesperate: The feldsmen drew
nearel and nearer to the batsmen, excepting the you

in the blue jum er. L'w'mgstone ba\ance& himse\f on
his toes- Mr. Shakespear® Po\\ock hoppeé\ about
almost 0B top of the batsmen, 3 breat ed exci'ted\y
and audiblye Even the imperturbab\e Mr. gouthcott
d'\scarded the piece of grass whic he ad been

chewing SO steadily :i'lodge ook hi If off @ d
at on the Major, wh ad by now somewhat live

down the quart and 2 .

The batsmen crouc ed do upon their bats and
c\efmded stubbo nly. snic hrough the sips
prought 2 ingle A ball which € uded the pub\lsher s
g'w:mn P brought a by d sperate sweep 2t 2
straight half-volley gent the all o the edge of the
bat over hird-ma head n No { circum

stances would have certainly scored oné d possi y
T Mr Harcourt Was on gua d at third-man;
and the batsmen, OY cautious ME™ one being

Then came another single off 2 mis-hit, and then an
'mtcrminab\c per'\od in which no wicket fell and no
run was scored. 1t was broken at Jast disastrous\y,
for the postman struck the ball sharply a¢ Mr. pollock,
and Mr. Pollock p'\cked it up and, in ap

zeal, flung it madly at the wicket. Two overthrows

The scores were level and there were two wicket:
o fall. Silence fell. The gaffers, victims simul
tancously of excitement and senilitys could hard]
fise their pint pots——-for it was past 6 o' clock
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ran with his head throwa back and his eyes goggling
at the hawk-like cricket-ball.  And this in jtself
would not have mattered if it had not been for the
fact that the blacksmith and the baker, also very
naturally, ran with their heads turned not only
upwards but also backwards as well, so that they too
gazed at the ball, with an alarming sort of squint
and a truly terrific kink in their necks. Half-way
down the pitch the three met with a magnificent
clang, reminiscent of eatly, happy days in the tourns-
ment-ring at Ashby-de-la-Zouche, and the hopes of
the village fell with the resounding fall of their three
champions,

But what of the ficlding side? Things were not so
well with them, if there was doubt and confusion
among the warriors of Fordenden, there was also un-
certainty and disorganization among the ranks of the
invaders.  Their main trouble was the excessive
concentration of their forces in the ncighbourhood
of the wicket, Napoleon faid it down thar it was
impossible to have too many men upon a battlefield,
and he used to do everything in his power to call up
every available man for a battle, Mr. Hodge, after
a swift glance at the ascending ball and a swilt glance
at the disposition of his troops, disagreed profoundly
with the Emperor’s dictum. He had too many men,
far too many. And all except the youth in the blue
silk jumper, and the mighty Boone, were moving
towards strategical positions underneath the ball, and
not one of them appeared to be aware that any of
the others existed. Boone had not moved because
he was more or less in the right place, but then



The baker, W
o set out, 3
side by side, Ui
the pair cantered 10N
out on his mission,
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ran with his head thrown back and his eyes goggling
at the hawk-like cricket-ball.  And this in itsell
would not have mattered if it had not been for the
fact that the blacksmith and the baker, also very
naturafly, ran with their heads turned not only
upwards but also backwards as well, so that they too
gazed at the ball, with an alarming sort of squint
and a truly terrific kink in their necks. Half-way
down the pitch the three met with a magnificent
clang, reminiscent of carly, happy days in the tourna-
ment-ring at Ashby-de-h-Zouche, and the hopes of
the village fell with the resounding fall of their three
champions.

But what of the fielding side? Things were not so
well with them. If there was doubt and confusion
among the warriors of Fordenden, there was also un-
certainty and diserganization among the tanks of the
invaders.  Their main trouble was the excessive
concentration of their forces in the neighbourhood
of the wicket. Napoleon laid it down that it was
impossible to have too many men upon a battlefield,
and he used to do everything in his power to call up
cvery available man for a battle. Mr, Hodge, after
a swift glance at the ascending ball and a swift glance
at the disposition of his troops, disagreed profoundly
with the Emperor's dictum. He had too many men,
far too many. And all except the youth in the blue
silk jumper, and the mighty Boone, were moving
towards strategical positions und h the ball, and
not one of them appeared to be aware that any of
the athers existed, Boone had not moved because
he was more or less in the right place, but thm .
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mounted by a good cighteen stone of flesh and blood,
upon the professor’s toe. Almost simultaneously the
portly wicket-keeper, whose mo were a
positive triumph of the spirit over the body, bumped
the professor from behind. The learned man was thus
neatly sandwiched between Tweedledum and
Tweedledee, and the sandwich was instantly con-
verted into a ragout by Livingstone, who made up
for his lack of extra weight—for he was always in
perfect training—by his extra tum, And all
the time Mr. Shakespeare Pollock hovered alertly
upon the outskirts like a Rugby scrum-half, scream-
ing American University cries in a piercing high
tenor voice.

At Tast the ball came down. To Mr. Hodge it
seemed a long time before the invention of Sir Isaac
Newton finally triumphed. And it was a strikin,
testimony to the mathematical and ballistical skill of
the professor that the ball landed with a sharp report
upon the top of his head. Thence it leapt up into the
air a foot or so, cannoned on to Boone’s head, and
then trickled slowly down the colossal expanse of the
wicket-keeper’s back, bouncing slightly as it reached
the massive lower portions. 1t was only a foot from
the ground when Mr. Shakespeare Pollock sprang
into the vortex with a last ear-splitting howl of
vietory and grabbed it off the seat of the wicket-
keeper’s trousers, The match was a tie. And hardly
anyone on the field knew it except Mr. Hodge, the
youth in the blue jumper and Mr. Pollock himself,
For the two batsmen and the runner, undaunted to
the last, had picked themselves up and were bent on *
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completing the single that was to give Fordenden
the crown of victory. Unfortunately, dazed with
their falls, with excitement, and with the noise, they
all three ran for the same wicket, simultaneously
realized their error, and all three turned and ran for
the other—the blacksmith, ankle and all, in the
centre and leading by a yard, so that they looked like
pictures of the Russian troika. But their effort was
in vain, for Mr. Pollock had grabbed the ball and the
match was a tie,

And both teams spent the evening at the Three
Horseshoes, and Mr. Harcourt made a speech in
Italian about the glories of England and afterwards
fell asleep in a corner, and Donald got home to
Royal Avenue at 1 o’clock in the morning, feelin
that he had not learnt very much about the English
from his experience of their national game.



A. P. HERBERT

INDEPENDENT MEMBER

Introductory Note

Were a competition to be held for the readiest wit
of the day, A. P. Herbert would certainly be very
high up in the final list. In the House of Commons,
on the river or the tennis-court, at Oxford University
or the National Maritime Museum—indeed where-
ever he chooses to set foot—A. P. H. is a striking

- figure. His book Independent Member reflects the wide
range of his knowledge and interests. It is a collection
of reminiscences covering the fifteen years from 1934
to 1949—the period, in fact, during which he was
M.P. for Oxford University. His wit must have done
much to enliven debates in the House; the University,
certainly, was well content with its member, leaving
him at Westminster until such time as the Govern~
ment chose to abolish the University seats.

Few men are better known on the Thames than
A. P. H.—none, certainly, can write of the Lower
Reaches with quite the same affection and sense of
atmosphere.  He already knew the London river
intimately in 1939, and it was very right and proper
that he and his boat, the Water Gipsy, should go into
service together on the Naval Auxiliary Patrol.
Much of the book Independent Member tells of his
war experiences—in the blitz, in Newfoundland, in .

o
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were the ‘ notes * for a delightful speech he had just
delivered. Something, I forget what, was written in
large capitals across the middle. I said, ‘ But you
‘didn’t say anything about that, Sir?’ * No,’ said the
Elder Statesman, sadly, ‘it was the one thing I
wanted to say, So I wrote it large like that. But you
know how it is. [ forgot.’

What hope, then, for the smaller fry? [ would not,
myself, go quite as far as Joha Bright; for, once [
have stood up, | am eager to be ‘ called ’ soon and
get it over. But I still dislike the whole business as
much as ever.

[ have perhaps had more than my fair share of

i d laughter. can ¥ ber a few
occasions when | seemed to have the House really
with me and felt I was doing pretty well, and a very
few when | did almost enjoy myself’, as kind
friends said afterwards. But nearly always | have had
the same feeling of unease and unreality. 1 am
thinking:

Is this really me standing up here and talking this

nonscnse? Must T go on with it2 Why don't 1

sit down? Am 1 dropping my voice? Can they

hear me in the gallery? 1 am not fnishing my
sentences well. 1 have left out one of the main
things 1 meant to say, but it is too late to go back
now. What are they muttering about on the

Front Bench? How am 1 going to end? Is this

really me?

1 am two persons, one the dashing centre-forward,
and the other a most discontented manager on the
side-line.
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There s, of coursé, almost every possible in-
edient of unease 10 that place- An after-dinner
speaker or 2 latform speaker may reasonably
expect t0 have the attention of most of his audience-
They are in front of him, and they cannot easily get
away. He has 2 table, OT desk, for his notes am
» commands the
length of the House and can us€ the Dispatch Box
for his notes and papers———and thumping st, 1
necessary- He has a fort: he has 2 feld of fire. The
back-bencher, clutching his notes, is like 2 lonely
man standing uP in the middle ofap blic meeting:
His audience is all round him, some in front, some
behind, some above him, some be\ow—-—:md a great
many high up in ga\leries in a building not highly
meritorious for acoustics ' An interruption; a
sneer, an ironical laugh may hit him from any quarter-
And, if he rounds upon the interruptel to the south-
west, or the sneerer O the east, he m3y be reminde
that he must address his remarks to the Chair, whic
lies north. More, unless he is very good, or fairl
important——and even if he js—his audience is moving
and changing all the time. Members, good friend:
it may be, receive urgent te\epbone messages ¢
¢ green cards bow to the Speaker, and march ©
as he approaches his principa\, or only, joke. |
Minister whom he hopes to convert, OF intends
shatter with 2 deadly jests is relieved by anot!
Minister and goes out for a cup of tea, just bef
the umnswemble argument or the crushing qui]
reached. The Front Opposit’lon Bench, in the s:
way, are constantly coming and going. There
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procession of Members to the Table, putting down
Questions and getting advice from the Clerks. Others
£0 up to the Speaker and engage him in conversation,
There is movement everywhere. It is like making a
speechinabechive. And those who remain motionless
are not necessarily attentive, or even silent. Ministers
and Whips must confer upon the course of the debate,
check facts and figures, read documents about some-
thing quite different. A Member will come in with a
resolution or an amendment to another Bill, to which
he is seeking signatures. He goes from friend to friend,
and there is a whispered colloquy with each. All this
is quite legitimate. Then there will be a few couples
having private conversations about their holiday plans,
about the party meeting, about the latest scandal, or
the by-clection, or the pretty girl in the Speaker’s
Gallery. Behind the orator may be one of those
Members who have the habit of muttering a run-
ning commentary— ' Quitc nght, too’—* Not with
this Government *—* They’re afraid "—quite friendly,
maybe, but maddening.  Then there are the pro-
fessional interrupters, who, if they do not like the
speaker or the speech, make it their business to snap
at him from time to time—* Nonsense!' * Rubbish!’
¢ What about 19267" * All very well for you!” and
so on. But these may be an advantage to the speaker
since they revive the languishing interest of others.
Then there is the formal interruption. No two
Members may be on their fect at the same time: but
at any moment a Member, half-rising, with his rump
just airborne, may say: ‘ May I—?" or * If | may—?"
The speaker is not bound to *give way® and sit
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staff, the tiger, said: ‘ Why don’t we stay round
here and fire on the —s when they come back and
bomb the firemen?’ 1 could see no objection to this
- —except the noise he would make, which I knew 1
should not like. But noise was just what the citizens
of London wanted. On the previous nights, as all
complained, London seemed to have no ‘reply’:
and, as we had a weapon, it seemed right to use it.
It was a moony night, with occasional cloud. We
could clearly see our nearest balloons, and Longstaff
kept saying that he could'see the Germans. 1 saw
no reason to doubt him. They had met so little
resistance that they might well be coming in low.
Sometimes he said that he could see his ‘ tracer’ -
bullets going past them, and, though I did not think
he was likely to bring a bomber down, I supposed
that red bullets going past would be discouraging to
the foe. Anyhow, there stood my tiger most of the
night in the moonlight, with his beard and monocle,
blazing away at the enemy whenever he saw good
reason. It was, I claim, the most westerly action
fought in the Thames under the White Ensign:
but, though responsible for it, I found it rather a
bore and retired to the cabin. Not to sleep. That
happened to be the first night of the London barrage,
and my mate was not the only one making a noise.
During the night a dud anti-aircraft shell passed
through the window of the House of Commons
Library, not far below us, and penetrated the roof
of the Members® ¢ refuge ’, where nobody was. In
the morning, when I went ashore for newspapers, [
was struck by the new expression of the people,
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hurrying to work. They looked short of sleep, but
perky.  There was no evidence that any German
bomber had been brought down: but London had
“ answered back * at last, the noise had pleased them,
and 1 felt rather proud that my mate had made some
contribution to the noise.

1 left an ‘ Ammunition Expended’ weport =
Headquarters (it was about 200 rounds), =d we
started down the river for Holchaven, as wash

But, if the Battle of Lambeth Bridge hed hored e,
it had greatly excited others. At our first poss & 1
was summoned to the telephone for a friensl
from Captain Coleman, Harbour Master zad rader of
the Patrol. Complaints about the hsdde, 2 awerzed,
were crowding in. The big Fire Seniz Head-
quarters on the Surrey side said that we 3ad drawn
dangerous attention to the neigthoahoad. One of
the captive balloons had been shot
suspected.  There was even 53 I=posds
that the Guards detachment ¢z &
Palace of Westminster had campiazes
them awake. s

Commander, * hrre Dagesbiom -
I answered respectfully ot B 32 ot wem
to have heard of this ris~oe T3 Lt W
that’s the rule for parclices,” Zwm zold
‘Aye, aye, sir,’ and s=mmed iz, @ Len
couraged, but thinking == mamr Cose?
evidently the storm grew oz = Cx
for at every statica -
peremptory order © sitmr 2 mei! e

writing explaining wiy e F== l:‘::-:y ol =
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Chelsea. Meanwhile, the Flag Ofﬁcer-in—Charge,
London, had issued an order (the frst 1 had seen)

yessel was being attacked. 1 sat up till o200 writing
my report and, this time, ignor'mg the behaviour

i rejected at length and with dignity the suggestion
that we had shot down 2 balloon. 1 mentioned that
my gunnet had been able to seeé all the nearest
balloons and had taken particu\ar care not 0 fire in

ammunition could not have added substantia\\y to the
pcrﬂ of the balloons or the inhabitants of London.
1 forget the rest, except the end, tO which 1 gave
much thought. I said that 1 was unable to understzmd
the new order and asked for gu'\dzmce.

Strictly interpreted ( said) it seems to mean that
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1 am only to use my weapons when my own vessel

and crew are in danger. I ask, with respect, for

guidance, for such 2 limitation does not seem to

me to be in accordance with the traditions of His

Majesty’s Navy, and will be accepted with reluc-
tance by the crew of this vessel.
1 have, Sir, the honour to be

A. P. HerserT
P.O. ifc Water Gipgy.

My mate, and others to whom I showed the epistle,
said that if ] wanted to be flung out of the Navy or
into the cells at Chatham Barracks, 1 had probably
taken the best and quickest course, But [ sent it in.

A day or two later, having to call at Dagenham, 1
saw my Commander coming dawn the narrow gang-
way. ‘ Now for it!’ I thought, and halted with a
smart salute.

‘ Good morning, Herbert,” he said, as genially as
usual. 1 said, ‘1 hope my report was what you
wanted, Sir?'

* Oh, that?* he said, ‘ You don’t want to go on
with that, do you?'

Till the end of the war my question remained un-
answered.
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A CRITIC IN THE BLITZ

During onc of the Little Blitzes’, on a snowy
night in March 19.44, we were lying at Westminster
Pier. Somcone thought they saw something fall on
the barge-roads below Waterloo Bridge, where one
of the roadsmen on our mine-watching roll was alone
in his little hut. So we cast off and steamed down
over the flood. One of the engines gave trouble, and
as we came slowly through the Bridge the All Clear
sounded. Nothing was amiss at the barge-roads, but
there was a fire towards Fleet Street, a little way up
the hill. 1 said, ‘I bet that's my publishers!’
(Methuen’s, in Essex Street). It was no part of our
duties to extinguish fires ashore, but 1 felt that in
this case a reconnaissance was justiﬁcd. We made
fast alongside the Discovery (Captain Scott’s ship),
left the Warer Gipsy in charge of the Sea Scouts
(vather naughtily, 1 fear), and crunched through the
snow in our sca-boots. My crew then were Leading
Seaman Tom Cheesman, a Yorkshire fisherman, and
Stoker Stan Atkins, a Lancashire lad. It was the
night * they ' damaged again the fine Middle Temple
Hall, which I had viewed so often from E. V. Lucas’s
room at the back of Methuen’s. As we came up the
steps into Essex Street, I said, * My God, it is m

publishers!” and we did the rest “at the double”,
The building on fire was in fact two doors off, but
an incendiary bomb was burning on the leads outside
“E.V.)s ' window, and water from the hoses next
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door was pouring into Methuen’s basement, which
was full of books. There was one fire-watcher, and
nobody else about. So we offered ourselves as a
working-party, and hurried down into the pitch-
dark basement, where the water was already some
inches deep. My eager crew were in no mood to
discriminate between one author and another. This
was the skipper’s publisher, and a book was a book.
Their torches fell first on a great pile of girls’ books,
of the Head Girl at St. Hilda’s kind, and with great
armfuls of these they splashed upstairs. But, since
it scemed likely that the whole stock would be
destroyed, I thought I would be more choosy in my
salvage. There were miles of books, ia shelves from
floor to ceiling, with narrow alleys between. Glad of
the sea-boots, I paddled here and there, {lashing my
torch, What should I save? Suddenly, 1 realized,
for the first time in my life, 1 was a literary critic.
And, in the circumstances, my standards were very
severe. | had become highbrow too. 1 will not
reveal what well-known names I left on the shelves,
to perish, for all I knew, in flame or flood. 1 did
not see any of my own books; but, indeed, 1 was
not looking for them.

The boys clattered back down the wooden steps,
and Stan Atkins yelled, * Skip, where are you? It's
all right, Skip. Fire-watcher says it’s all insured.’ |
took a poor view of that, though the fire-watcher,
1 am sure, had offered information, not advice.
‘ You carry on,’ 1 said, and they saved, 1 suppose,
more bundles of St. Hilda’s. I splashed on a little,
and came across a book of my own, Uncommon Law,
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which had Jong been ¢ out of print » Since it W3S
insured, 1 felt justiﬁcd in slipping it into the pocket
of my duffel-coat. Then, at last, my search was OVer
I found 2 large colony of Mr. Hilaire Belloc’s books.
gome of that great man should be saved if it was
insured twice over. 1 collected 2 great bundle of
Belloc and started back for the stairs. But just then,
clutching the books with both hands, 1 dropped my
torch in the water, and it went out. lt was pitch-
dark; 1 had come some way from the stairs, and the

lace was like a maze. 1 took a step forward an
charged into the end of some shelves. 1 could, ©
course, have Jroppcd Mr. Belloc and used MY hands,
but 1 am glad to say 1 decided against that, an
stood still and yc“ed. One of the boys ye\\ed back:
¢ Come ups Skip! Fireman says to come up‘.’

elled to them 1O come down. The water Was rising,
and, during the short wait, 1 confess 1 was conscious
of slight unease.

Though 1 did not know it, the jncendiary had come
through into the ground-ﬂoor, and Methuen's Was in
fact, though mildly, on fire. It would, at least, have
been 2 good literary end—an author dead in his
pub\isher’s basement, embracing the books of 2
master. But Stan came with his torch and we handed
Mr. Belloc over to the fire-watcher. At the top’ o
the stairs a very formidable fireman was in suspiciot
ralk with Cheesman. He may well have wondere
what three sailors, in tin-hats, Juifel-coats, and se
boots, were doing at a literary firc; and 1 took ov
the telling of our highly improbablc tale. On s
occasions 1 always, if 1 could, refused to say, ‘1
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A. P, Herbert, a Member of Parliament, etc.’, pre-
ferring to sail under my proper flag as P.O. ifc Woter
Gipsyy. 1 had succeeded, I theught, in persuading
him that this sort of thing was all in the day’s work
for the crew of a patrol-vessel, when I saw his eye
wandering to the book, Uacommon Law, which pro-
truded from my open pocket. * Heavens!’ { thought,
‘1 am now going to be charged with * looting ** one
of my own books.” But the fireman, bless him, said
nothing and let us go. He and his men did very
good work, and the damage was not s bad.

Back in the ship, Stan Atkins said: * Skipper, 1
saw 2 letter with your name on it and brought it
along. Thought you might like it for a souvenir.’
How right he was! By the queerest chance it was a
letter to Methuen’s from 2 gentleman in the United
States who wanted a copy of Uncommon Law, He had
tried everywhere: could Methuen's help him? And
on the fetter was an office note showing that Methuen's
had answered, * Sorry. Qut of print. Unobtainable.”
But they were wrong, | made up my mind to send
the American the book, the letter, and the story.
But 1 fear 1 forgat.
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ability to speak a pidgin German, prcfcrra! Wl
as Jon Jorgensen, Norwegian margarind ~ademar i
search of contracts. In comfort snd s < wikbane
speed, he journeyed to the bow Rabic ponn c:“
Danzig. There the problem of gexzs 93 TX X nupmd
ship forced him to abandon the pose al i
As this extract shows, he had }w:am:} ‘::m:;:’::
of cat burglar and tight-rope w lard
sums up the situation—* my char > wezme 2
at an end. I was a common or $ s aw.
I had *“ pone furtive ** like 2 TET RS S odhe
night,’ .

In the fifth . paragraph of tis sz Pnbce e
the Aralizz in the same pos: T TInTe =ormiag
when my boat had broziz mme mos Bt o Ms
boat * is’a little ¢ round-thesatiemmn T onlt, o
which he had, earlier the st '
position of ships in harho
which nearly traps him 2 Lol Ine

tey

I bent down and i aimmn i bz

fenders with whx o Sxck Fumromg
kept above the wme R i b, |
surface of the dock. =
where it jutted oz,
out on the profecsin-
Tay weight, [wee

on the barbed wire, 7
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similar to climbing after midnight round the railings
which jut out into the lake of \Worcester College,
Oxford.

Reminisccnccs, however, were not in my mind at
the time. The disposition of the enem had better be
studied, and quick\y.

Cautiously 1 raised MY head above the lip of the
dock, very slowly.

There was open, flat, dock space in front of me
and no sentries close at hand. 1ran my eyes along the
tall fence ob the left, and there, Sur€ enough, Was

sate at the entrance which 1 had seen twice pefore at
fairly close quarterss but now 1 Was secing it from
the inside, from the dock itself.

The Aralizz W3S there all right, in the same& position
as in the morning when my boat had brought me
near her. But how to climb on t© her? She was
being loaded with coal from railway trucks, the dock
arc-lamps Wert shining down on the scene, and 2
strong, scarchlight followed cach movement of the
coal grab. The Aralizz’s ster? and sides ros¢ sheer
and smooth above the dock. There was a gangway
in the down position and 1 would dearly have liked
to have walked up this. '

But the light shone bright\y here, and there was @
sentry, dead oppositc ¢he dock end of the ship’s
gangway- He paccd up and down in a perfect\y
open, flat space which could offer me no conceal
ment. His solc job was to guard the gangway-

{ counted the length of his beat. It was thirtec
paces, about turn, and thirteen paces back.
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There was not the slightest prospect of slipping
past him, The approach itself would be impossible,
let alone the dash past him for the gangway. It was
o good waving my papers at him, First question,
how did I get on to the dock? Second question, who
on the dralizz would identify me?

1 had stared long enough,

The only possﬁﬂc objective was one of those
cables attached to the stern. [ began to work my
way along the wooden beams towards it. There
were perhaps a hundred and fifty feet or so to go.

On the whole I felt cheered. Cable it would have
to be, that was the gamble, but the start was aus-
picious. [ had not had to swim round the fence, the
dock wall was easy-going, and no sentry would see
me unless he came right to the edge of the dock
and looked almost vertically down.

So far so good. 1 felt secure from hostile eyes for
the time being . . . yet . .. what was that? In my
excitement during the start of my dock crawl I had
forgotten all about the waters of the estuary behind
me. The Vistula stretched wide, dark, and oily,
with lights gleaming on the surface, 1t was so wide
that the docks on the far side, about a quarter of a
mile away, seemed minute and of no importance.
Yet what was that sound? The swishswish of a
substantial vessel being propelled through the water.
In a fraction of a second I turned my head as I clung
spider-like to the dock side. There, in the darkness,
I could sce very well the lights of the Hafenrundfahrt
boat approaching—coming, of course, right into the
landing-stage upon which 1 had stood only a minute
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or two before, congratu\at'mg myself on the absence
of all other people. How ridiculous t© forget my
own boat, 35 it were.

{ thought of dropping quickly into the Vistula and
treading water quietly with my face turned away,
but even as 1 hesitated 1 felt and looked as best |
could behind the horizontal wooden fendexs on which
1 c\ambered. There was 2 space- Big enough? Who
knew? But the boat was only a few 1engths away now
and its engine-room te\cgraph rang to slow it down
for the landing-stag® close by me-

1 started to squecze behind the fenders very swiftly,
and to my surprise found sufficient space between
them and the solid masonry of the dock. As 1
crouched there with hardly room to move an inch
a strong light phyed all along the dock face, throw-
ing a glare between the fenders and into My hiding-
place. Five seconds earlier and it would have caught
me spreadcagled on the outside of the wooden
fenders for all the German Hafenrundfahrt passengcrs
to see. 1he Jight came from the movable searchlight
on the boat, which was playing along the dock to pick
up 33 accurately as possib\c its moorings at the stage.

1 lay quiet. There was 2 babel of voices 3 passen-
gers got off.

After minutes there was the c\ang-clang of the
eng’me-room telegraph and 1 could hear the boat
moving away——oﬂ o Seefers Hotel, 1 supposed.

1 cmcrgcd from behind the fenders and resumed
my spider crawl. Progress was quite good, and now
and again 1 raised my head to survey the flat surface
of the dock, but no sentry came close.
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Already the landing-stage scemed a long way
away. The stern of the dralizz was looking quite
close now.

Abruptly, as the curve of the dock straightened
out, the wooden fenders came to an end, 1 arrived
at a vertical metaf ladder let into the wall. Beyond
that, towards my ship, was a vertical wall of masonry
with no handholds or footholds in it, and no wooden
fenders superimposed on it,

At that moment, as { clung on to the ladder, 1
heard 4 slight movement and, looking behind me
over the water, I saw that a light which 1 had pre-
viously thought was shining from the opposite bank
a quarter of a mile or so away was, in reality, mounted
in 2 small boat which was only about a hundred feet
distant. Moreover, the boat was moving steadily
towards me.

Something had to be done. There wasn't time to
get back amongst the fenders. I could go into the
watet, or 1 could go up on to the surlace of the
dock. The boat came in my direction, its light—a
lantern, or fixed light of some sort—distinctly
moving up and down with the mation of the
craft.

As 1 got a few feet up the ladder and looked on fo
the dock 1 saw a sentry with 2 torch advancing to-
wards me from the main Swedish dock gateway in
the wire fence.  You could always tell whether a
sentry was searching for someone, or nat. If he
was just wasting time the torch flashed aimiessly;
if he was searching, the beam was direczed here and
there in a businesslike manner. T sentry was
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having 2 search, and he was walking briskly towards .
the top of my ladder where 1 clung.
Meanwhile the little boat was coming along the
yijstula to the bottom of my ladder.

1 got up °° top of the dock on hands and knees

diary bombs. 1 crawled quickly to one side of the
nearest box. Ttwasa complete gamble as to which side
the sentry would come- As luck would have it he
came by the far side from me, and 1 crawled aroud
the box, keeping it between myself and him.

1 froze.

The dock sentry Was ten or rwelve feet away,
standing talking to the man in the little boat whic
had now reached the foot of my ladder.

Conversation went on for some time. 1 heard
the words ‘ Weg gelaufen _* Has run away.’

The palaver ended. The sentrys whom 1 could
watch this time, returned, flashing his torch about,
although it was light enough to see quite well with-
out it. This time 1 could study him Propeﬂy an
decide to which side of my sand-box he was coming.
we did our round-thc-mulberry-bush act again. He
walked, 1 crawled, and the sand-box lay between,
sepamt’mg us by perhaps four feet.

The sentry vent back to his gate, prcsumably g
d'\sappoimed man, 1 could see him rejoin one or tw
others by the wire fence. 1 waited to see @ grou]
of them sally forth and fan out towards me on a
organised hunt.

Nothing happened,
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f lay draped like a snake around my sand-box—
sweating,

1 looked round the corner. There was the gang-
way guard doing his thirteen-pace beat. At intervals
there was a whirring noise of machinery and the
crane by the Aralizz dipped and brought up a grabful
of coal.” This it swung across and relcased with the
sound of a young avalanche deep into the ship, the
searchlight following it round and bathing the scene
with a bright light.

My little boat had disappeared. But for all I knew
it might still be at the bottom of the ladder.

Inaction was useless.

The bollard fixed in the dock, and which held the
land end of the two cables attaching the stern of the
Aralizz to the dock, was about thirty feet away.

The space between me and it was open, There
was nothing to hide behind, Several things could
happen. The sentries from the gate might see me,
as might the sentry by the gangway. And when 1
got to the bollard the men (presumably river police)
in the small boat also might sec me.

1 crawled out from the security of the sand-box
trying to time my movements to take place when the
gangway sentry had his back to me. I went on keep-
ing my head down as much as possible so that the
only light-coloured part of me, my face, would not
show. ¥ had my gloves on.

From time to time [ looked up as 1 drew myself
over the dock surface. On one of these occasions,
when | was about half-way across the space which 1
had 1o cover, 1 saw to my cousternation
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valking briskly, shoulder to shoulder, past my gang
way ard and along the dock, towards me. hey
were obviously going off duty. could tell by their
springy, carefree walk—not at all the stolid, bored
tread of your sentry on the job. They carried torches
which they flashed about at random.

for me .+« now they were eighty feet away « - *
pow seventy « - now SIXty « -+ and walking fast.
My sand-box Was so far behind me that it might
have been in another world for all the use it was as 2
shelter. The ladder Was also too far . . - SO Was the
bollard. ‘When crawling in the open 3 few feet are an
jmmense distance.

There was only one thing to do. 1 did it. 1 lay
dead still, flattened on the dock, with my face

1 waited. This was the end. 1 wondered whether
they would lose their heads and rifle-butt me or
even fire, OF whether they would simply lead me
off. ... 1 made up ™Y mind to throw my forge
apers———the best ones—into the Vistula.

1 lay by the rail of a railway track along which
coal trucks were presumably shunted at times.

1 could hear the sentries’ footsteps NOW « + + and

their voices . « - talking away « « now the swish of
their large Army greatcoats .. . wait for it. .-

wait for it . .- pnow they were almost abreast ©
me ... but..- es .. . ON the other side of the
track . - ¢hat would lead them four feet eight and
a half inches from where 1lhy..- now th:y were
up to me . - still . . . must keep still . . . were
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thcy pausing? . . their conversation flowed
. their foot.steps never faltered .. . now. ..
and——-. .incredible Iuck ., .. they were past me

. still going strong,

After an age 1 lifted my face. They had disappeared.

‘There were still fifteen feet between me and the
bollard. This was no time to look about and to be
cautious.  Events moved too quickly, I crawled
swiftly to the bollard and, seizing one of the dralizz’s
two cables, swung myself out on it. The cable
hung in a fairly deep loop, and clinging to this like a
monkey 1 was now in a pool of shadow because
I was well below the lip of the dock. I could
not see my little boat, but only the black water
bencath me.

Hanging there, 1 looked up at the large, rounded
stern of the Aralizz. The points of attachment of the
two cables at the ship were in shadow. I chose one
of the two, and took a last look at the ship before
I started up the cable. The vessel looked as huge as
the Queen Mary, and the cable, as far as [ could follow
it with my eye, seemed practically vertical. There
was one patch, too, where the dock arc-lamps
caught it nicely, or seemed to; this was just about
at the level of gaze of the sentries at the gate. The
lighting there made it all the more difficult for me
to see details at the stern of the ship.

I started my climb. 1 made good progress. Then
it got steeper. Now at last I was through the lighted
bit and close to the ship. At last 1 was thert but
what was this? The cable met the rounded stesa of
the ship and then, forced tight against the plates,



of the vessel. _
what 1 had done.

Instantly 1 knew
1 had chosen
chl could get t© the

nnaissances
There was 1o method by whi
Aralizz’s deck, only four or five feet above M now-.
So very close.

Nor could 1 get into the ship throu

They were too small.
ation 1 rapped my knuckles against
or was there

In stupid desper
the glass of one. Nothing happened, n
light inside. ght flashed through ™Y
¢ Anyway, them when 1 get bac
hole of MY

reco

gha port-ho\e.

any
mind,

he luck

e ship without being seen-

Nor could 1 rest. o on the dock again woul
be crazy. All 1 could do was to hang on !
of my cable like 2 sloth, gasping
trying not t© let go with my feet. iF1did, | felt
would never get them back again wrapped rou
cable.

d to the correct cable which was

1 transferre
attached to the same bollard.
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1 suuggk\’- op it...0OW [ was in the light
patch . .. 0O Zisrurbance from the sentries . . . RO
sign of de liccle river boat . . . the stern was closer
.. . but my arms were aching badly .« . . 1paused . . .
that was worse than ever, merely prolonged it...had
time to thizk how tired my arms were . . . OR for a
few more feet . . . at last . . . into the shadow . . .
but it was nearly vertical now . . . of secmed to be
. .. terribly steep . . . it was 2 question of inches at
3 fime...at last, .. here’s where the cable’s
fixed to the ship . . . it went through the usual hole
in the ship's plating and was coiled around bollards
on deck . .. but 1 was undemeath the wire . . -
what should 1 do? . , . had to get on top, yet not so
that 1 immediately lost balance and rolled over the
other side , . . my muscles would not stand such a
sudden gyration . . . then, could 1 stand on the cable
anfi. leaning on the ship's plating, reach for the deck
mil?. .. no. . . impossible . . . look . . . I could
P"Obﬂb!y get through the cable hole in the plating
.. with 2 last heave 1 rolled on top of the cable
and, reaching ahead, grasped the iron bollard with
lé\\c cable draped round it . .. now my head was

rough the gzp . . . 1 squeezed my body through
+«.and drew up my legs, quickly . . . on deck 1
cranled fm‘fdy to the non-dock side, in €25¢ the
Gesman iz the crane could see me—there WaS no
one abaut on the ship .. .1 lay flat on the deck
- - gepigasd sweating . . . and listening - - - isten-
ing. . . for stouting, for shots, for all the noisesof 3
s:t;& Tm were none. The crane clanke and

p e czal poured into the ship-

(@
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1 had got oR to my neutral ship, unaided, and
without being seen by the Germans.

As 1 recovered 1 classified this as the third best
moment. The first had been looking at Stalag Luft 111
from the outside, the secod to feel ¢the Berlin
express moving out of Sagan Station. The third was
now to stand on the deck of the Aralizz, B the

pleasure of achievement. 1 studie the far-off dock
lights on the other side, and the dark Vistula.
Slowly | came to realise that my trip was not over.
There was, 35 :mticipated, this trouble about hiding
on the ship- it would of course be searched, 23 a
matter of coutine, from stem to sterm, by German
gards who Were used to routing out shady characters
who were tempted to leave the Reich for the flesh-
pots of Sweden. Rumour had it that the guards
usually had dogs, which nosed about everywhere,
and that ships, even when they had left their Baltic
port, were 'mtercepted as often as not by German
atrol boats, after the VOY3ge was an hour of two
under way. On the patrol boats were Germans who
were likely to come aboard to have another gearch.

1 studied the stern. Nothing here but the upper-
works and a so\idly-locked Joor leading to the
crew’s quarters. 1 had always meant to take in
struction from kriegies in lock-picking, but ha
never got round to it. A pity-

1 would have to try amidships. Coal was beir
dumped into the bow hatches of the Aralizz, but
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any moment I thought that the crane might run along
the dock and start filing the stem hatches. Anyway,
there was much too much light.

1 crawled along the deck, on the non-dock side,
keeping well below the combing of the hatch.

1 reached the cabin amidships. The ship was
deserted, it seemed. Here, however, a3 door was
open. 1 went inside. There was a warm corridor,
and, opening off it, a little lighted galley which I
entered. [ could smell a chocolatey smell and soon
found a large saucepan with a delicious cocoa mixture
in it, keeping warm on a stove. [ helped mysell
repeatedly to the contents, using the largc Ladle as a
cup. This was all very refreshing.

I could stll think of nowhere to hide, and when
I came out of the galley I saw a cabin with the door
afar and a light on inside. There were no voices, so
presumably a Swede was in there alone.

I walked to the door, knocked, and cntered. A
stocky man, perhaps in his middle fifties, got up
from his chair by a table. He wore a short-cut
white jacket and seemed to be a sort of steward. He
was very surprised.

‘Sh-sh. .. 1" Isaid. “It’s all right...I'm an
English flier. .. escaped...no one knows I'm
here.” And I repeated it in German.

He understood very well, but seemed unable to
speak. His mouth moved, and he looked on me
very seriously and with considerable alarm.

‘Neano...Nnwno...I can...d-ddo nn-
nothing . . . you must l-l-leave this s-s-shin.’



j. H. WILLIAMS

O/

ELEPHANT BILL

[ntroductory Note

1 defy anyone pot to be interested and intrigued
by e\ephants,’ writes F'\eld-Marsh:d gir William Slim
in a review of Elephant pill. This is a challenge few
will take up- o

Colonel Williams’ fondness for animals does not
begin and end with elephants. He graduated to them

191418 War service in the Camel Corps, and lastly
through the job of Transport Officer in mule teams.
When in the Camel Corps, he had read 2 book on
the diseases of camels and elephants- The oppor-
tunity work among the latter in Burma came in
19203 it Was eager\y seized. S0, for a quarter of a
century, Colonel Williams worked in wild places,
supervising the care and training of elephants. He
thus came 1O know their ways and moods better,
erhaps, than any living white man )
Colonel Wwilljams was born at Land’s End. Of
Cornwall he writes: The loneliness and the life of
the Burmese Jungles came, perhaps, easier to me
than to others, for Cornwall, the background of my
outh, had prov'\ded a fitting armour to see the world.’
That ¢ fitting armour ’ for life’s journey was ¢ neither

money, pen nor sword, but an insatiable love of
o4 .
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nature, its kindness and its cruelty, its patience and
its courage, which I found and understood in the
wild birds and animals and in the wild freedom where
the joy of a summer’s day was only equalled by one
of tempest and storm.” “Colonel Williams has now
left the East and is back on his farm in Cornwall.

His book is not only a mine of information about
elephants; it is also a fine tale of adventure. There
is, for instance, the death of Poo Ban, *the finest
and bravest’, who had gone suddenly and un-
accountably berserk; medical operations and the
battle against infectious diseases; night in a haunted
village; the hunting of tigers and leopards; finally,
the whole amazing story of the part played by
efephants in the Burma campaigns.

The book is in two parts, the second of which
deals entirely with the war in Burma. Organised
into Elephant Companies, ocozies and beasts did

lendid service on military work for which they
were ideally suited-—road-making, bridging, carriage
of stores and wounded, and many other tasks.
Though generally behind the fighting line, the battle
was often so chaotic that elephants would be found
in positions of danger. The great elephant trek out
of Burma into Assam, when the Japanese were
making their last desperate bid for victory, is an
example of this.

Field-Marshal Slim sums up the book with admir-
able conciseness—* A good book, about good men
and good beasts."



1 arrived B Burma just 35 2 Jetermined effort had
been started tO improve the management of elephants
and their calves. 1B order to do this, it Was st

necessary 10 improve the conditions of oozie,
who must be consxdered as part 2n parce\ of the
Burmese txmber-working e eph ich he rices

These men are born with 2 know\cdge of elephants. :
Their homes are in camps in the most remote Parts

and fiction, which is attached t© this Jovable animal.
At the age of fourteen the average boy in an elephant
camp 1s earning 2 wage. He starts life as @ paijaik——
that is, the man who hooks the chains t© the logs—2

ound assistant of the oozie who rides ot the
e\ephant’s neck.

Ttis a proud day in that boy’s life when he is pro-
moted to oozie and has an elephant jn his own
charge. There is 1O more lovely sight than to see @
fourteen-year-o\d boy riding 2 newly trained €2
elephant of six. The understand'mg betweer{ them is
only equalled by that of a child with 2 puppy> but
the Burmese boy is not so cruel to his elephant as
most children are with puppies. The Burman oozie
is cruel to his elephant only if he loses his tempers
but usually he has the patience of Job. He has 2

pretty hard life. In the first place, he has to catch
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his elephant every morning and bring it to camp.
The camp is often a hundred miles from his village,
and may consist of a few jungle huts, or even no
more than a couple of tarpaulins making a shelter
on the bank of some creek in the densest jungle.
Catching his clephant involves tracking the animal a
distance of about eight miles, starting at dawn through
jungles infested with all types of big game. That in
itself is a lonely job, and to do it successfully the
oozie has to become one of the juxgle beasts him-
self—as alert and as wary as they are.

He knows the shape, size and pesiasities of his
own elephant’s footprints with sush exminty dhar
he can recognise them at oace ;i Esiinguith
them from all other elephant fooprinx. Oace he
has picked them up, he sets off, falic Lo trail.
While he is doing so he notisss =y
finds the spot where the anirsal rooed
he observes its droppings, aad
heap of dung a kick, can 21l =
been eating too much bazhao =%,
will probably have headed
that grows on the banks of
shed.

When he has gained Se =3z b= wl
listen, perhaps for tmy momem, So Soe s
bell his particular et wms ol o 2
can hear a bell peize ’
decides it is not ta= =
himself, hollowizg
intricate care. 32 &
the creek, and whez 2=
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orass he listens again and this time he recognises the
sound of his own kalouk. Elephant bells are made
with two clapperss one on cach side, hanging outsiae
the bell, which is made from 2 hollowed-out lump
of teak. o two bells ever have the seme note, a
the sound of fifteen OT more <an only be compare
to the music of a babbling brook.

As the oozi€ approaches his beast he begins t© sing,
o as to let her know that he is coming. e has

nine feet high, he sits down on a boulder beside the
creek and flls his home-made pipe and lights it.

(Come on! come OD* come on!) But no soun
comes from where his elephant is graz'mg, so he
changes his words to: Digo lah! Digo Jaht’ (Come

He gives her time tO accept the grim fact that an-
other day of hard work has begun for her. if he

hurried her, she might rebel

think I've nothing else t© do but wait for you?
You've been eating since noon yesterday, and .1

Then his yoice Tings out with 2 frm order:

Dropping first on her haunches, then reposing with
all four legs extended, she allows him to approach her.
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¢ Tah!" (* Stand up?’), he orders, and she does so,
keeping her front legs closc together. He then
bends down and unfastens her fetter-chain and
throws it over her withers. These hobbles are
either chain or cane, and are put on fairly tight and
with little play between the legs. When the animal
is hobbled it can either shuflle slowly on easy ground
or progress by a series of hops. But in spite of this
it can go fast: for short distances it can go as fast as
a man can numn.

After unfastening the hobbles the cozie arders her
to sit down, then he climbs on to her head, and
away they go, back to camp, by the route she has
been feeding along ever since the previous day.

When they reach camp the oozie has his first meal
of the day, washes his elephant in the creek, and
then hamesses her for work. Their job for the day
is to climb a ridge two thousand feet above the camp
and to drag a log from the stump 1o the creek.

When the oozie reaches the log with his elephant
and his paijaik, bhe will trim it, cutting off knots
where there were branches with his axe, so as to
make it easier for dragging. He also cuts a hole in
the thinner end of the log, through which the
dragging-chains are passed.  This hole, called a
nepab, is so useful in handling the log when rafting,
as well as in dragging, that though it is wasteful of
good timber it is preferred to fastening the chains
round the log in a clove hitch, or to any other form
of attachment.

Then he will make sure the chains are securely
fastened. After that there begins the wearisome tacl
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of dragging 2 log gwenty-nine feet long and six oY
seven feet in girth—-that is to say, OVer a2 hundre
cubic feet of timber, OF four tons Jead weight. For a
mile the path follows the P of the ridge. patience!
patience‘. patience‘. Yoo! yoo‘. yoo‘.’ ¢ pull! pu\l‘.
ALy, calls the oozie. As the elephant takes the
strain, she feels what power she must exert besides
that of her enormous weight. Tremendous energy is
necessary- The ground %5 ankle-deep in mud, an
there are Jdozens of small obstructions which must
be levelled out by the log’s nose—sapling stumps, '
bamboos, StONEss even rocks. So the clephant puts
out her first cffort and, bellowing like mad, pu“s the
log three times her own \ength and then stops- She
rests then to take breath, and her trunk goes out
sideways t0 snatch at 2 bamboo. 1t is her chewing-
um as she works, but it earns her 2 garcastic comment
from the oozie: mother, but you are forever
eating!’ However, his patience is quite undisturbed.
The elephant takes her tme. ‘Yoo! yoo\ yoo‘.’
calls the oozie, but there is no response. ¢ Yooo!
yooo‘. yooo‘. Then the clephant pul\s again, but
this time, as it is slightly downhill, she pulls the log
six times her length before she halts. So it goes O,
until they reach the edge of a precipicc-——a four-
hundred-foot drop- The elephant knows the margin
of safety to 2 foot, and when the log is ten feet frox
the edge she refuses 10 haul it any closer. The chain
are unfastened, and the elephant is moved roun
behind the log. The oozie gives his orders by kicl
and scratches with his bare feet behind the clephant
cars. So he coaxes her to bend down her massi
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head in order to get a leverage under the log with
her trunk. Working like that, she moves it first four
feet at one end, then rolls it from the middle, then
pushes the other end, until she has got it almost
trembling on the balance on to the very edge of the
cliff. She will then torment her oozie by refusing to
touch it again for ten minutes. Finally, when the
oozie’s patience is almost at an end, and the elephant
can foresee that she will get a cursing and a vigorous
toe-nail scratching behind her ears if she refuses any
longer, she puts one forefoot out as calmly as if she
were tapping a football; and the log is away-—gone.
There is a crash in the jungle below, and then a
pralonged series of crashes echoing through the
jungle, as the log tears down bamboos, until it comes
to rest four hundred feet lower down, leaving the
elephant standing on the edge of the precipice above,
with a supercilious expression on her face, as though
she were saying: ‘ Damned easy.’

Half an hour later elephant and oozie have reached
the log again, having gone round by a circuitous
game-track to the foot of the precipice. Once down
there, she has again to drag the log with the chains
along a ledge, which has been roughly blasted out of
the hillside around a precipitous waterfall.

Such blasting is often done by a more primitive
method than using dynamite. The rock is heated
with a fierce brushwood fire and then cracked by
pouring water over it, After that the fractured rocks
are again broken with crowbars, and the big pieces
disposed of by elephants,

Dragging a log weighing four tons while negotiating
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, not Very wide ledge is 2 risky bu’siness,;for the log
might roll, But the elephant cat judge what is saie

atience, patience patience. Both oozie and elephant
know that should the log start to roll or slide over
the edge, all the gear and harness cant be got rid of
in the twinkling of an eye. The elephant has only to

indeed for an elephant to be dragged over a preéipice
by a log suddenly taking charge.

After negotiating the ledge there is an €asy down-
hill drag for half 2 mile to the floating point on the
side of the creek. By that time itis about three o’ clock
in the afternoOD- The oozie unharnesses his elephant,

uts on her fetters, slaps her on her rump» and tells
her that she must go off in search of food. For neither
of them is ¢heir day’s work really over- The clephant
still has to find her fodders not only to chew it, but
to break off, puﬂ down, OF pull up, every branch,
tree, creeper of tuft of grass that she eats. The oozie
has to repair his gear, trim logs or weave a new laibut,
or breast-strap of bark. This bit of harness takes the
full strain of the elephant’s strength when dragging,
and has to be made accordingly. It gets @ tremendous
lot of wear-

Such is the oozie's day’s wox;k——and with it all he
is a very happy man.

His chief relaxation is gambli g. He does often
literally lose the shirt off his back. 1 have seen one
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particular shirt worn by six different owners in 2
year. But they don’t wear their shirts at work, but
only dress up in the evening and when showing their
elephants for inspection.

“The hardest work, described above, lasts from June
until March. Then for three months the oozie gets
a rest from logging, but has still to look after his
elephant every day. .

He is, as [ know Burma, all that is left of the real
Burman—the cheerful Irishman of the East. [ have
watched him fraternise with all who pliyed a part
in the evacuation of Burma in 1942 and with those
who recaptured it in 1945—the British soldier, the
Gurkha, the Sikh, the Punjabi, the West African and
the East African, He even fraternised with the Jap,
because he would not abandon his elephant, and for a
time both had to work for a new master.

One gets to know one's riders at the same time,
and in the same way, as one gets to know the elephants,
They are so much part of one another.

ELEPHANT WIT

I don’t believe that ‘ an elephant never forgets *, but
I should scarcely be surprised if he tied a knot in his
trunk to remember something, if he wanted to. His
little actions are always revealing an intelligence
which finds impromptu solutions for new difficulties.
If he cannot reach with his trunk some part of his
body that itches, he doesn't always rub it against a



is handy, he will was it clean, before putt'mg it into
his mouth- And he will extract 2 pill (the size © an

cricket ball in which one has p\anted it, with an air

Elephants can also detach a closely clinging creepers
like vy, from a tree far mMOTE skilfully than can a 100

stuffing, eating ot only the bunches of bananas, but
the leaves and, indeed, the whole tre¢ as well, an
they will do this just beside the hut occupied by the
owner of the grove wi
his family-

Catching 3 young animal at this is just like catchin
a small boy among the gooseberry bushes. For sox
yeason stolen fruit is always sweetest.

Qozies are not always s jnnocent as they prete
on such occasions. 1 once had to pay 2 fine to 1

Forest Departmcnt for damage done by ™Y e\epha
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to some experimental plantations of teak saplings.
Naturally, I gave the oozies a reprimand for their
slackness in allowing their animals to stray into these
plantations. A month afterwards [ happened to meet
the Forest Officer who had fined me, near a large
village, where we both camped for the night. He
had four elephants with him, and I had eight. Next
ing his e can be imagined when the
village headman arrived to ask for compensation for
no less than a hundred banana-trees, destroyed by his
four clephants. Strangely enough, not one of my
eight eleph had been involved in the mischief, a
fact which made it even more annoying for him. It
was not until 2 week after we had parted company
that 1 found out that though my elephants were
innocent, my oozies were quite the reverse. They
had taken the bells off the Forest Officer’s four
elephants and during the night had led them quietly
into the banana groves—and had thus paid him out
for fining me for the damage to the teak plantation.
1 have personally witnessed many remarkable
instances of the quick intelligence of elephants,
though [ cannot claim that they equal the famous
yarns which delight all of us, whether we are children
or grown-ups—such as that of the circus elephant
who saw a man who had befriended him sitting in a
sixpenny seat, and at once picked him up with his
trunk and popped him into a threc-and-sixpenny one!
But the following incidents scem to me to denote
immediate brain reaction to a new situstion, rather
than anything founded on repetitive training.
An uncertain-tempered tusker was being loaded
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vith kit while in the standing position. On his back
was his oozie, with another Burman i the pannier,
Glling it with kit. Alongside, on the flank, standing
on the ground was the paijaik attendant, armed with
a spear which consisted ofa fve-foot €ane, a brightly
olished sPéarhead at one end and spiked( ferrule at .
the other- Another Burman Was handing gear up t©
the Burman i the pannier, but got into difficulties
with one package and called out © the paijaik to
help him- The latter thrust the ferrule of the spear -

he lent 2 hand. The oozie, however id not trust
his beast, and said in 2 determined voice, ¢ Pass ™¢
the spear.’ The tusker calmly put its trunk round the
cane at the point of balance, and carefully passed it
up to his rider. But unthinkingly he passed it head
first and held it as though waiting, for the rider to

The rider yel\ed at his beast in Burmese: ¢ Don’t
be a fool—pass it right way round !’ With perfect
calm and 2 rather dandified movement, the elephant
revolved the spear in mid-air and, still holding it by
the point of balance, passed it to his 0ozi¢, this time
ferrule first.

The oozie did Dot say thank you, but ave him 2
curse with 2 touch of endearment—35° though saying,
¢ You are 2 damned il\-mannered wild elephant, and
| want no more of it.” Then, with 2 quick move
ment, he moved the spearhead beside the elephant’s
eye, an action which meant that he would suffer for
itif he tried any ¢ricks with his tusks on those engaged



ELEPBANT BILL 107

in loading him up. The loading was completed with-
out incident.

Sometimes an elephant will show its intelligence
by divining what its cozie wishes.

A case I remember concerned an animal which
would not work with a rider on its head, but was
obedient to the words of command given by its
oozie walking alongside. [ was watching this beast
straightening logs in a creck—that is to say, placing
them in rows of eight or twelve parallel to each
other and pointing down the bed of the stream, in
readiness for the first floods to carry them away.
The oozic was sitting on the bank; work was almost
finished, but, because I was around, he knew every
log had to be straight in line with the others before
they broke off.

There was one noticeable and unshapely log, and
the clephant came to the last row in which it lay.
He was a big tusker, and was doing all the work with
his tusks and head, free of all chains. Without any
word of command being given, he let the first log
alone, and began shifting the second, keeping one eye
on his oozie, as though saying: * Come on, wake up
and tell me what you want!’

The oozie soon told him, shouting: * You old
fool! What's wrong with that one? Leave it.’

The elephant moved on to the next log, keeping
his eye cocked on his oozie, like an old man looking
over a pair of spectacles.

* No,’ shouted the cozie. * You know as well as I
do,” and made a gesture of picking up a stone to
throw at his beast.

8 (a2e)
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an elephant perform did not concer® its work, an¢
smight just 85 well have been the act of @ wild anima
One evening, when the Upper Taungdwin Rive
was in a heavy spate, 1 was listening and boping to .
hear the boom and roar of timber coming from up-
stream. Directly below my camp the banks of the
river were Ste€P and rocky and twelve ffteen feet
high. About fifty yards away on the other side, the
bank was made up of ledges of shale strata. Although
it was already nearly dusk, by watching these ledges
being successively submerged, 1 was trying t© judge
how fast the water was rising. ]

roaring s though frightened, and, looking down, 1
saw three Of four men rushing up and down o the .
opposite bank in a state of great excitement. 1 realised.
at once that something Was wrong, and ran down
to the edge of the near bank and there saw Ma Shwe
(Miss Gold) with her three-momhs-old calf, trapped
in the fast-rising torrent. She herself was still in he
depth, as the water was about six feet deep- Bu
sthere was 2 1ife-and—death struggle going On- Her ca
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was screaming with terror and was afloat like a cork.
Ma Shwe was as near to the far bank as she could get,
holding her whole body against the raging and in-
creasing torrent, and keeping the calf pressed against
her massive body. Every now and then the swirling
water would swecp the calf away; then, with terrific
strength, she would encircle it with her trunk and
pull it upstream to rest against her body again.
There was a sudden rise in the water, as if a two-
foot bore had come down, and the calf was washed
clean over the mother’s hindquarters and was gone.
She turned to chase it, like an otter after a fish, but
she had travelled about fifty yards downstream and,
plunging and sometimes afloat, had crossed to my side
of the river, before she had caught up with it and got
it back. For what seemed minutes, she pinned the
calf with her head and trunk against the rocky bank.
Then, with a really gigantic effort, she picked it up
in her trunk and reared up until she was half standing
on her hind legs, so as to be able to place it on a
narrow shelf of rock, five feet above the flood level.
Having accomplished this, she fell back into the
raging torrent, and she herself went away like a cork.
She well knew that she would now have a fight to
save her own life, as, less than three hundred yards
below where she had stowed her calf in safety, there
was a gorge. If she were carried down, it would be
certain death. I knew, as well as she did, that there
was one spot between her and the gorge where she
could get up the bank, but it was on the other side
from where she had put her calf. By that time, my
chief interest was in the calf. It stood, tucked up,



cat’s purr'mg, an de\ighted she must have beent to
see her calf still in the same POt where she had put
her half an hour before- 4

As darkness fell, the muffled boom of floating logs
hitting against each other came from upstrearm-
rorrential rain was falling, and the river still separated
the mother and her calf. 1 decided that 1 could d
nothing but wait and see what happenec\. Twice
before turning in for the ni ht 1 went down to the
bank and picked out the calf with my torch, but this
seemed tO disturb it, SO 1 went away-
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It was just as well [ did, because at dawn Ma
Shwe and her calf were together—both on the far
bank. The spate had subsided to a mere foot of
dirty-coloured water. No one in the camp had scen
Ma Shwe recover her calf, but she must have lifted
it down from the ledge in the same way as she had
put it there.



SPENCER CHAPMAN

o

THE JUNGLE IS NEUTRAL

Intraductory Note

The late Field-Marshal Lord Wavell has likenec
Colonel Spencer Chapman to an Elizabethan adven-
" turer. To which comparison he adds this remark—
‘ Inevitably Colonel Chapman’s adventures and achieve-
ments recall those of a famous character of the last
war (1914~18), T. E. Lawrence, who also endured -
greatly and survived by the high quality of his spirit.”

Spencer Chapman was educated at Sedbergh, and at
the outbreak of war was a housemaster at Gordonstoun
School, Morayshire. The jungle is Neutral tells the
whole story of his amazing adventures in Malaya
after the Japanese had overrun the country early in
1942. He is a man possessed of almost superhuman
powers of endurance; he would think little of
forging his way alone on foot through the jungle
with 2 raging temperature of 104° or more. At
various times he suffered from such diseases as
black water fever and pneumonia, and survived them
under conditions which would have killed ninety-
nine out of a hundred. On one occasion he marchec
for six days without food. He kept diaries of all hi
experiences, written in Eskimo in order to baffle th
enemy should those valuable documents be captured

As a leader and trainer of guerilla forces in thei
112
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jungle activities, Spencer Chapman became a marked
man, his scalp a thing any Japinese soldier would
have prized. He was captured, but, as one might
expect, escaped; bullets found their mark twice,
but he lived to tell the tale thanks to extraordinary
toughness not only of body but also of mind. As he
himself prescribes, the right mental attitude to hard-
ship is the most important weapon in the fight.
¢ There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking
makes it so,” sums up his philosophy of life.

Since the war Spencer Chapman has spent a great
deal of time in encouraging young people to moun-
taineer and to undertake outdoor activities in some
of the more remote corners of the British fsles. He
himself has considerable experience both of climbing
and of exploring.

The skirmish on the King's Highway took place
very soon after the fall of Singapore. The country
was still in that state of complete chaos which is
bound to prevail for some time after a conquest.
But guerilla forces were already formed; Spencer
Chapman and Haywood had indeed joined up with Ab
Loy’s group of Chinese Communists six weeks before
the incidents referred to in this extract took place.
The Englishmen’s military experience made them in-
valuable as instructors to train the young guerillas,

Immediately after being wounded by the motor-
car nut from the Malayan's gun, Spencer Chapman suc-
cumbed to a violent attack of high fever and preumonia
combined with dysentery; he and Haywood were
seriously ill for two months * running extremely high
temperaturcs, and being daily shaken bv violent risors”.
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The road distance from Batu Caves to the Sungel
Gow camp Was about fif miles. After our recent
experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opinion that
walking in ]apanese-occupied Malaya was @ muc

more healthy pastime than bicycling; but Tan Chen
King assured Us that, whereas the Kuala Kubu ro2

where our companions had been caught was a main
road, here W€ should only be .using minor roads
which he and Ah Loy could guarantee had not been

even run the risk of being recognize as Europeans.
Accordingly W€ agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experience we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that
a set of tools should be procured for HayWood to

pork, and curried brinjols, followed by bananas,
p'meapple, and coffee. Ah Loy was 2 genial, rather
coarse Cantoneseé who put great energy into every-
thing he did—-—eSpeciany eating. He spoke a little

English and, unlike most of the gueri“a leaders, W
very informative. During the meal we learned tha
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist. Ah Loy was very good company and
—as [ was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome to be a
good leader.

The journcy started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
[ had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb ropidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it was all we could do
to kecp the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.
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SKIRMISH oN THE
KING’S HIGHWAY

The road djstance from Batu Caves 1O the Sungel
Gow camp was about fifty miles. After our recent
experiences HayWood and 1 were of the opinion‘that
walking in ]apanese-occupied Malaya was 2 much

more healthy pastime than bicycling; but Tan Chen
th

used by the Japs at night since the occupation a0
if we kept at the back of the party, we should not
even run the risk of being recognize as Europeans.
According\y we agreed to go on bicydes; but again
recalling our bitter experience we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition an that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywood to
rake in case of trouble.

We left the Batu Caves camp about May 15t 1942,
and after 2 few hours’ walking rea hed the hut where
Ah Loy and the bicycles were waiting for us- Here
we had @ wonderful meal of fresh dry rice, chicken,

ork, and curried brinjols, followed by bananas,
pineapple, and coffee. Ah Loy was @ genial rather
coarse Cantonese who put great energy into every-
thing he did——especiany eating. He spoke 2 little
English and, unlike most of the gueriua leaders, W2

very informative. During the meal we 1learned tha
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla schoo! at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist. Ah Loy was very good company and
—as I was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quatrelsome to be a
good leader.

The journey started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
cstates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
[ had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road, But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it vas all we could do
to keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.
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The road distance from Batd Caves 10 the Sungel
Gow camp was about fifty miles. After our recent

experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opinion that

used by the Japs at night since the occupation and,
if we kept at the back of the party, W should not
even run the risk of being recognize as Europeans-.
Accordingly We agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experience, we insiste that the
machines should be in really good condition an that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywoo to

Ah Loy and the bicycles were waiting for us- Here
we had 2 wonderful meal of fresh dry rice chicken,
pork, and curried brinjols, followed by bananas
pineapple, and coffee. Ah Loy was @ genial rathe
coarse Cantonese who put great energy into ever)
thing he did—»especial\y eating. He spoke 2 litt
English and, unlike most of the guerilla leaders, W
very informative. During the meal we learned tf
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist, Ah Loy was very good company and
—as | was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome 1o be a
good leader.

The journey started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
1 had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were sozked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-cast of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cyeling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poar food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it was all we could do
to keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.
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SKIRMISH oN THE
KING’S HIGHWAY

The road distance from Batu Caves t0 the Sungei
Gow camp Was about fifty miles. After ot recent
experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opinion that
walking in japanese-occupied Malaya was 2 much
more healthy pastime than bicycling; but Tan Chen
King assured Us that, whereas the Kuala Kubu rod
where our companions had been caught was 2 main -
road, here W€ should only be .using minor roads
which he and Ah Loy could guarantee had not been
used by the Japs at night since the occupation and,
if we kept at the back of the party, We should not
even run the risk of being recognized as Europeans.
Accordingly we agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experiences we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywood to
take in case of trouble.

We left the Batu Caves camp about May 15t 1942,
and after a few hours’ walking reached the hut where
Ah Loy and the bicycles were waiting for us- Here
we had 2 wonderful meal of fresh dry rice, chicken,

pineapp\e, and coffee. Ah Loy was 2 genial, rather
coarse Cantonese who put great energy into every-
thing he did—-especia“y eating. He spoke 2 little
English and, unlike most of the gueriﬂa leaders, Was

very informative. During the meal we learned that
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, lhough he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist, Ah Loy was very good company and
—as [ was later to discov tremely geous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome to be a
good leader.

The journey started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges, Haywood and
I had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
conscquently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night's
ride, was most cxhausting and it was all we could do
to keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.




King assured US ¢hat, whereas the Kuala Kubu rod
where our companions had been caught was a main

which he and Ah Loy could guarantee had not been
used by the Japs 3t night since the occupation and, |
if we kept at the back of the party, we should not
even run the risk of being recognized as Europeans-

i . but again
recalling our bitter experience we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that

1 set of tools should be procured for Hayvvood to

very informative. During the meal we learned that
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept cleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla schoal at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist. Ah Loy was very good company and
—as [ was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome to be a
good leader.

The journcy started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
[ had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Maly kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it was all we could do
to keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.
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The road Jistance from Batu Caves 0 the Sungei -
Gow camp Was about fifty miles. After our recent
experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opiniont that
walking in ]apanese—occupied Malaya was 2 muc

more healthy pastime than bicycling; but Tan Chen

where our companions had been caught was a main

road, here We should only be .using minor roads
which he and Ah Loy could guarantee had not been
used by the Japs at night since the occupation and,
if we kept 2at the back of the party, W¢ should not
even run the risk of being recognized as Europeans.
Accordingly we agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experience we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywood tC

We left the Batu Caves camp about May 15t 1942
and after a few hours’ walking reached the hut wher

pineapp\e, and coffee. Ah Loy was 2 genial, rath
coarse Cantonese who put great energy into eve
thing he did——-especiaﬂy eating. He spoke 2 1if
English and, unlike most of the guerﬂla eaders, -

very informative. During the meal we learned |
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he was the younger son of a vich pawmbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who thercfore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist, Ah Loy was very good company and
—as [ was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome to be a
goad leader.

The journey started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
[ had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
conscquently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand fect in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it was all we could do
to kecp the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.



114 PRELUDE TO MODERN PROSE

SKIRMISH ON THE
KING’S HIGHWA-Y

The road distance from Batu Caves to the Sungel
Gow camp Was about ffty miles. After our recent
experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opinion‘that
walking in apanese-occupied Malaya Was a muc

King agsured us that, whereas the Kuala Kubu 102
where our companions ad been caught Was a main ’
road, here We should only be .using minor roads

if we kept at the back of the party, We should not
even run the risk of being recognized as Europeans.
Accordingly we agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experience, we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywood to
take in case of trouble.

We left the Batu Caves camp about May 15t 19425
and after a few hours’ walking reached the hut where
Ah Loy and the bicycles were waiting for us. Here
we had 2 wonderful meal of fresh dry rice, chicken

ork, and curried brinjols, followed by bananas
pineapple, and coffee. Ah Loy was 2 genial, rathe
coarse Cantonese who put great energy into ever
thing he did’especia“y eating. He spoke 2 litt
English and, unlike most of the gueril\a leaders, W

very informative. During the meal we learned tk
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept cleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist. Ah Loy was very good company and

—~as 1 was later to disc tremely geous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome to be a
good leader.

The journey started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plink bridges. Haywood and
[ had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of stecplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it was all we could do
to keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill,
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SKXRMlSH ON THE
KING’S HlGHWAY

The road dijstance from Batl Caves tO the Sungel
Gow camp Was about miles. After our recent
experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opinion that
walking in }apanese-occu jed Malaya Was a much
more healthy pastime than bicycling; but Tan Chen
King assured Us that, whereas the Kuala Kubu rod
where our companions had been caught Was a main
road, here W€ should only be .using minor roads
which he and Ah Loy could guarantee had not been
used by the Japs at night since the occupation a0
if we kept at the back of the party, We should not
even run the risk of being recognized as Europeans:
Accordingly We agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experience we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywood to
take in case of trouble.

We left the Batu Caves camp about May 15t 19425
and after @ few hours’ walking reached the hut where
Ah Loy and the bicycles were waiting for us. Here
we had a wonderful meal of fresh dry rice, chicken,
pork, and curried brinjols, followed by bananas,
pineapple, and coffee. Ah Loy was 2 genial, rather
coarse Cantonesé who put great energy into every-
thing he did-—eSpeciaﬂy eating. He spoke 2 little
English and, unlike most of the gueri“a leaders, Was
very informative. During the meal we Jearned tha
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the famous 8th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist. Ah Loy was very good company and
—as [ was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrclsome to be a
good leader.

The journey started very badly for, in order to
avoid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
estates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
I had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers, At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhcalthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night’s
ride, was most exhausting and it was all we could do
to keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.
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The road distance from Batu Caves O the Sungei
Gow camp Was about DIty miles. After our recent
experiences Haywood and 1 were of the opinion that
walking in ]apanese-occupied Malaya was 2 much
more healthy pastime than bicyclings but Tan Chen

King assured us that, whereas the Kuala Kubu road
where our companions had been caught Was a main
road, here We should only be .using minor rod

which he and Ah Loy could guarantee had not been
used by the Japs at night since the occupation ab®
if we kept at the back of the party, W€ should not
even run the risk of being recognized as Europeans-
Accordingly We agreed to go on bicycles; but again
recalling our bitter experience, we insisted that the
machines should be in really good condition and that
a set of tools should be procured for Haywood to

pineapp\e, and coffee. Ah Loy was 2@ genial, rather
coarse Cantonese who put great energy into every-
thing he did——'especially eating. He spoke a little
English and, unlike most of the guerilla leaders, Was
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he was the younger son of a rich pawnbroker at
Bentong who, though he kept eleven wives, had
refused to educate Ah Loy, who therefore ran away
from home and joined the {smous §th Route Army
guerilla school at Shensi in North China and became
a Communist. Ah Loy was very good company and
—as I was later to discover—extremely courageous,
but he was too impetuous and quarrelsome to be a
good leader,

The journcy started very badly for, in order to
avaid using the road round the south of Batu Caves,
we had to cycle for several miles through rubber
cstates along tiny muddy paths which shot suddenly
downhill to cross irrigation ditches or spanned them
perilously on narrow plank bridges. Haywood and
1 had not been on bicycles for some months and were
not accustomed to this sort of steeplechase going;
consequently we had several bad crashes and both of
us were soaked by falling into rivers. At last we
reached the road to the south-east of Batu Caves and
found infinite pleasure in rushing silently through
deserted Malay kampongs with tall coconut palms
overhanging the road. But after a few miles the road
started to climb rapidly and, trying to keep pace
with the others who were used to cycling, we realized
how much we had lost condition living on poor food
in the unhealthy Batu Caves camps. The long grind
up the Genting Sempak, in which we climbed a
thousand feet in the last seven miles of the night's
ride, was most exhausting and it was alJ we could do
1o keep the others in sight as they insisted on riding
the whole way up the hill.
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At last, shortly before dawn, we reached -the
20th Mile, but although there was a brilliant- moon
Haywood could not find the steep narrow track
which led through the thick roadside jungle to the
derelict charcoal-burner’s oven in which the stores’
had been hidden four months before. Accordingly
we spent the rest of the night drinking samsu (spirit
distilled from rice) in a coffee-house half a mile up
the road, which was kept by two very old Chinese
who behaved as if it was in no way out of the ordinary
to entertain Englishmen at such a time.

Next morning, as soon as it was light, we went
down to the dump, but even so only narrowly
avoided being seen by some Tamil coolies and Chinese
cyclists who were already on the road. We found the
charcoal-burner’s oven without difficulty; but it was
flooded with water and it appeared that bears: had
broken into it, for the four-gallon tins of rice, sugar,
and oil had all been smashed and everything was
topsy-turvy. However, the explosive, ammunition,
grenades and smaller tins of food were intact and
these were taken back to the camp in broad daylight
by a party of ten of Ah Piow’s men, who arrived for
this purpose at dawn on bicycles with large suitcases
on the carriers.

We lay up for the whole of that day in an old
clearing high above the road, from which we had
a wonderful view of a series of S-bends above us
where the road toiled through magnificent jungle to
reach the summit of the Genting Sempak three miles
farther on; but there was little traffic on the road
and I spent my time sleeping in the sun or making
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notes on the innumerable varieties of birds, most of
which were new to me.

As | knew there was a sentry at Kampong Ketari,
where the Karak road turns off, I insisted that we
should not start until midnight so as to pass him at
about 2.0 a.m.; and we spent the early part of the
night very pleasantly, eating rice and curried fish
with the two old Chinese in the coffee-shop. From
them we heard something of conditions in Malaya
now. I listened to frightful accounts of the in-

ble cold-blooded of Chinese per-
petrated by the Japs, especially in areas where the
guerillas were known to be active, and I was astonished
~—though it was so universal that I ceased to wonder
at it later—that these old men showed absolutely no

1 to help us, although it would have gccn
certain death for them had they been caught. It
scemed that the Chinese throughout Malaya, es-
pecially in the country districts, were filled with a
most bitter hatred of the Japanese and yet felt them-
selves completely impotent to do anything about it
—except to support the guerillas, which they were
prepared to do to the limit.

This night’s journey was a lamentable example of
the fundamental incompetence of the Chinese guerillas
—even the leaders of the Selangor and Pahang Groups
—when it came to getting a job done. Before we set
off they absolutely refused to make any sort of plan,
Ah Loy saying that it was unnecessary and that he
would just shoot up anybody who should dare to try
to stop us. It was a brilliant moonlit night and there
were a good many Chinese cyclists on the road and,
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even ot this hour of the night, gome Tamil bullock
carts toiling slowly up the pass. Tan Chen King,
Ah Loy and another Chinese who accompanicd us,
again {nsisted on riding up the hill, and Haywoo
and 1, who for some reason were not feeling well, -
were soon comp\ctc\y exhausted as well as soake
through with sweat in out offorts to keep up, for we.
felt it was imost dangerous to be s réad over several
miles of road. Fortunately it was only three miles—
in which we climbed over §°° feet—10 the summit of
the pass at 080 feets and then we knew there were
twenty miles of frec-wheeling to the cross-roads at
Kampong Ketari, with a farther ten miles downhill to
Sungel Gow, a few miles short of Karak.

On the way up we had had som¢ trouble owing to
the chains of our bicycles breaking from the.undu.c
strain, but Ah Loy, who had the usual Chinese

enius for improvisation, managed  t0 mend these
with wire, explaining that Tan Chen King, who was
then far ahead, had the only tools. The descent Was
mngniﬁcent: in the brilliant tropical moonlight we
could go as fast as by dnylig\xt and it was glorious to
see the huge jungle trees rush past us and to fecl the
cool fecund night air on our faces. Then Tan Chen
King's tyre burst and it was discovered that Ah Loy, "
who had the only p\moture-mcnding outfit, had gone
on ahead, and it took over an hour for the thir

Chinese to overtake him and bring him back.

At about the 75th Mile, soon after we had rattled
at long intervals over 2 plank bridge, 1 had halted
for a moment with one foot on the ground to wait
for the other Chinese, whose bicycle had been giving
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before dawn without meeting a single person on the
road—or so we thought,

As soon a5 it was light enough we washed the
blood from my leg and discovered that the wound
consisted of a single large hole. Tan Chen King then
made a probe and pair of forceps out of bamboo and
started cxcavating the wound. Fortunately I fainted
and was thus spared the pain.  When 1 came to, |
found that they had extracted a half-inch motor-car
nut—apparently the Malay had made up his own
cartridges—and [ was extremely grateful that none
of his shats at close range had found their mark.
Haywood told me that Ah Wan had chewed up some
leaves from a certain tree and, filling his mouth with
stream water and holding a picce of bamboo between
his lips, had thoroughly syringed the wound. His
somewhat primitive surgery—perhaps aided by the
iodine from my medical set—was certainly very
effective, for though 1 could not move e aakle
without great pain for some days, the wo==d pever
showed any sign of going septic and the swelling
gradually subsided.

We now had only two miles to go @ rexch the
house of the Chinese called John who % formerly
helped Haywood and his party; bzt w2 Sund that
a serics of clearings had been opmed o since we
were last here and instead of &lrwing 2 pleasan:
jungle track we had to crawl mds 3 Tver a mase
of newly cut bamboo, treachernir Siorexy with the
carly moming dew. 1 can rememZer S more o=
plesant three hours in my wizle 23



JIM CORBETT

etz O

MAN-EATERS OF KUMAON

Introductory Note

Colonel Jim Corbett was a hunter who enjoyed pur-
suing wild life with a camera rather than a gun. But
a very real service is performed to a mative district
when such a skilled and experienced hunter takes
down his guns in pursuit of a man-eater, For -the
life of whole arcas can become completely dis-
organised, so devastating is the presence of a man-
cating tiger or panther. No man in the past thirty
years achieved so great a reputation for this highly
dangerous type of hunting as Corbett. He gained
it by his entire fearlessness, very true knowledge of
jungle life and what one can only call a sixth sense
which tells the born hunter what to do at any given
monient.

Corbett was born in India in 1875, the second
youngest of thirteen children. There he was educated,
not only in school but also in the natural law of the
jungle. An older brother taught him at an carly age
how to shoot and to move about in the pursuit of
game, From the age of nineteen until the outbreak
of World War I he worked for a railway company,
being in charge of big groups of ‘natives by whom he
was held in considerable vencration.

During World War 1, Corbett recruited 4ooo men
122
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cxc'n'\ng——‘ The Champawat Man-Eater » he
Bachelor of Powa\g.uh + (be was @ wondcrfu\ beast,
over ten feet long 30 of 3 Jecade the aost sought~
after big ﬁamc tro i i

+ The Pipa Pani Tiger He tells the wle of the
punting-dow® and d‘\s‘mch of all the more dangerous
man-eaters in the Kumaon area over the past thirt)
yearss one, for {nstances killed sixty-four pcop\q
within five years. Nc\‘cnhc\e;s, Colonel Corbett i

Jlways anxious <0 defend the persom\ity of the 1igf

—a killers he assertss only through dire necessity-
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A MAN AND HIS DOG

I riever saw either of his parents. The Knight of the
Broom I purchased him from said he was a spaniel,
that his name was Pincha, and that his father was a
‘ keen gun dog’. This is all I can tell you about his
pedigree. '

I did not want a pup, and it was quite by accident
that 1 happened to be with a friend when the litter-
of seven was decanted from a very filthy basket for
her inspection. Pincha was the smallest and the
thinnest of the litter, and it was quite evident he had
reached the last ditch in his fight for survival. Leaving
his little less miserable brothers and sisters, he
walked ance round me, and then curled himself up
between my big feet. When I picked him up and
put him inside my coat—it was a bitterly cold
morning—he tried to show his gratitude by licking
my face, and I tried to show him I was not aware of
his appalling stench. '

He was rising three months then, and I boﬁght:
him for fifteen rupees. He is rising thirteen years
now, and all the gold in India would not buy him.

When 1 got him home, and he had made his first
acquaintance with a square meal, warm water, anc
soap, we scrapped his kennel name of Pincha anc
rechristened him Robin, in memory. of a faithful ol
collie, who had saved my young brother, aged four
and myself, aged six, from the attack of an infurjate:
she-bear,
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>bin rcspondcd to regular meals a3 parchcd 1and
to Tain, and after he had been with us for 2 fow
ks, acting on the princip\c that a boy's and 2
' training cannot be starte L hi
one mornings intending t© get 3 Yittle awdy from
s and fire 3 <hot or WO to get him wsed th

snd of gunfire-
end of our ! te there ar¢ some

taf
qse thor® bushes, and while 1 was skirting roun
i ut Robin

thorny for me t© enter themy 50
far side where \):yond the bushes was open ground,

for that mornings and as W& returned home it would
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have been difficult to sy which of us was the more
roud———Robin, at bringing home his first bird, of 1,
at having picked a winner out of 2 filthy basket. "The

shooting seasont was now drawing to 2 close, and for

out for 2 few yards before going sharply down into
the valley below. On the right-hand side of this flat
ground there were 2 few bushes, with a deep channel
scoured out by rain-water yunning through them.

bound. 1 was unarmed, and all the assistance 1 coul
render was t0 ¢ Ho ® and  Har » 4t the full extent of
my }ungs. The men carrying M’s dandy- joined in
lustily, the p:mdemonium reaching its climax when
Fhe hundred or more langurs added their alarm-calls
in varying keys. For twenty-ﬁve or thirty yards th

desperate and unequal race continued, and just as th
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leopard was within reach of Robin, it unaccountably
swerved and disappeared into the valley, while Robin
circled round a shoulder of the hill and rejoined us
on the road. Two very weful lessons Robin learned
from his hairbreadth cscape, which he never in after-
life forgot. First, that it was dangerous to chase
langurs, and, second, that the alarm-call of a langur
denoted the presence of a leopard.

Robin resumed his training where it had been
interrupted in spring, but it soon became apparent
that his carly neglect and starvation had affected his
heart, for he fainted now after the least exertion,

There is nothing more disappointing for a gun dog
than to be left at home when his master goes out, and
as bird-shooting was now taboo for Robin I started
taking him with me when [ went out after big game.
He took to this new form of sport as readily as a
duck takes to water, and from then on has accom-
panicd me whenever 1 have been out with a rifle.

The method we employ is to go out carly in the
morming, pick up the tracks of a lcopard or a tiger,
and follow them. Whea the pug marks can be scen
1 do the tracking, and when the animal we are alter
takes to the jungle Robin does the tracking. In this
way we have on occasions followed an animal for
miles before coming up ‘with it.

When shooting oa foot it is very much easice to
kill an animal outright than when shooting down on
it from a machan, or from the back of an elephant.
For one thing when wounded animals have to be
followed up on foot, chance shots are not indulged
in, and, for another, the vital parts are more accessible



128 PRELUDE TO MODERN pROSE ’

when ghooting oR the same level as the':mimal than
when shooting down on it. However, even after
exercising the greatest care over the shot, 1 have
sometimes only wounded \eopards and tigers, who
have rampagcd roun pefore being uietened by 2

brief absence that day wWeé decide that the incident
was closed and would never be referred to again,
but we are older now and possxb\y less sensitives

cquiva\ent of three-score yearé and ten, and who lies
at my feet 2 1 write, on @ bed he will never again

leave—has with 2 smile from his wise brown ¢yes
and a Wag of his small stump of a tail given me per-

We did not se€ the 1eopard until it stepped clear
of the thick undergrowth and, coming to a stand,
looked back over its left shoulder.
He was an outsized male with 2 beautiful dark

lossy coaty the rosettes on his skin standing out like
clear-cut designs on 2 rich velvet ground. 1 had an
unhurried shot with an accurate rifle at his right
shoulder, at the short rangé of fifteen yards. But hov
little 1 missed his heart rmokes no matters and whil
the bullet was kicking up the dust fifty yards away h
was high in the air, and, turning 2 somersau\t, lande
in the thick undergrowth he had 2 minute before le!
For twenty, forty, fifry yards we heard him crashi
through the cover, and then the sound ceased
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abruptly as it had begun. This sudden cessation of”
sound could be accounted for in two ways: cither
the leopard had collapsed and died in his tracks, or
fifty yards away he had reached open ground.

We had walked far that day; the sun was near
setting and we were still four miles from home.
This part of the jungle was not frequented by man,
and there was not one chance in a million of anyone
passing that way by night, and last, and the best
reason of all for leaving the leopard, M. was un-
armed and could neither be left alone nor taken along
to follow up the wounded animal—so we turned to
the north and made for home. There was no nced
for me to mark the spot, for I had walked through
these jungles by day—and often by night—for near
on half a century, and could have found my way
blindfold to any part of them.

Night had only just given place to day the following
morming when Robin—who had not been with us the
previous evening—and 1 arrived at the spot I had fired
from. Very warily Robin, who was leading, examined
the ground where the leopard had stood, and then
raising his head and snuffing the air he advanced to the:
cdge of the undergrowth, where the leopard in fallin
had left great splashes of blood. There was no ncc§
for me to examine the blood to determine the position
of the wound, for at the short range 1 had fired at I
had scen the bullet strike, and the spurt of dust on
the far side was proof that the bullet had gone right
through the leopard’s body.

It might be necessary later on to follow up the
blood trail, but just at present a little rest after our
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four-mile walk in the dark would do 10 harm and
might, P the other hand, prove of great yalue to us.
The sun Was near risings and at that early hour of the -

morning all the ]ung\e folk were ont the move, and it
would be advisable t© hear what they had to say on
the subject of the woundcd animal before going
Jurther. '
Under a nearby tree {found @ dry spot to which the
saturating dew had not penctrate , and with‘Rob'm
seretched out at my {cet had Gnished ™Y cigarette
when 2 chital hind, and then a secom and 2 third,
started calling some sixty yards to our left front.
Robin sat up and stowly turning his head ooked at M -
and, on catching MY eye, as slowly rurned back in the
direction of the calling deer. He had trave\\ed far
along the road of expencncc since that day he had '
first heard the Jlarm-call of a langut, and he knew
now—=as did cvery bird and animal within hearing
__that the chital were warning the jung\e folk of the

once and again, and then settled down to their regula
cally the lcopa\'d was alive and had moved, and Wi
now quiet again. All that we needed to know no
was the position of the \eopa\'(\, and this informati&
we could get by stalking the chital.

Moving L\own—wind for fifty ya\'ds we entered ¢
thick undcrgrowth, and started tO stalk the deer
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not a difficult task, for Robin can move through any
jungle as silently as a cat, and long practice has
taught me where to place my feet. The chital were
not visible until we were within a few feet of them.
They were standing in the open and looking towards
the north in the exact direction, as far as [ was able
to judge, in which the crashing sound of the cvening
before had ceased.

Up to this point the chital had been of great help
to us; they had told us the leopard was lying out in
the open and that it was alive, and they had now
given us the direction. It had taken us the best part
of an hour to acquire this information, and if the
chital now caught sight of us and warned the jungle
folk of our presence, they would in one second undo
the good they had so far done. 1 was debating whether
it would be better to retrace our steps and work
down below the calling deer and try to get a shot
from behind them, or move them from our vicinity
by giving the call of a lcopard, when one of the hinds
turncd her head and looked straight into my face.
Next second, with a cry of * Ware man’, the
dashed away at top speed. 1 had only about five yards
to cover to reach the open ground, but quick as {
was the leopard was quicker, and | was only in time
to sce his hind quarters and il disappearing behind
some bushes. The chital bad very effectively spoilt
my chance of a shot, and the lcopard would now have
to be located and marked down all over again—this
time by Robin.

I stood on the open ground for some minutes, to
give the lcopard time to settle down and the sccx}x,



but, in addition, We were dealing with a leopard who
had had fifteen hours in which to aurse his grievance
against man, an who could in consequence be
counted on t© have all his fighting instincts thoroughly
aroused.
When leaving home that morning § had picked up
the -275 rifle 1 had used the previous evening.
ood rifle to carry when miles have to be covered,’
but not the weapon one would select t© deal with 2
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wounded leopard; so instead of a direct approach, |
plcked a line that would take us fifteen yards from,
and parallel to, the fallen tree, Step by step, Robin
leading, we moved along this line, and had passed
the branches and were opposite the trunk when Robin
stopped. Taking the dircction from him, I presently
saw what had attracted his attention—the tip of the
lcopard’s tail slowly raised, and as slowly lowered—
the warning a leopard invariably gives before charging.
Pivoting to the right on my heels, I had just got the
rifle to my shoulder when the leopard burst through
the intervening bushes and sprang at us. My bullet,
fired more with the object of deflecting him than
with any hope of killing or even hitting him, passed
under his belly and went through the fleshy part of
his left thigh. The crack of the rifle, more than the
wound, had the cffect of deflecting the leopard
sufficiently to make him pass my right shoulder
without touching me, and before 1 could get in
another shot he disappeared into the bushes beyond.

Robin had not moved from my fect, and together
we now examined the ground the leopard had passed
over. Blood was found in plenty, but whether it
had come from the old wounds ton open by the
leopard’s violent exertions, or from my recent shot,
it was impossible to say. Anyway, it made no
difference to Robin, who without a moment's
hesitation took up the trail. After going through
some very heavy cover we came on knee-high
undergrowth, and had proceeded about a couple of
hundred yards when I saw the leopard get up in front
of us, and before 1 could get the rifle to bear on him,



cottage rent, and in addition to affording the 1eopard
ideal cover gave him all the advantages for launching
his next attack.

Robin and 1 had come very well out of our moTn”
ing's adventure and it would have been foolish NOW,
armed s 1 was, tO pursue the ieoPard further, SO
without more ado we rurned about and made for .
home. -

Next morning We were back on the ground. From
a very early hour Robin had been agitating to make 2
start, and, ignoring all the interesting smells the jungie
holds in the morning, would have m? e me do the
four miles at 2 run had that been possib e. -

1 had armed myseif with 2 450[4°09> and was in
consequence feeling much happier than 1 had done
the previous day When we were ‘several hundre

down and advance " autiously, fOF it is never safe to
assume that 3 wounded animal will be found where it
has been left hours previously, as the following e~
rettable incident shows- -
A sportsmant of my acquaintance wounded 2 tiger
one afternoon; and followed the blood trail for several
miles along 3 valley. Next morning, accompanied by
2 number © .men, one of whom Wwas carrying his
empty rifle and leading the WaYs he set out intending
to take up the tracking where he had left off. His
way led over the previous day’s blood trail, and while
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shikari, walked on to the wounded tiger and was
killed, The rest of the party escaped, some by
climbing trees and others by showing a clean pair of
hecls.

1 had marked the exact position of the lantana
bush, and now took Robin along a line that would
pass a few yards on the lee side of it. Robin knew
all that was worth knowing about this method of
locating the position of an animal by cutting across
the wind, and we had only gone a short distance, an
were still a hundred yards from the bush, when he
stopped, turned and igxccd into the wind, and com-
municated to me that he could smell the leopard.
As on the previous day, he was facing a fallen tree
which was lying along tﬁc edge of, and parallel to, the
thick undergrowth through which we had followed the
leopard to the lantana bush after he had charged us.
On our side of the tree the ground was open, but
on the far side there was a dense growth of waist-
high basonta bushes. Having sigmﬁcd to Robin to
carry on along our original line, we went past the
lantana bush, in which he showed no interest, to a
channel washed out by rain-water. Here, removing
my coat, 1 filled it with as many stones as the stitches
would hold, and with this improvised sack slung over
my shoulder retumed to the open ground near the
tree.

Resuming my coat, and holdin§ the rifle ready for
instant use, 1 took up a position fiftcen yards from the
tree and started throwing stones, first on to the trec
and then into bushes on the far side of it with the
object of making the leopard—ussuming he was still
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se—charge on to the open ground where 1 could -
2l with him. ‘When all my ammunition was
hausted 1 coughed, clapped my hands, and shouted,
1t neither during the bombardment nor after it did

& Was alive. -
1 should now have been justiﬁed in walking straight

remembering an old jungle saying, ‘¢ is never S e
to assume that 2 leopard is dead antil -it bas been

of the trunk. ! made the radius of the first circle
about rwenty-five yards, and had gone pwo-thirds ©

was a succession of deep-throated, angr ats, and’
the 1eopard made straight for us. Al l could see’
was the undergrowth being violently agltated in a

direct line towards s, and 1 only just had time t©

swing half right and bring the rifle up» when the

head and shoulders of the 1eopard appeared out of the

bushes a few yards away.

The \eo?ard’s spring and my shot were simul-
taneous, and side-stepping © the left and leaning
back as far as 1 could, 1 fired the second barrel from
my hip into his side as he passed me.

‘When a wounded animal, be he 1eoPard or tiger,
makes 2 headlong charge and fails to contact he in-
yariably carries on and does not return to the attack
until he is again disturbed.
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1 had side-stepped to the lcft to avoid crushing
Robin, and when [ looked down for him now he was
nowhere to be seen. For the fist time in all the
years we had hunted together we had parted com-
pany in a tight comner, and he was now probably
u?"ing to find his way home, with very little chance
of being able to avoid the many dangers that lay
before him in the intervening four miles of jungle.
Added to the natural dangers he would have to face
in a jungle with which, owing to its remoteness from
home, he was not familiar, was the weak condition
of his heart. [t was therefore with very great mis-
givings that I turned about to go in search of him,
and as 1 did so I caught sight of his head projecting
from behind a tree trunk at the edge of a small
clearing a hundred yards away. When I raised my
hand and beckoned, he disappeared into the under-
growth, but a little later, with drooped cyes and
drooping ears, he crept silently to my feet. Laying
down the rifle I picked him up in my arms and, for
the second time in his life, he licked my face—
telling me as he did so, with little throaty sounds,
how glad he was to find me unhurt, and how terribly
ashamed he was of himself for having parted com-
pany from me.

Our reactions to the sudden and quite unexpected
danger that had confronted us were typical of how
a canine and a human being act in an cmergency,
when the danger that threatens is heard and not secn.
In Robin's case it had impelled him to seek safety
in silent and rapid retreat; whereas in my case it

had the effect of gluing my feet to the ground and
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making retreat—-—rapi
had satisfied

When 1
blame for our temporary

body had stopp
together W€ walked up t© w
had put up such a game fight and had so nearly won
the last round, was lying dead. T
u the storys and while 1 have been.
telling it Robin——-tbe biggest—hearted and the most-
| friend man ever had—has gone to the Happy
here 1 kpoow 1 shall find him:

faithfu
Hunting Grounds, W

waiting for me.
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SEVEN PILLARS OF WISDOM

Introductory Note

Unlike the Second World War, the War of 1514-18
gave litle scope for individual initiative.  The
fighting man was too hopelessly caught up in ponder-
ous, stcam-roller attacks on a vast scale in oceans of
mud. Acts of heroism there were by the score; but
these sputtered gloriously, momentarily, and vanished
without affecting the battle in which weight of metal
was overpowering manceuvre.  To this, a notable
exception was Lawrence of Arabia, a man to whom
that overworked word genius can be applied with
complete accuracy.

Lawrence was twenty-six at the outbreak of World
War 1. He had already won academic honours at
Oxford and had travelled in Arabia on archaological
survcy. But so short of stature was he that he was
given at the start of hostilitics a sedentary job at the
War Office. A more blatant example of misplace-
ment it would be hard to imagine. By 1916, how-
ever, his knowledge of Arabia had not only got him
posted to that arca, but also on active service on behall
of the Arabs who were then starting their great revolt
against the Turkish overlord.  He became liaison
officer and adviser to the Emir Feisal who was later
to become King of raq.

w 12 e
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The story of the Arab Revolt seen through
Lawrence’s acutely sensitive eyes -is tqld with mar-
vellous skill and power in Seven Pillars of Wisdom, one
of the great books of the English language. He lived
among the Arabs, wearing their dress and living as
one of them. °They taught me,” he writes, ‘ that
no man could be their leader except he ate the
ranks’ food, wore their clothes, lived level with
them, and yet appeared better in himself.” So like
an Arab did he become that on one occasion he was -
captured by the Turks (but not recognised), forcibly
enlisted in the Turkish army and beaten senseless.
And this was at a time that there was a reward of
£20,000 for his capture! In the night he escaped.

Train-wrecking took up a great deal of his time;
he became very proficient at it, earning for himself
the name of ‘ al Urans, the destroyer of engines .
But his activities were by no means confined to this
hazardous pursuit. With his Arabs he played a
vitally important role in the final advance through
Palestine into Syria which drove Turkey out of the
war. The part he played was a great feat of arms. '

Lawrence left the army as a colonel, and heavily
decorated. But his disgust at the treatment meted
out to the Arabs after the war made him return
these decorations. However, as political adviser to
Mr. Winston Churchill at the Colonial Office, he was
able in 1922 to obtain a more just settlement for the
men who had done much to help the allied cause: '
Satisfied, Lawrence enlisted in the ranks of the
R.A.F. as A/C Shaw in order to escape the publicity
which dogged his every move. For twelve years he
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lived thus incognito, though his identity could ‘not
always be kept secret. He retired from the R.A.1
in February 193¢ and In his litde three-roomed
cottage in Bovington, Dorset, was pbnning -
exploration by bicycle of the scenery and manumesss
of England. But on May 13, sweningoa the powasicl
motor-cycle which he rejoiced to ride 3% greaz spes
he was violently thrown and died without rezovering
consciousness,

Sevea Pillars of Wisdom was first publshed privazely,

about a hundred copies being prizted. & 333 scered
severe vicissitudes of fortupe. Tz o2z =3 ezh
mapuscript, completed after moats af Imtensiie
work, was left in the waitsproom = Readin
Station and never found. Lawrem= sz 35w 2nd re-
wrote the whole book—nd 12 5 2 =¥ Ioag boce
In accordance with his yomomoms, T was o -
published until after his deax

* Writing has been my immose =% 7 =07 Lfe o -
1 can never put my fll ssempes s aoyhony - o
And so Lawrence powred e ot oo
genius into  writing
Seven Pillars of Wusdm =4
A selection from Lawmm's wim—ms
been made and pubiished mier =2 me 7
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Py

revious day had resulted i near disasters the
exp\oder had fajled to respond to Lawrence’s.ﬁnaer
ressure, a5 3 Turkish trooP train rolled by 2 few

Meanwhile we would stay with Ali abu Fitma, moving
ently northward with him towards Nebk, where

aid they were honoured t0 feast us twice 2 day,
forenoon and sunset, SO long as We remained with
them; and they meant what they said. Howeitat
hospxmlity was unlimited—n0 three-day niggardliness
for them of the nominal desert law—and importunate,
and left us 0o honourable escape from the entirety’
of the nomad’s dream of well-being.
Each morning, between eight and ten, 2 little
roup of blood mares under an assortment of im-
perfect saddlery would come tO our camping place,
and on them Nasir, Nesib, Zeki and 1 would mount,
and with perhaps a dozen of our men on foot would

move solemnly across the valley by the sandy paths
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between the bushes.  Our horses were led by onr
servants, since it would be immodest to ride free or
fast. So eventually we would reach the tent which
was to be our feast-hall for that time; each family
claiming us in wm, and bitterly offended if Zaal, the
adjudicator, preferred one out of just order.

As we arrived, the dogs would rush out at us, and
be driven off by onlookers—always a crond had
collected round the chosen tent—and we stepped
in under the ropes to its guest half, made very large
for the occasion and carcfully dressed with its wall-
curtain on the sunny side to give us the shade. *The
bashful host would murmur and vanish again out of
sight. The tribal rugs, lurid red things from Beyrout,
were ready for us, amn§cd down the partition
curtain, along the back wall and across the dropped
end, s0 that we sat down on three sides of an open
dusty space.  We might be fifty men in all.

The host would reappear, standing by the pole;
our local fellow-guests, el Dheilan, Zaal and other
sheikhs, reluctantly let themselves be placed on the
rugs between us, sharing our elbow-room on the
pack-saddles, padded with folded felt rugs, over
which we leaned. The front of the tent was cleared,
and the dogs were frequently chased away by excited
children, who ran across the empty space pulling yet
smaller children after them. Their clothes were fess
as their years were less, and their pot-bodics reunder.
The smallest infants of all, out of their fly-black eyes,
would stare at the company, graely balanced on
spread legy, stark-naked, sucking their thumbs and
pushing out expectant bellies towards us,



cockerel, OF their greyhound. Once a tame ibex

forward and whisper ¢ Black or white?’ an jnvitation
for us to choose coffee or tea. Nasir would always
answer Black ', and the slave would be beckone

forward with the beaked coffee-pot in one hand, and
three or four clinking cups of white ware in the
other. He would dash 2 few drops of coffee into the
uppermost cup, and proffer it to Nasir; then pour
the second for me, and the third for Nesib; and
Jause while we turned the cups about in our hands,
and sucked them carefully, t0 get appreciative\y from

to clap them noisily one above the other, and toss
them out with a lesser flourish for the next guest in
order, and so oo round the assembly gl all had
drunk. Then back to Nasiv again. This second cy]
would be tastier than the first, parﬂy because th
pot was yield’mg deeper from the brew, partly be

cause of the heel-taps of so many previous drinke
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present in the cups; whilst the third and fourth
rounds, if the serving of the meat delayed so long,
would be of surprising flavour.

However, at last, two men came staggering through
the thrilled crowd, carrying the rice and meat on a
tinned copper tray or shallow bath, five feet across,
set like a great brazier on a foot. In the tribe there
was only this one food-bowl of the size, and an incised
inscription ran round it in florid Arabic characters:
‘ To the glory of God, and in trust of mercy at the
last, the property of His poor suppliant, Auda abu
Tayi.' It was borrowed by the host who was to
cntertain us for the time; and, since my urgent
brain and body made me wakeful, from my bla:icu
in the first light | would sce the dish going across
country, and by marking down its goal would know
where we were to feed that day.

The bow! was now brim.full, ringed round its
edge by white rice in an cmbankment a foot wide
and six inches deep, filled with legs and ribs of mutton
till they toppled over. It nceded two or three victims
to make in the centre a dressed pyramid of meat such
as honour prescribed. The centre-picces were the
boiled, upturned heads, propped on thelr severcd
stumps of necks, so that the cars, brown like old
leaves, flapped out on the rice surface. The jaws
gaped emptily upward, pulled open to show the
hollow throat with the tongue, still pink, clinging
to the lower tecth; and the long incisors whitely
crowned the pile, very prominent above the nostrils’
pricking hair and the lips which sneered away blackly
from them.
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This load was set down on the soil of the cleared
space between us, where it steamed hotly, while a
procession of minor helpers bore small cauldrqps
and copper vats in which the cooking had been done.
From them, with much-bruised bowls of enamelled
iron, they ladled out over the main dish all the inside
and outside of the sheep; little bits of yellow in-
testine, the white tail-cushion of fat, brown muscles
and meat and bristly skin, all swimming in the liquid
butter and grease of the seething. The bystanders
watched anxiously, muttering satisfactions when a
very juicy scrap plopped out.

The fat was scalding. Every now and then a man
would drop his baler with an exclamation, and
plunge his burnt fingers, not reluctantly, in his mouth
to cool them: but they persevered till at last their
scooping rang loudly on the bottoms of the pots;
and, with a gesture of triumph, they fished out -the
intact livers from their hiding place in the gravy
and topped the yawning jaws with them. '

Two raised each smaller cauldron and tilted it,
letting the liquid splash down upon the meat till
the rice-crater was full, and the loose grains at the
edge swam in the abundance: and yet they poured,
till, amid cries of astonishment from us, it was
running over; and a little pool congealing in the
dust. That was the final touch of splendour, and the
host called us to come and eat. -

We feigned a deatness, as manners demanded: at’
last we heard him, and looked surprised at one
another, each urging his fellow to move first; till
Nasir rose coyly, and after him we all came forward
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to sink on one knee round the tray, wedging in and
cuddling up till the twenty-two for whom there was
barely space were grouped around the food, We
turned back our tight sleeves to the elbow, and,
taking lead from Nasir with a low * In the name of
God the merciful, the loving-kind‘, we dipped
together.

‘The first dip, for me, at least, was always cautious,
since the liquid fat was so hot that my unaccustomed
fingers could seldom bear it: and so 1 would toy
with an exposed and cooling Iump of meat till
others’ excavations had drained my rice-segment.
We would knead between the fingers (not soiling
the palm), neat balls of rice and fat and liver and
meat cemented by gentle pressure, and project them
by leverage of the thumb from the crooked fore-
finger into the mouth. With the right trick and the
right construction the little lump held together and
came clean off the hand; but when surplus butter
and odd fragments clung, cooling, to the fingers, they
had to be licked carcfully to make the next effort
slip casier away.

As the meat pile wore down (nobody really cared
about rice: flesh was the luxury) one of the chief
Howeitat eating with us would draw his dagger,
silver hilted, set with turquoise, a signed masterplece
of Mohammed ibn Zari, of Jauf, and would cut criss-
cross from the larger bones long diamonds of meat
easily torn up between the fingers; for it was
necessarily boiled very tender, since all had to be
disposed of with the right hand which ~lnna s
honourable.
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Our host stood by the circle, encouraging the
appetite with pious ejaculations. At top speed we
twisted, tore, cut and stuffed: never speaking, since
conversation would insult a meal’s quality, though it
was proper to smile thanks when an intimate guest

assed a select fragment, or when Mohammed el‘ :
Dheilan gravely handed over a huge barren bone:
with a blessing. On such occasions I would return -
the compliment with some hideous impossible lump of
guts, a flippancy which rejoiced the Howeitat, but
which the gracious, aristocratic Nasir saw with
disapproval. -

At length some of us were nearly filled, and began
to play and pick; glancing sideways at the rest till they
too grew slow, and at last ceased eating, elbow on
knee, the hand hanging down from the wrist over
the tray edge to drip, while the fat, butter and
scattered grains of rice cooled into a stiff white
grease which gummed the fingers together. When all
had stopped, Nasir meaningly cleared his throat, and
we rose up together in haste with an explosive
“ God requite it you, O host’, to group ourselves
outside among the tent-ropes while the next twenty
guests inherited our leaving.

Those of us who were nice would go to the end
of the tent where the flap of the roof-cloth, beyond
the last poles, drooped down as an end curtain;
and on this clan handkerchief (whose coarse goat-
hair mesh was pliant and glossy with much use)’
would scrape the thickest of the fat from the hands.
Then we would make back to our seats, and re-take
them sighingly; while the slaves, leaving aside their
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portion, the skulls of the sheep, would come round
our rank with 2 wooden bowl of water, and a coffee-
cup as dipper, to splash over our fingers, while we
rubbed them with the tribal soap-cake.

Meantime the second and third sittings by the
dish were having their tum, and then there would
be one more cup of coffee, or a glass of syrup-like
tea; and at last the horses would be brought and we
would slip out to them, and mount, with a quiet
blessing to the hosts as we passed by, When our
backs were turned the children would run in dis-
order upon the ravaged dish, tear our gnawed bones
from one another, and escape inta the open with
valuable fragments to be devoured in security behind
some distant bush: while the watchdogs of all the
camp prowled round snapping, and the master of the
tent fed the choicest offal to%xis greyhound.

L]
SOMETHING ATTEMPTED

Mifleh was past tears, thinking I had intentionally let
the train through; and when the Serahin had been
told the real cause they said * Bad luck is with us ",
Historically they were right; but they meant it for
a prophecy, so 1 made sarcastic reference to their
courage at the bridge the week before, hinting that
it might be a tribal preference to sit on camel-guard.
At once there was uproar, the Serahin attacking me
furiously, the Beni Sakhr defending. Ali heard the
trouble, and came runping.



exploder open and persuaded its electrical gear to

We returned to 0Ur vigil by the wires, but pothing
happened, and evening drew down ¥ ith more squal s
and beastliness, everybody full of grumbles. There
was no train;} it was too wet to light 3 cooking fire;
our only potential food was camel. Raw meat di
not tempt anyone that night; and so our beasts:
survived to the morrow.

Ali lay down on his belly, which position lessened
the hunger-ache, trying to sleep off his fever. Khazen,
Ali’s servant, lent him his cloak for extra covering.
For a spell 1 took Khazen under mine, but soon foun
it becoming crowded. S0 1 left it to him and went.
downhill to connect up the exploder. Afterwards 1
spent the night there alone by the singing telegraphé
wires, hardly wishing to sleep, SO painfu\ was the
cold. Nothing came all the long hours, and dawn;:
which broke web, looked even uglier than usual.
We were sick to death of Minifir, of railways, of train.
watching and wrecking, by now. I climbed up O
the main body while the early patrol searched the
railway. Then the day cleared 2 little. Al awoke,’
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much refreshed, and his new spirit cheered us.
Hamud, the slave, produced some sticks which he
had kept under his clothes by the skin all night.
They werc nearly dry. We shaved down some
blasting gelatine, and with jts hot fame got a fire
going, while the Sukhur hurriedly killed a mangy
camel, the best spared of our riding-beasts, and began
with entrencliing tools to hack it into handy joints.

just at that moment the watchman on the north
cried a train. We left the firc and made a breathless
race of the six hundred yards down hill to our old
position. Round the bend, whistling its loudest,
came the train, a splendid two-engined thing of
twelve passenger coaches, travelling at top speed
on the favouring grade. 1 touched off under the
first driving wheel of the first locomotive, and the
explosion was terrific. The ground spouted blackly
into my face, and I was sent spinning, to sit up with
the shirt ton to my shoulder and the blood dripping
from long ragged scratches on my left arm. Between
my knees lay the exploder, crushed under a twisted
sheet of sooty iron. In front of me was the scalded
and smoking upper half of a man. When I peered
through the dust and steam of the explosion the
whole bailer of the first engine seemed to be missing.

[ dully felt that it was time to get away to support;
but when I moved, learnt that there was a great pain
in my right foot, because of which I could only
limp along, with my head swinging from the shock.
Movement began to clear away this confusion, as |
hobbled towards the upper valley, whence the Arabs
were now shooting fast into the crowded coaches.
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Dizzily 1 cheered myself by repeating aloud in .
English ¢ Oh, I wish this hadn’t happened ’.

When the enemy began to return our fire, I found
myself much between the two. Ali saw me’ fall, and-
thinking that I was hard hit, ran out, with Turki
and about twenty men of his servants and the Beni
Sakhr, to help me. The Turks found their range and
got seven of them in a few seconds. The others,
in a rush, were about me—fit models, after their
activity, for a sculptor. Their full white cotton
drawers drawn in, bell-like, round their slender
waists and ankles, their hairless brown bodies; and
the love-locks plaited tightly over each temple in
long horns, made them look like Russian dancers.

We scrambled back into cover together, and there,
secretly, I felt myself over, to find I bad not once
been really hurt; though besides the bruises and
cuts of the boiler-plate and a broken toe, I had five
different bullet-grazes on me (some of them un-
comfortably deep) and my clothes ripped to pieces.

From the watercourse we could look about. The
explosion had destroyed the arched head of the
culvert, and the frame of the first engine was lying
beyond it, at the near foot of the embankment down
which it had rolled. The second locomotive had
toppled into the gap, and was lying across the ruined
tender of the first. Its bed was twisted. I judged
them both beyond repair. The second tender had
disappeared over the further side; and the first three
waggons had telescoped and were smashed in pieces.

The rest of the train was badly derailed, with the
listing coaches butted end to end at all angles, zig-
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zagged along the track. QOne of them was a saloon,
decorated with flagv. In it had becn Mehmed Jemat
Pasha, commanding the Eighth Army Corps, hurry-
ing down to defend Jerusalem against Allenby. His
chargers had been in the first waggon; his motor-car

, was on the end of the train, an}.\vc shot it up, Of
his staff we noticed a fat ecclesiastic, whom we
thought to be Assad Shukair, Imam to Ahmed Jemal
Pasha, and a notorious pro-Turk pimp, So we
blazed at him till he dropped.

It was all long bowls. We could see that our chances
of carrying the wreck were slight, There had been
some four hundred men on board, and the survivars,
now recovered from the shock, were under shelter
and shooting hard at us. At the first moment our
party on the north spur had closed, and nearly won
the game. Mifleh on his mare chased the officers
from the saloon into the lower ditch. He was too
excited to stop and shoot, and so they got away
scathless. The Arabs following him had turned to
pick up some of the rifles and medals littering the
ground, and then to drag bags and boxes from the
train.  If we had had a machine gun posted to cover
the far side, according to my mining practice, not a
Turk would have escaped.

Mifleh and Adhub rejoined us on the hill, and
asked after Fahad. One of the Serahin told how he
had led the first rush, while [ lay knocked out beside
the exploder, and had been killed near it. They
showed his belt and rifle as proof that he was dead
and that they had tried to save him. Adhub said not
a word, but leaped out of the gully, and raced down-
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pill. We caught our breaths gll our lungs hurt usy
watching him; but the Turks ceemed not O see.
minute later he was dragging 2 body behind the left-
hand bank. .
Mifleh went back to his mare, mounted, and took:
her down behind 2 SpUr- Together they lifted the
inert figure on to the pommel, and returned %
bullet had passed through Fahad's face,*knock’mg out
four teeth, and gashing the tongue- He had fallen
unconsciouss but had revived just before Adhub
reached him, and Was trying on hands and knees,
blinded with blood, to crawl away- He now Te-
covered poise enough t0 cling to 2 saddle. So ‘they
changed him to the first camel they found and led

The Turks, seeing us SO quiet, began: t0 advance’
up the slope. We let them come half-way, and then
oured in volleys which killed some twenty ap
drove the others back. The ground about. the train
was strewn with dead, and the broken coaches ha
been crowded: but they were fighting under €ye ©
their Corps Commander, and undaunted began to
work round the spurs to outflank us.

We were now only about forty left, and obviously
could do no good against them. So we ran in batches
up the little stream-bed, turning at each sheltered
angle to delay them by pot-shots. Little Turki much
d'\stinguished himself by quick coolness, though his
straight-stocked Turkish cavalry carbine made him sC
expose his head that he got four bullets through hi
head-cloth. Ali was angry with me for retirin
slowly. In reality my raw hurts crippled‘ me, but t
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hide from him this real reason I pretended to be easy,
interested in and studying the Turks. Such succes-
sive rests while I gained courage for a new run kept
him and Turki far behind the rest.

At last we reached the hill-top. Each man there
jumped on the nearest camel, and made away at full
speed eastward into the desert, for an hour. Then
in safety we sorted our animals. The excellent
Rahail, despite the ruling excitement, had brought
off with him, tied to his saddle-girth, a huge haunch
of the camel slaughtered just as the train arrived.
He gave us the motive for a Fropcr halt, fve miles
farther on, as a little party of four cimels appearsd
marching in the same direction. Iz was our =
panion, Matar, coming back from bis bo i
to Azrak with loads of raisins and peasint delicecies

So we stopped at once, under a Luge rock &
Wadi Dhuleil, where was a barren Sgwes, a3
cooked our first meal for three days.  There, ko,
we bandaged up Fahad, who was secpr wid e
lassitude of his severe hurt. Adkzh,
one of Matar's new carpets, axd do.33=g &t across
the camel-saddle, stitched the e3s =25 o :
In one they laid Fahad, whilz 5 2

ather as make-weight: 2ad e comel wis led oF
southward towards their %l secx.

The other wounded mm wr sem= 29 22 e s2me
time. Meanwhile we whele ooss xerted comelyas.

1 bought another minzy == & =xzra e,

rewards, compmsz::d—:x el of e led,

gave prize-moaey, for the g7 o sevesy

had taken. It was sl Bocor, S mez o5 be dessiel
1 K
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Some Serahin, who had gone into the action without
rifles, able only to throw unavailing stones, had now
two guns 2 jece. Next day we moved into Azrak,
having 2 great welcome, and boasting——-God forgive

us—that we were Victors.
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instance, and the rogues Pistol, Bardolph and Nym.

John Moore is, however, writing something more
than a semi-fictitious tale of an English village. He is
tracing the changes that have affected our country-
side in the last thirty years—the encroachment of the
town, the decay of rural crafts, the exploitation of
land by big business interests. He sees much that is
sad in these changes, yet writes of them with a
kindly tolerance and not with bitterness and despair.

There is much in the book of Brensham Hill; it is
from a tower on that hill that the  bird’s eye view’
is taken. Bredon Hill is his model—that Bredon
Hill of which A. E. Housman wrote—

¢ In summertime on Bredon
The bells they sound so clear;
Round both the shires they ring them
In steeples far and near,
A happy noise to hear.’

On a clear day the view from the top of the hill
commands twelve counties, and the * distant cathe-
dral ’ to which Moore refers might be Worcester,
Gloucester or Hereford.

Except for a period as a Fleet Air Arm pilot in the
war, John Moore has been writing books and articles
for the press since 1930. All his writing has been of
the English countryside. Brensham Village is the second
of a series of which the first was Portrait of Elmbury,

the story of a market town during the period between
the two World Wars,
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CRACK-BRAINED VILLAGE

By then I was a tough litde schoolboy with three
tough fittle friends, Dick, Donald and Ted, and a
ferret called Boanerges, which I carried everywhere
in my pocket, sometimes in company with a grass-
snake, to the discomfiture of both. We rode to
Brensham, for the first time, on the bicycles which
were tenth-birthday presents, and thereafter spent
most of our holidays there.

1 had got to know Elmbury as only an inquisitive
small boy can know the place where he is born and
bred; so [ was ready for further exploring. 1had caught
striped perch and loggerheaded chub in the rivers
and streams which ran round Elmbury and through it,
found larks’ and curlews’ nests in the big meadow
called the Ham, climbed the four-hundred-odd steps
to the top of the Abbey tower and gazed upon the
coloured counties spread out below. 1 had achieved
immortal infamy by scntchin§ my name with a pen-
knife on the sandstone wall of the Abbey. (It is still
there.) And I had investigated, unknown to my
parents, the rabbit-warren slums of the old country-
town and made friends with many of the cutious and
disreputable ck who inhabited them: with
Slosher Hook, who waged war against his wife daily
at the entrance to Double Alley, giving and getting
blow for blow while the neighbours applauded and
jeered; with Black Sal, who'd lost her wits and
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iven up washing and who ﬂapped about the town
squawking and cackling like an old black' crows with
sumberless small ruffians who had flthy faces, ring
worm on their heads, rickets 1B their bones, bottoms
showing through ragged trousers, but who knew SO
much more about Life than 1 did that they seemed-

ositively heroic. 1 also got t© know those three
musketeers whom T have since called pistol, Bardolp
and Nym. They were famous thievess runkards,
beggars and scroungers who had served without dis-
tinction in yarious Wars for what they could get out
of it; they were just back from the Great War, an
were already cocking 2 bleary and appra'\sing eye at
Peace to se€ what they €© 1d get out of that. They
taught me 2 lot about rabbit snares and catapu\ts,
some merry rhymes, and some wicked swear-words
therefore they possessed in my eyes 2 sort of Tagge
nobility of which time and riper experience hasn’t
quite robbed them yet.

Now among the politer expressions which 1
learned from these rascals, among the alley catch-
words, the scraps of cant and rhyming slang, and the
old country names of things and places vhich often,
sounded like, and sometimes were, the \mcorrupted
speech of Shakespeare, there was 3 phrase which
made me prick yp my €ars as soon as 1 heard it:
“As crack-brained as a Brensham hare.’ Black Sal
went flapping by, and Pistol shrugged his shoulders:
¢ As crack—brained as a Brensham hare.’ .

¢« Are there lots of hares on Brensham?’ 1 asked
eagerly.

t Lor’ bless you, yes! Great fat 1ollopersl We
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knows!" He winked at Bardolph and Nym, who
repeated darkly:

* Aye, we knows summat about *em!’

* What do you know?' I said.

‘ As they're good to yut,” said Pistol, grinning and
rubbing his belly.

* But why are they crack-brained?’

¢ All hares is crack-brained. Come to that, most
everybody at Brensham is crack-brained. 'Tis a crazy

lace.’

‘ Tain’t like any other village,’ said Bardolph.
* There’s summat about it.”

* The folks is as wild as the hares,’ said Nym.

* And very proud and independent-like,” put in
Pistol.

‘ Three pubs they’ve got,” said Bardolph with a
gleam in his eyes.

‘ There’s more drink drunk in Brensham,’ said
Nym, ‘ than anywhere else 1 knows of.”

* Fine upstanding women they have,’ leered Pistol.

* And great folks they are for horses, and cricket,
and dogs, and boats and fishing, and fighting and all
kinds of sport,’ said Nym.

* They hangs together,’ said Bardolph.

‘ Aye, they hangs together wonderful,’ agreed
Pistol, ‘ Pick a quarrel with a Brensham man and
the whole village'll set on you.’

* Dogs and all,’ said Bardolph solemnly.

* And they’ve got a mad lord,” said Nym.

“ A real lord?’ T asked.

‘Aye. And mad. Crack-brained as a Brensham
hare.’
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So before 1 ever set foot in Brensham I already
knew it as a remarkable and far-famed place, com-
letely different in character from all the other -
villages and hamlets which ringed Elmbury and were
her satellites. Upon the green slopes of the hill
hares lolloped, Pistol, Bardolph and Nym slunk down -
the hedgerows, set snares, and were remorselessly
hunted (if their tales were to be believed) by giant -
keepers with knobbly sticks and savage dogs; and
there was a mad lord. There were also fallow deer,
we were told, which ran wild there, having escaped
from his lordship’s demesne. And if fallow deer,
what else might inhabit the place, what birds, beasts,
butterflies, what hoopoes, what golden orioles, what
fire-crested wrens, what polecats, martens, adders,
lizards, Camberwell Beauties, Queen of Spain fritil-
laries, Bath Whites? 1 knew, already, my natural
history books by heart; and I peopled Brensham
Hill with all the rarest creatures I could think of. It
would not be at all surprising to discover Camberwell
Beauties in company with a mad lord. '
Moreover, there were other fabulous people be-
sides the lord. There had been a murder in Brensham
fifty years ago—the house where it had happened was
still there, tumbledown and unoccupied, and was
called the Murder House; and the family of the
murderer and the family of the murdered person still
survived and carried on the ancient feud! There was )
also a hermit, we were reliably informed, who lived
+ in the tower at the top of the hill—Brensham Folly—
and caught rabbits with his bare hands, and ate them
raw. And fabulous indeed was the Colonel, who had
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a farm at Brensham and whom we saw almost every
day, and usually twice a day, as he passed down Elm-
bury High Street on his way to the Swan Hotel. He
rode, in those days, upon a very old motor-cycle
which made a peculiar and distinctive chuffling noise.
He sat up very straight, as he had doubtless been
taught to do in the Cavalry before the Boer War.
He wore a faded green jacket, knee-breeches, and a
deerstalker hat: asuit which, with trifling differences
in the cut, might have been made for Robin Hood.
But his face, as much of it as was visible between his
chin-high muffler and the long peak of his deerstalker,
was not like Robin Hood's at all. It was fire-red, save
for the nose, which was purple. Below the nose was
a badger-grizzled walrus moustache, which in winter
became hoar with frost. Between the nose and the
peak of his hat one could sometimes see his cyes,
which were extraordinarily blue and twinkling. The
general effect was curiously elfin or gnome-like. His
jacket had big poacher’s pockets which bulged with
hares, rabbits, wild ducks and pheasants in season,
and at all seasons with bottles of whisky.

For it was whisky, whispered Old Nanny, hinted
our parents, declared with a leer lean spidery Pistol
—whisky that beckoned the old gentk twice
daily to the Swan, sustained him in winter as he
chuffled home in frost or snow, revived him when
he came back from wading knee-deep through icy
waters in pursuit of wild-fowl. It was the fire from
the bottle, they said, that bumt in his glowing cheeks,
the bottle was the paint-pot which™ decorated his
purple nose!
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But we brats were no moralists. The Colonel was
weird and wonderful, he belonged to the greenwoo
we were Suré e had some obscure affinity with

bags, even rat-traps! In winter when snow lay on the
round he even appeared, on his way t© stalk geese,
in his sister’s night—shirt, with a white night-cap on his
head. It was said that when he failed to borrow @
night-shirt he obtained 3 shroud and wore that.. [
such beings 35 he must feed on whisky, ¢hat only
made them more marvellous in our eyes-

Q

BIRD’S EYE VIEW

We weren’t very interested in the twelve counties,
nor in the small smudge orf speck which to the eye ©
faith represented a distant cathedral. We liked, it was
true, to glance briefly beyond the serpentine Severn

and the small silver lint of Wye t0 the mountains of

its fat green meadows and Brensham village among its’
leafy orchards.

. Could we make out Tudor House where 1 lived,
in Elmbury High Street? or Donald’s house at the
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end of the town? Dick’s and Ted’s, with lawns
running down to the river? We often thought so;
for there were the awful unmistakable alleys and
slums, tight-packed tiny roofs which looked like rows
of pigstyes (and, almost, they were). There was the
cattle-market, an oblong open space which seethed
like an anthill on Fair Days. There was the Swan
Hotel where the Colonel, if it was open, would be
drinking whisky, and there the flour-miils with the
rivers winding past them, rivers which wound about
the town so crookedly that they seemed 1o tie it up
in an untidy parcel. And there, rising over all, was
the Abbey with its fine tower which always caught
whatever light there was and glowed reddish-gold or
tawny because long ago a great fire had enveloped it,
marking it for ever where the red tongues had licked.

Then in search of more landmarks the eye crept
back towards Brensham village, following the white
unmetalied road which was our way from Elmbury
to the hill, tracing our familiar route past the church
with the tall delicate spire, the three poplar trees,
the Horse Narrow, the Bell, Mrs. Doan’s Post
Office, the Adam and Eve, the railway station close
beside it with the bright-glinting track running
through it straight as a steel rod.

Look: the Colonel’s farm. Aywshire cows in the
meadows, beautifully picd, hardly distinguishable
sometimes from cloud-shadows; picbald * horses;
Gloster spot pigs; weird unfamiliar dappled sheep
from Spain; a flutter of Plymouth Rock hens in the
orchard—{or everything that walked upon the
Colonel’s farm, including his dogs and even the
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cats, had to be pied. It was one of his fads, we were
told. His house, like most of our houses, was half-
timbered. His farm wagons, his drays, his larger
implements, were painted cream-and-black. Even
the petrol-tank of his old motor-cycle was striped like
a zebra. Crazy, people said: crack-brained as a
Brensham hare. But to us, as we looked down upon
his Noah’s Ark farm, it seemed entirely reasonable
that 2 man should indulge such a pleasant whim if
he wanted to. :
These easy, simplified judgments of our elders often
dismayed and bewildered us. There was, for example,
the matter of the Mad Lord. Round the shoulder of
the hill—you could just see it from the Folly roof— -
was the big, beautiful Georgian mansion where he
lived. The original Orris Manor had been burned
down two hundred years ago; the present one dated
from 1760. It was built in the semblance of a castle
but with a grace and lightness which no genuine

o
castle possesses; and it was tumbling down. Turrets

and parapets were crumbling away, : chimney leaned
drunkenly and some broken panes in the top-storey
windows had been repaired with brown paper so that
they looked like empty eye sockets staring blindly
down towards the village. Several trees were down
in the park, the arch which bridged the moat had
collapsed into the water, a dam had burst and turned
half the garden into a bog. Nor was this surprising
for the moat had been made in the steep hillside by
damming a stream and contained its muddy water in
flat defiance of the laws of hydraulics.

It was incredible that a lord should inhabit such a
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ruin; but when we inquired the reason we were told
simply: ‘ You see, he has no money.” That was
another shock to us; we had always thought that
lords and great wealth were inscparable. However,
it was explained that he had possessed some money
once, but he hadn’t known how to look after it,
cheats and moneylenders had robbed him of it,
rascals had * borrowed * it, beggars had begged it;
there was hardly any left. Poor as a church mouse
and mad as a hatter was the Mad Lord Orris of
Brensham. We asked wenderingly: ‘ In what way is
he mad?’ and got the puzzling answer: * You see, he
doesn’t think money matters; he actually doesn’t
mind being poor.” We pondered this obiter dictum and
I am glad to say that even at the age of ten we were
able to see the flaw in it. Our secret friends of the
Elmbury alleys, Pistol, Bardolph, Nym and their
kind, hardly ever had a penny to bless themselves
. with nor seemed to care for money at all—whatever
they got by begging and scrounging they spent in the
pub within a few hours; and yet it was apparent to
us that they were completely sane. Therefore, we
reasoned, the Mad Lord was probably sane too; he
was merely a more eminent Pistol, a refinement of
Bardolph, a lordlier Nym. We remembered how he
had swept off his hat to us when we opened the gate
for him, how he had smiled at us as he rode away,
and we decided that, mad or sane, he came into our
category of Special People, which included the three
musketeers, a bird-catcher who taught us how to
make bird-lime and set springs, Mr. Chorlton, a pro-
fessional fisherman called Bassett, the Colonel, and



-Below the Mad Lord’s unkempt park the land fell
steep\y rowards the river: apple-trees gave place to
old and crooked willows, which grew along ‘the
banks of all the ditches and beside the river jtself.
Brensham’s cricket-ﬁeld was here, OB the very
frontier between orchard and water-meadow: a
1'1ght—green square with orchards on two sides of it
and small sallows on the other twoO- Brensham Was
famous for it cricketers; it had given 2 dozen g0O
layers to the County team within recent memory.

better, sOme said, than Elmbury’s, which was tended

take on their loads there in the days when river-
traffic went OB That had ceased long agos but the
men of Brensham, whose village was situated SO
curiously between the hill and the river, had neve’
forgotten that they were \watermen as well as hillmen
You could count a score of boats at the Wharf an

L
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there were others moored up and down stream, little
groups of boats tied together so that they Jooked like
the fingers of an outspread hand, long black fishing
punts, handy clinker-built tubs, mahogany sculling
boats for hire to visitors, two or three sailing-
dinghies with red ochre sails, some Canadian canoes,
a precarious Rob Roy. , . . There were more boats
pulled up on the bank for tarring or caulking, for
mending or in process of building—for many of the
Brensham men still made their own. They scemed
to hold these craft in common; oars and rowlocks
werc always left on board and if you wanted a boat
at Brensham you just heaved the peg out of the bank,
climbed on board and rowed away—if the owner
arrived later and found his boat missing he simply
borrowed somebody clse’s. Indeed it was regarded
as unmannerly at Brensham to chain your boat to a
tree with a padlock as people did in less happy-go-
lucky places. However, this easy-going practice
applicd only~among the natives; strangers, whom the
Brensham men called ‘ foreigners * even though they
came from only five miles away, must hire their craft
from Sammy Hunt, who owned the cottage beside
the Wharf and made his living in that fashion. He
also owned the osier-beds, and cut the withies every
year to sell them for basket-making, Sammy was
rather a curiosity among the inhabitants of Brensham
for he was a sailor born and bred and such as a rule
like to settle down within sight of the sea; he’d been
a Master in big tramp-steamers and small liners and
had sailed all over the world. Yet here he was as
near as he could get to the quiet heart of England,
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Master of no craft bigger than a fourteen-foot punt,.
with what must have scemed a mere trickle of water
running past his cottage—you could throw a stone
across the river casily—and the fat comfortable green
ficlds all round him: like a land-locked salmon left -
behind by a flood. He still looked like a sailor,
having a wrinkled mahogany face and sca-blue eyes,
and he possessed a great store of tales about foreign
parts and foreign peoples which he would tell you
for hours while he caulked his boats or coiled down
the painters all ship-shape and Bristol-fashion in their
bows. - .

Sammy had a sort of henchman called Abraham
who helped him with his boat-building, and who
wove the cut withies into baskets and putcheons for
cels, Abraham also acted as ferryman, and would
paddle you across the river in a tarry black punt for
a penny. He was a sombre silent old man who had
the rare trick of driving his boat through the water
without the slightest sound. He never spoke, and
sometimes on still foggy days when I have seen his-
long punt glide silently towards me out of the murk
I have remembered uncomfortably as [ stepped
aboard it that there was another taciturn Ferryman
whose fee was also a penny.

Upstream of Sammy's cottage was the Lock, and an.
old mill with a wooden water-wheel, which still
ground corn; and beyond was another of our land-
n'mrks, the Murder House, a stark ruin, itself rather
hlfe something that had been murdered, with its
blind glassless windows and its pale rafters like ribs
showing through the broken red roof. We had
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explored it hesitantly at first, half-cxpecting to find
bloodstains although fifty years had passed since the
murder. A man called Fitcher had clelt the skull of
a man called Gormley with a hatchet; and we played
in a desultory way at being Fitchers and Gormleys,
‘ reconstructing the crime’.  Soon, however, we
heard a scrabbling in the attic, and Dick shinned up
there to find a barn-owl’s nest with two young birds,
This interested us much more than any murder, and
thereafter our concern with the place was purely
ornithological. The villagers told us it was haunted,
but we scoffed at them. * The ghost is just an old
barn-owl,’ we said. Our curiosity about natural
things was so-large that we had none'left over for the
supernataral.  Dracula, which we read about this
time, bored us stiff} for we kept as a pet a real bat,
captured in the Folly, and unbeknownst to our parents
took it to bed with us, fleas and all.

a (n3)



PETER FLEMING
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BRAZILIAN ADVENTURE

[ntroductory Note

Peter Fleming s one of those fortunate men with
talents which enable him to combine travel and
writing successfu\\y. The outcome is a small selection
of very stimulating books, of which Brazilian Adventure
isa good example. As?@ young Man he travelled widely
in eastern and central Asid, general\y as a specia'
correspondent of The Times-

One of his more remarkable journeys was a trek
from Peking across Chinese Turkistan and over the
Himalayas into India in company with a Swiss. He
tells the story of this in News from Tartary,a MOst absorb-
ing picture of the countries on the roof of the world.

The scene of Brazilian Adventure 18 set in the great
South American ']ungles. Fleming was 2 member of
an expedition which set out from Eng\:md to trace
the whereabouts of a certain Colonel Fawcett. “The

young Englishman were with him. Since that day,
all three had vanished. The mystery became- & sen”
sation when it was known that the Colonel had set
out to find a Lost World, ‘ltis certain,’ he had
written shortly before his disappearances ¢ that -
amazing Tuins of ancient cities—ruins 'mcomparably
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older than those in Egypt—exist in the far interlor of
Matto Grosso.”

But the question that intrigued the modern world
was—swhat had happened to Colonel Fawcett? Was
he dead or captive? Had he renounced modern
civilisation to live among the Indians? A splendidly
equipped expedition set out to find him and returned
with the almost, but not quite definite proof that the
Colonel and his companions were dead-—slaug} I
by [ndians. Doubt was thrown on this four years
later when a trapper arrived at the British Consulate
at S3o Paulo with a remarkable tale of having met an
old English Colonel in the heart of Matto Grosso;
he was a captive, said the trapper, and disconsolate,

Public interest flared up; and it was at this moment
that the  Brazilian Adventure * began,

The expedition did not find Colonel Fawcett.
Fleming's conclusions on returning to England were
that he was almost certainly dead, with 2 million to
one chance of his being alive. The Colonel’s fate
remains a mystery to this day.

In Braziliza Advesture, 2t the point from which the
second extract is tahen, the expediticn has been
whittled down to three—Fleming, Roger and
Queiroz.  They have pen-trated about 320 miles
into unknown terntory. B. 3

waning; the one charce o
depends on getting into to-
hi‘;i“.m they will be e
depleted Larder. 1a e
E:gﬁshmm have «ruck
leaving Queiroz w gord
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the problems of social life in a confined space.

Watching those aimlessly circumambient reptiles,
I was reminded of the promenade deck of our liner.
In their lithe and prowling passage round the edges
of their prison 1 saw reflected our own dyspeptic
pacings of the deck. But with whata difference! We
buman beings had cut particularly silly figures on
those solemn, se]f-consciously redundant circuits.
To march, for the good of our livers or our souls,
round and round the deck was in itself a sane, and
should have been a satisfying, practice. The trouble
was that there was always somcone else doing it at
the same time. One met them (if they were going in
the opposite direction) twice in cvery furlong. One
could not ignore them, even if they were strangers;
there was not room.

At the first meeting one grinned at them with that
rotective self-mockery proper to a situation which
oth sides admit to be ridiculous and unnatural. At

the second meeting also one grinned, for the awk-
ward comedy of encounter lost nothing by so swift,
so predestined a repetition. It was not until after the
third meeting that one suddenly foresaw the im-
possibility of conjuring up the same broad, spon-
taneous, and slightly deprecating smile sixteen times
in every mile: not until after the fourth that one
discovered how difficult it was to replace it. One
could not, now, disown that recurring and peram-
bulatory figure. One could not, after that initial
smile, stride past him with a set face, as if intent
solely on exercise, on breathing deeply, through
nose. That line of defence was already un3=
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by shared laughter. So both parties were driven to
take refuge in a series of the most paltry evasions.
By staring fixedly at an imaginary object on the vacant
horizon: by feigning a rapt and frowning meditation:
by blowing the nose: by examining the wrist-watch
—by these, and a hundred other base superfluous shifts,
one contrived to ward off the impact of too frequent
recognition. It was a fine example of man’s degrada-
tion by self-consciousness.

The snakes were gloriously free from anything. of
the sort. In the narrow ditch on the inside of their
prison wall conditions were exactly analogous to
conditions on the promenade deck.. Snake was
constantly meeting snake on a tour which both must
have recognized as futile and rather ridiculous; and
between snake and snake existed the same delicate
barrier of class (or, as they would put it, species), the
same awkward ties of fortuitous acquaintanceship, as
complicated the encounters of passenger with pas-
senger. But the snakes were perfectly equipped to deal
with these petty emergencies, For their outlook—for
their attitude to the social conventions—I cannot
speak. Nor need [, since their anatomies were alone
equal to the occasion.

However confined the space, however abrupt their
meeting, the snakes never found it necessary to’
recognize each other’s existence. They did not have
to swerve, to stand aside, to deflect or interrupt their
progress. They simply went straight on. Splendidly
indifferent, they crawled over each other. Their
SPf:ed, their poise, their air of purpose, were un-
affected. With bodies touching at half a dozen points,



thew coeld sH e each ser, Their aapacity for
doofess Tad a0
0
“FTYQ.‘_:;“ mecher exdiasmre, s time surrounded
by 2 Lol iz, where e axtlesmakes lived. Their
k'apa was 2 Brig-erod linde man with a detached,
professiceal &r; a3 lide maa, it seemed to me, of
tke Bifhest courage.  His gaiters reached no
higher thia the knee; his hands were innocent of
gloves. We had already watched, tom by anxicty for
the welfare of all threc partics concerned, while he
drew a gigantic frog from the recesses of an anaconda’s
throat. Now we saw him leap the moat and, with an
instrument something like a hoe, rudely evict the
rattlers from their huts, He hoicked them out,
bundles of fat and thrashing worms, which quickly
coiled into malignant brown pustules on the bright
turf.  Their rattles whirred: a thin dry note of
anger. Smiling indulgently, as though he were playing
with puppies, the little man kicked them gemly
with the toe of his boot. Soon he had three or
four striking with horrible speed and fury at his
legs. The darted heads hit his gaiters with sharp
bitter lide thuds, The rattles made a scur ying,
impatient rise, like dead leaves blown along a?ms
road. I hasc cever seen hate so well dramatized.
Presezuly ke pinned a smake down, picked it up
in those cagloved hands by the back of the nr-'-
and bmugﬁ; it over the moat into our midst. - )
Brazilians, I naticed, showed hardly any of 1’
stinctive revulsion which would have fi. ' -
through 2 European crowd.) Then the L™
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produced a shallow glass saucer and, thrusting it into
that pale soft mouth, showed us the vicious action
of the fangs. As they closed on the glass, poison
flowed out in yellow mucous jets. .There was a
surprising amount of it. I wondered what would
happen if the little man got cramp, or bad a stroke.
. . . But neither of these things occurred; I suppose
they never do. When he had finished with the snake
he threw it carelessly back over the moat; its body
bounced on the hard ground like a driven partridge’s.
We went back to our taxis, considerably impressed.

The whole time I was up in the interior I never
saw a snake of any sort.

THE LAST FLING

't was a hot, bright morning. The country looked
;5omehow more exciting, promised more, than usual.

Perhaps it was the knowledge that we were close to
Indians, that at any moment a string of little black.
figures might debouch across the blank yellow grass
between two distant clumps of trees. Perhaps it was
the lie of the land, the disposition of the solitary or
clustered trees which picketed its desolation, that.
lent it a fortuitous attraction: just as, at a shoot
where all the covers are new to you, one irrationally
arouses higher hopes than the others. But I think
that really it was I, and not that immutable plateau,
who was different on that blazing morning, still acrid
with last night’s smoke.
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Hitherto my imagination had not been fired by the
thought that we were in a place never before visited
by white men. There were several reasons for this.
I abhor labels, and I am not impressed by records.
If you tell me that a thing is the largest, or the
oldest, or the newest of its kind in the world, I feel

" noawe: Iam not conscious of that sense of privilege
which the mere fact of being in its presence ought by
rights to arouse in me. I am, if anything, rather
prejudiced against it. For by that braggart and for-
tuitous superlative the thing seems to me to be laying
claim to a respect which has nothing to do with its
essential qualities. The phrase * to go one better
has come to be very loosely used; it is too often
forgotten that to exceed is not necessarily to excel.

In my mind the thought of the word Untrodden
aroused some shadow of this prejudice. I looked at
those plumed expanses, aching in the heat, at the
inviolable murmurous reaches of our river, and I did
my very best to feel like stout Cortés. But it was no
good. Common sense strangled at birth the delights
of discovery, showing them to be no more than an
unusually artificial brand of snobbery.

After all, common sense pointed out, the things
you see would look exactly the same if you were not
the first but the twenty-first white man to sce them.
You know perfectly well that there is for practical
purposes no difference between a place to which no
one has been and 2 place to which hardly anyone has
been. Moreover it is quite clear that your visit is
going to be entirely valueless; for all the useful data
you are capable of bringing back the Grear nlenr
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will be the Great Unknown still. You will have
made a negligible reduction ‘in that area of the
earth’s surface which may be said to be Untrodden;
that is all. On your return you will write a book in
which you will define at some length the indefinable
sensations experienced on entering territory never -
entered before by a white man; but you know
perfectly well that these sensations are no more than
the joint product of your imagination and literary
precedent—that at the time you were feeling only
tired and hungry, and were in fact altogether im-
pervious to whatever spurious attractions the epithet
Untrodden is supposed to confer on a locality.

So far common sense had had things all its own
way. But on this fiery golden morning, plodding
across those decorative and enigmatic wastes, I be-
came suddenly converted to the irrational, the
romantic point of view. [ felt all at once lordly and
exclusive. After all, nobody had been here before.
Even if we found the spoor of no prehistoric monsters,
even if we brought back no curious treasures and only
rather boring tales, even if we were unable to give .
more than the vaguest geographical indication of
where exactly it was that we had been—even if these
and many other circumstances branded our venture
as the sheerest anti-climax—Roger and 1 would have
done a thing which it is becoming increasingly diffi-
cult to do—would have broken new ground on this
overcrowded planet. As an achicvement it was
quaint rather than impressive: like being married in
an acroplane, or ringing up Golder’s Green from San’
Francisco. Butas long as one recognized it as freakish
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rather than creditable, as long as one never forgat
how little it was really worth, it would be to one
for ever a source of rather amused satisfaction.

In this comfortable though childish frame of mind
I stumbled through the long grass beside Roger. We
were making for a distant clump of very tall trecs,
which was as good a goal as our aimless purpose
required, and a better landmark than most of the
scenery on this empty stage provided. We were
expecting—at this date, so long after disillusionment,
it is odd to remember how confidently we were ex-
pecting—to sight at any moment a range of mountains ;
the Serra do Roncador, no less, the Snoring Moun-
tains. Hardlya map of those which we had seen—from
the most cautiously non-committal to the most

kl jmerical—but had ped those words
across the country before us, the country between
the Araguaya and the Xingii. But our horizon re-
mained empty; we might as well have searched it for
the Angels of Mons. The Serra do Roncador does not
exist; or exists elsewhere. One of the first things
1 read on my return to London was the statement of
Mr, Petrullo, of the Pennsylvania University Expedi-
tion, who flew over some of the Kuluene country, that
¢ the supposed range of mountains does not exist .

But we could not know this at the time. We
could not know that the Serra do Roncador was a
figment of the fevered imagination of Brazilian carto-
Fraphers, a stage property in the unauthenticated
egends of Indians, Somewhere at the far end of the
shimmering, unnumbered miles in front of ws we
looked for mountains.
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We came at last to the clump of very tall trees.
We passed the cordon of indolent palms which
fringed it. We crossed the hard cracked bed of a
dried up pool which had given the trees their extra
cubits. On the far side we found one which locked
as if it could be climbed. We piled our equipment
at its roots and went up.

Climbing trecs made us realize how far we were
from being in the best of condition. The last few
days had geared us for solid unrelenting endurance:
not for frantic acrobatics, which told on us more than
they should have. In physical emergencies we dis-
covered alarming weakness. .

All the same, we followed the branches as far as
they would take us and clung, sweating, to the last
tapering forks, sixty or seventy feet above the ground.
All round us the heads of palms nodded in gracious,
slightly ironical condescension. We had a magnificent
view of the Great Unknown.

To us it looked familiar. Open country, quilted
with the tops of close-set clumps of trees, stretched
as far as the eye could reach: and doubtless farther.
We cursed the visibility, which was bad; last night’s
smoke lingered as a tenuous haze. We had hoped
from here to see those mountains.

It is always pleasant to be higher than one’s sur-
roundings; sky-scrapers have contributed materially
to American self-confidence. We hung there, cooling,
as our tree swung slowly to and fro. I ran my eyes
along the river’s carapace of jungle, searching for a

break.
Then something happened that changed all the
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values of that spacious but unresponsive scene. From
beyond the river’s guardian belt of trees—here at
its narrowest—a yellowish club-shaped cloud of
smoke rose slowly and began to spread. We watched
it. We were too far away to hear the ravening of the
flames, We could sec only the smoke, a sudden,
bulbous, and significant growth above the green wall
of trees less than a mile away: laborious but dramatic
in its rise, like the beanstalk in a pantomime. We
were indeed close to Indians; and they knew it.

Looking back along the way we had come, we saw
the smoke from Queiroz’s fire, a diffuse brackish
stain across the blue sky. It was being answered.

‘ Come on,’ said Roger,

We were both rather excited. We swarmed down
the tree, to the ominous but unregarded sound of
tearing, Then we picked up our equipment and the
raok rifle and made for the jungle.

For once, the jungle did us a good tum (though
we did not feel like that about it at the time). It
tripped us up on the threshold of what would pro-
bably have been disaster. Forred to scramble and
make detours, cut off by the enclosing trees from the
irresistible beckoning of that pillar of smoke, our
forlorn hope lost impetus. By the time we reached
the river, sanity, sponsored by exhaustion, had re-
turned; and the smoke had thinned and spread, so
that you could no longer trace its original source.
Moreover, the river was deep here, too deep to be
crossed without stripping: a thing we were loath to
do while we stood a good chance of being attacked.
Also the jungle on the further bank was inordinately
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thick; it would be folly to cut our way through it
when our only hope lay in silence.

We were disappointed. Anti-climax, as gsual. Qur
high hopes withered.  Our excitement, like the
smoke, was dissipated.  We began to drop down-
stream along the river, searching for a clearing on the
opposite bank, Vestiges were plentiful. I wondered
if the Indians had marked us down, or if they thought
of us as being out on the campo, near our smoke.

We had only the river bank to march by, and that
led us on a twisting course. It was a long time before
we found the place we wanted: a good and strategic-
ally strong camping ground, with only a thin fringe
of trees on the opposite, the Indian bank, between
the river and the campo. ‘

But it was past noon. If we were to get back to
Queiroz and bring up the gear before nightfall we had
no time to reconnoitre the opposite bank now., We
marked the place and went on working our way down
stream,

The going was bad, but we hesitated to strike
back on to the campo, where it was better. Queiroz’s
fire, lit with such forethought for our guidance, had
exceeded its terms of reference, spreading swiftly
over a huge tract of country and making a holocaust
of all our landmarks, It was better to play for safety
and stick to the river bank, which must eventually
lead us back to our base, by however maddeningly
tortuous a route. We had a strenuous, groping after-
noon.

Queiroz received the news that Indians had
answered our smoke with his usual impassivity, We
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ate a partridge which [ had shot, a particularly well-
knit bird, and shouldered our Joads. We got back to
the chosen camping ground with an hour to spare
before nightfall. 1t was a good place, sandy and secret
and backed by thick cover which made the distant
possibilities of night attack even more remote. The
river here had altogether changed its nature. It was
no longer swift and shallow and much overgrown,
but ran in a deep and very nearly stagnant channel
between steep and sometimes rocky banks. Though
we were a stage nearer its source it seemed to have
grown rather than diminished.

There was some talk of crossing to the other bank
after dark and taking compass bearings on anything
that looked like a camp fire, so that in to-morrow’s
reconnaissance we should have some clue to work on.
1 wanted to have a look at the lie of the land; so while
Queiroz was making a fire I stripped and tied a pair
of trousers round my head and waded across. The
water came up to my neck; the river was deeper
here than we had known it since we had left Sio
Domingo.

As usual, the open country on the other side was
less open than it looked. The scattered trees and the
tall grass made a screen which the eye could not
penctrate to any great depth. About 4oo yards
inland there was a thickish belt of low scrub, and on
the edge of it stoad a tree with a broad but curiously
twisted trunk. This I climbed.

I stayed up it for half an hour, and in that half
hour the world below me changed. A wind began
to sing in the sparse leaves round my observation



sky under stream! g pennons: wind rose till its
yoice was @ scream; reat weals appeared in the
upstanding grass nd in the~straining hickets the

battle-line of flames s leaping out across: the
campo We ad fired ¢hat morning. Huge clouds of

a mile away.

There was something malevolent inits swift advance.
The light thickened and grew yeﬂow; the threatening
sky was scorched and lurid. If there could be hell on
earth, 1 thou ht, this is what it would ook like. 1
remember with a curious distinctness @ picture which
had made 23 great impression on me as 2 child: 2
crude, old-fasbioned picture ofa prairie fireina book’
of adventure. Swung to and fro among the gestur'mg
branches of my tree, 1 saw again in memory every
detail of that picture: the long grass flattened in the
wind, the fierce and over-stated glare of the approach—
ing fire: and in the foreground 2 herd of wild horses
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in panic flight. [ remembered that they were led—
inevitably—by a grey: that a black horse in the right
hand comer of the picture had fallen and would be
trampled to death. [ even recalled the place and
time when T had first scen this picture: the dark
winter afternoon, the nursery in which I was re-
covering from illness, the smooth brass rail on top
of the high fender gleaming in the fivelight, the shape
of the little tree outside the window where half a
coconut always hung for the tits. I realized with
surprise how near the distant image in that picture
had been to the reality now before me, and how
curlously the fascination exerted by the image had
foreshadawed the fascination exerted by the reality.

There was indeed a kind of horrible beauty in the
scene. A fury had fallen upon the world. Al the
sounds, all the colours, expressed dzemonic anger.
‘The ponderous and inky clouds, the flames stampeding
wantonly, the ungovernable screaming of the wind,
the murky yellow light—all these combined to
create an atmosphere of s tal crisis.
The world would split, the sky would fall; things
could never be the same after this.

The fire was almost on me now, but my retreat to
the river was open and secure. Flames flattened and
straining in the wind licked into the belt of scrub
beside my tree; great gusts of heat came up from
below and struck me. Liule birds—why so tardily,
1 wondered—fled crying to the trees on the river
bank. Two big kites warily quartered the frontiers
of the fire, though I never saw either stoop. Presently
one of them came and sat on a branch below me, so

13 e
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close that 1 could have hit him with a stick. He
stayed there brooding majestically, with his proud
eyes, over the work of desolation. Every now and
then he shrugged himself and fluffed his feathers: for
fear, 1 suppose, that he might entertain a spark un-
awares. 1 felt oddly friendly towards him, as one
might to a coastguard in a storm; his imperturba- *
bility, his air of having seen a good deal of this sort
of thing in his time, were comforting. But a spark
stung my naked back, and I swore. The kite looked
at me in a deprecating way and dropped downwind
to the next tree.

Then the storm broke. It opened first a random
fire of huge icy drops. I saw that we were in for
worse and scrambled down the tree: not without
regret, for I had seen a fine and curious sight and
would willingly have watched for longer, the cata-
clysmic evening having gone a little to my head. But
shelter of a sort was essential, and I found the best
available under the trees on the river bank.

On the opposite side Roger and Queiroz had
bundled our belongings into a hole between the root
of a tree and were sitting on them, to keep them dry
It was a hopeless task, though. There began such
rain as | had never seen before. It fell in sheets an
with ferocity. It was ice-cold. It beat the placi
river into a convulsive stew. The world darkenec
thunder leapt and volleyed in the sky. From time
time lightning would drain the colour and the su
stance from our surroundings, leaving us to bli
timidly at masses of vegetation which had be
suddenly shown up as pale elaborate sithouettes, t
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earthly, ephemeral, and doomed. The rain beat land
and water till they roared. The thunder made such
noise in heaven as would shortly crack the fabric of
the universe. The turmoil was almost too great to
intimidate. Jt could not be with us that Nature had
picked so grandiose a quarrel; her strife was inter-
necine. Dwarfed into a safe irrelevance, dwarfed so
that we seemed no longer to exist, we had no part in
these upheavals. Roger and I smiled at cach other
across the loud waters with stiff and frozen faces.

The thunder drew slowly off. The rain fell still, but
no longer with intolerable force. I slipped into the
river, on my way across, and found it so warm that I
wished that 1 had gonc to it for shelter from the
numbing rain.

The trees had done something to protect our fire,
but it was almost out. Shivering like pointers, Roger
and [ knelt over it in curious heraldic attitudes; our
bodies sheltered the last dispirited embers and kept
the fire alive. We were so cold that we could
hardly speak.

But presently the rain stopped, and the fire was
coaxed out of its negative frame of mind into a brisk
assertiveness. We thawed, and began to cook a meal
and to review the situation.

It was not so much a situation as a predicament.
Everything we had with us was soaked. It is true
that in this circumstance there was no cause for
immediate alarm. We should no doubt survive a
night spent in clothes which were after all not much
wetter with the rain than they normally were with
our sweat. The little that was left of our food was
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not in a form which could be spoilt even by what
corresponded to total and prolonged immersion. As
for the films and cameras, their ruin would not
prejudice our chances of survival. As far as our
possessions were concerned, the storm had left us
virtually unscathed.

There were, it is true, our weapons: the little
rifle and the revolver. We depended on the one for
food, and we might have to depend on the other for
defence. Both were wet; they were rusting before
our eyes, for lack of a dry stitch to wipe them with.
Their never very reliable mechanism would be in a
horrible condition by the morning. '

But there was more to it than the certainty of an
uncomfortable night and the danger of a partial dis-
armament. We had good reason to feel daunted as
well as draggled. For we could not afford to look on
this storm as an isolated phenomenon, an unlucky
fluke, a source only of easily bearable inconvenience.
We had to admit that it looked very much as if we
had seen the beginning of the rains.

We knew what it meant if we had. We should
have to turn tail and run for it, guzzling quinine as
we went; even if all turned out for the best there
were at least five hard weeks of travel between us
and the nearest roof. If this was really the rains, we
should be lucky if we all three got down to Pard with
our skins.

The worst of it was, there was every reason to
suppose that it was the rains, or at any rate that they
were almost upon us. Local opinjon set their advent
for early September; and these were the last days of
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August, The two storms in the last week were the
first rain we had seen in Brazil,

All through the night the sky was threatening, It
was too cold to sleep very much; Roger and I,
huddled over the hissing fire, drowsily debated the
merits of retreat and advance. In the end we put off
a decision till the morning.

In the morning the sun was reinstated. The sky
was bland and blue, pretending that it had never been
anything else. But the ground steamed; as birds
moved in the branches there was a staccato patter of
drips. Qur clothes were still wet. The litde rifle
was red with rust. ‘We set about facing the facts.

Lacking the gift of prophecy, or a logical
flair, we decided to ignore for the moment the relation
between last night’s storm and the approaching rains,
and to assume for the purposes of argument that we
had several weeks in hand before they broke.

In the light of this unwarrantable assumption we
examined the situation. Our total food supply was
now as follows:

One half pound tin of Quaker Qats.

One and 2 half hunks of rapadura.l

Two ounces of Horlick’s Malted Milk Powder.

One ounce of tea.

A quantity of salt, estimated by Roger (who carried
it) at a ton or slightly over.

Half a pound (approximately) of sediment at the
bottom of the sack, comprising farinha, choco-
late, biscuit crumbs, toilet paper, ants, blood,

1 A substance like toffce made from sugar and sold in bricks.
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sweat, and tobacco. But in the process of
taking the inventory most of this got eaten.)

This sounds as if we were on the verge of starvation.
Actually we were very far from it, a8 long as the little
deer continued accommodating and plentiful, and the
.22 did not let us down. But it will be clear to the
discerning reader that our reserves of food were 00 -
limited to permit of any protracted operations in the
ficld: unless, of course, W€ could supp\ement them-

Qur chances of doing this were problematical.
We were close to {ndians, who in the absence O
evidence tO the contrary must be assumed €O be
hostile. We should certainly not meet them unless
they wanted to meet us; and though clearly awar¢ of
our presence it looked as if they belonged to that
class of persons (happil almost  extinct in the
civilized world) who are said to keep themselves t©
themselves. Besides, even if we did meet them, an
they did prove friendly, there was little likelihood of
their having with them enough food to put our com-
missariat on its feet again: 1 remembered those
exiguous bundles of mandioca, those few poor heads
of maize, which were all the Tapirapes took with
them on the march.

In short, we had at that moment just enough food
to see us through the journey back to Sdo Domingo.
Were we justified in chancing our luck and using
that food for 2 further advance of two or three days,
relying on our digestions and the .22 10 get us home
ona purely meat diet?

We decided that we were not. 1 know that this
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decision was theoretically sound; and in practice,
as things turncd out, it was extraordinarily lucky that
we took it, for when we got back to Sio Domingo,
the supplies we had left there had disappeared
and our iron rations had to last us until we got
back to the Araguaya. But it went against the
geain to turn back on that clear and lovely momning.
We were certainly within a hundred miles of the
place where Fawcett met his death, and the distance
may have been considerably less if he made good
progress on those days when the Kalapalos were
watching his fires. Provided the rains held off, we
could very easily have kept going for two or three
days more until we ran completely out of food. But
we should have had a bad time of it or the way back,
and 1 hardly think we should have done much good.
If one of us had gone lame, or if anything had hap-
pened to the .22, it is improbable that we should
have got out at all.

But I felt very sorry to be giving up this ridiculous
scramble; it had been great fun. As we strapped on
our still sodden loads an enormous alligator, the
biggest I have ever secn, came quietly gliding up the
narrow channel opposite our camp (I wondered where
it had been when I waded the river the night before).
Here was a chance to work off some of our resent-
ment against unkind circumstances; and as it drew
level I took a careful shot with the .22 and got it in
the cye.

That was probably the most phenomenal result
ever produced with a rook rifle. The peaceful river
boiled. The alligator thrashed its head from side to
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side in agony. Then, as the tiny bullet touched (I
suppose) its brain, it reared itself out upon the
further bank and lay there, killed with a crumb of
lead.

There was no time to strip off my load and wade
across to measure it: though I should have liked to
do this, for it really was a very big one. We left it
sprawling there, to mark the futile end, reached with
much difficulty, of a hopeless quest. If those secret
Indians came to our camp after we had gone (as I
expect they did) I hope they were suitably impressed
by a monster so mysteriously dead.
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THE KON-TIKI EXPEDITION

. What is—

falsctto, a parasite, a dolphin, a zoologist, an
ethnologist?

. In the last two paragraphs of ¢ Whale Shark ’, how

has the writer conveyed to you—

(a) the impression of monstrosity;

(b) the impression of pandemonium after the
strike?

. Find out all you can about the whale shark.
. The writer treats the macabre theme of the head-

hunters with a light touch, What evidence of
humour do you find in the extract?

Do you consider that a heavier, more dramatic
approach to the story would have increased its
effcctiveness?

. Using direct spcech only, describe Herman's alarm-

ing adventure and escape from drowning.

EASTERN APPROACHES
Approach to Bokhara

. Read the extract through twice, lay the book aside

and answer the following questions:
(a) How did Fitzroy Maclean get from Kagan to
Bokhara?
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b) Why ing followed?
(c) Why did Dr.

@ Why were th

Wolff’s departur
map of Fitzroy ’s ]

to Bokhara. Put on to it all the informa-

aphical interest which he gives 2 out

e population surprise
e from Bokhara!

. Give examples of Fitzroy Maclean’s gkill as 2
descriptive writer. :
in thi

. What evidence is
her than Europe?
ullah

\writer is in Asia rat
5. Record the interview between the Emir Nasr

and Dr. Wolff

g extract that the

Kidnap

e

Express the meaning of
unortho-

retext, lavish, equivoc
dox, ebullience.

Why did the British Consul enter S

thusiasticauy into the plot?

(b) Why were the occupants O
vans’ 50 ¢ bitterly disappointed "1

(©) ‘Why Maclean adopt the

1.

o en-

2. ()
f the ‘ two p\a’m

did not Fitzroy

ambush plan?
3. This exploit might make an entertaining film.
Draw up 2 detailed plan of the scenes that you, 25
producer, would have shot. Do not forget
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get as much local colour and atmosphere on to the
screen as possible.
Give your film a title.

. Fitzroy Maclean has a keen eye for the ridiculous.

What ‘evidence of this do you find in the above
extract?

. Imagine that you are’ taking a walk through an

eastern town. Describe the sights you sce.

NELSON

. (o) Why did the French aim at masts and rigging?

(3) Why do you think Nelson made 2 conspicuaus
target?

(6) Why was Nelson so anxious to anchor after
the action?

(d) What evidence did the bluejackets on the 4jax
give of their * sang-froid *?

. Exphain the meaning of the following words—

synchronise, impetus, acrid, accumulation,
formal, decorous, cadence, discernible.

. What do you lcarn of naval batde tactics in

Nelson's time from these extracts?

What insight into Nelson's character do iou
glean from reading this account of his last hours?

. As a midshipman on the Rogal Sorereign, write 3

letter to your pareats dcscn‘bing the scene 03
board as the famous signal * England expects . - -
fluttered to the masthead of the Viaon
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ENGLAND, THEIR ENGLAND

. (a) Why did the professor of ballistics sigh

deeply?

(b) Why did Mr. Harcourt smile demoniacally?

() Why was Donald impressed by the extra-
ordinary subtlety of the game?

(d) Why did Mr. Hodge disagree profoundly with
the Emperor’s dictum?

(¢) How did Captain Hodge restore the status quo?

. Punctuate—

I was bowling for that observed Mr. Hodge
modestly strolling up the pitch 1 had plenty of
time to use my hands remarked the wicket

keeper to the world at large but I preferred to
kick it.

- In 4o-5o0 words describe either Mr. Hodge or the

blacksmith.

. This extract might be called a great piece of

humorous writing. Give your reasons for agree-
ing, or disagreeing, with this statement.

. Prepare a speech either for or against the motion—

* Cricket has every right to be called the English
national game.’
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INDEPENDENT MEMBER

z. Punctuate the following passage from * A Critic
in the Blitz "—

The boys clattered back down the wooden steps

and Stan Atkins yelled skip where are you its all

right skip fire watcher says its all insured [ took

a poor view of that though the fire watcher 1 am

sure had offered information not advice you carry

on [ said and they saved { suppose more bundles
of st. hildas.
. What does the author mean by—

(a) ‘T am two persons, one the dashing centre-
forward, and the other a most discontented
manager on the side-line * (p. 67, ll. 30-2).

(b) * And if he has not got a good answer, though
he campletes the course with a confideat air
and does a jaunty jump or two, he will be
uneasily aware that he knocked down the big
fence in the middle * (p. yo, 1. 7-11).

() ‘.. . such a limitation does rot seem to me
to be in accordance with the traditions of
His Majesty’s Navy ’ (p. 75, UI. 3-5).

(d) * My mate, and others to whom I showed the
epistle, said that if 1 wanted to be flung out of
the Navy or into the cells at Chatham Barracks,
1 had probably taken the best and quickest
course’ (p. 7, Il to-13).

- Read * Torture Chamber * through twice, fay the
book aside and write down all the difficulties that
face a back-bencher making a speech in the House.

»

w
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4. What evidence do you find in these extracts «
A. P. Herbert’s renowned sense of humour?

5. State whlch of the three extracts you hke bes
Give reasons for your choice. :

STOLEN JOURNEY

1. Express the meaning of the following words as
used in this extract—
objective, auspicious, super-imposed, palaver,
consternation, reconnaissance, gyration, in-
ebriated. '

‘ the crane . . . brought up a grabful of coal. This
it swung across and released with the sound of a
young avalanche deep into the ship, the search-
light following it round and bathing the scene -
with a bright light.’
Using a sentence of perfect balance, containing
within it a figure of speech and an unusual position-
ing of the object, the writer has painted a simple
and effective picture of the scene before him.
Write a sentence of similar length describing—
(a) a car stopping outside a theatre; (b) an air-

liner taking off; (c) a tramp steamer leaving the
harbour.

- A writer is always trying to express himself, or
herself, clearly. Read carefully Oliver Phdnot s
account of his adventure on the two cables.:!”
your reasons for thinking that this is, or is’,
good example of clear expression. . -‘. ‘
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4 How has the writer succeaded in comvaring the
sense of tension felt by aa escaper on the last lp
to safety?

5. Carry on the conversation begun so dramatically at
the end of this extract.

ELEPHANT BILL

1. Many English words are derived from Latin. For
instance—patience, recognise, promolcd, obstruc-
tions, negotiating, fraternise, fractured, literally—
all these words from the first extract owe some-
thing to Latin,

Find the Latin word from which cach comes.

2. * He has a pretty hard life.” That the oozie works
hard is obvious; but his life must in many ways
be a wonderfully satisfying one. Can you find
evidence for this opinion from these extracts?

3. Describe in twenty words of your own choosing—
(0) an elephant scratching himself with a sticki
{b) an cozie \mshing his charge in a creek;

() a clephant taking the strain,

4 Write a short story entitled *Stolen fruit
al\u)'s sweetest ’,

5. Colonel Williams refers to the elephant a3 ‘thls
Iovable animal >, What have you learnt about the
clephant from these extracts which *
)'0:“*‘ affection for him?
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THE JUNGLE IS NEUTRAL

. Read the passage through twice, put the book

aside and answer the following questions—

() What is samsu?

(b) What is one of Spencer Chapman’s hobbies,
mentioned in this extract?

(¢) What was dug out of Spencer Chapman’s
wound?

(d) Why, after the successful ambush, did the
guerillas cut the telephone wires?

(¢) 1 can remember few more unpleasant three
hours in my whole life.” Why were these
hours so unpleasant?

. Spencer Chapman records that he and Haywood

thought walking a ‘ much more healthy pastime
than bicycling ’. _
What dangers peculiar to bicycling under such’
conditions are illustrated in this extract?

. *Ah Loy...was too impetuous . . . to be a

good leader.” Do you find any evidence to support
such a view?

. The incident of the ambush of the Malay police~

men is briefly described. Expand it, trying to
make your prose as vivid and exciting as the action
must have been for the contestants.

. Write a paragraph describing your sensations on

free-wheeling down a long hill.



-

“~

EXERCISES 205

MAN-EATERS OF KUMAON

. (6) What methods of stalking wild animals are

suggested in this extract?

(6) Why is special care necessary in stalking a
wounded beast?

() Why do you think Jim Corbett chose Pincha
from the litter?

. Like all great hunters, Jim Corbett has both a

wonderful knowledge of animals and a great love
for them.

Give examples from this extract which bear out
the truth of this statement.

. Using the information given here and what you can

find out from other sources, write a 2go-word
article for your school magazine on the leopard
and his ways.

. No matter how self-effacing he may be, something

of the personality of a writer will penctrate
through his work, especially when the first person
is being employed.

What picture of the writer do you get from
reading this extract?

. *. . . rechristened him Robin, in memory of a

faithfil old collie, who had saved my young
brother, aged four, and myself, aged six, from the
attack of an infuriated she-bear.’

Write an account of this incident.
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SEVEN PILLARS OF WISDOM

. (a) Find three different uses for capital letters.

(b) Why are certain words enclosed in inverted
commas?

(¢) On p. 144, I 3-4, what punctuation could
Lawrence have used instead of brackets?

(d) Lawrence makes frequent use of the semi-
colon, always with scrupulous correctness.
What is its correct use?

. Lawrence has a very big vocabulary. Thus his

choice of, for instance, adjectives is varied and
stimulating, e.g. ‘ some hideous impossible lump of
guts’ (p. 148, L. 9). Find five other examples of a

striking choice of adjective.

. We often hear tell of beautiful music and beautiful

poetry. Prose also can be beautiful.
Do you see any beauty in Lawrence’s prose?
Quote examples.

An eye for effective and picturesque detail is one
of the hall-marks of a good writer.

What examples of such detail do you find in these
extracts?

. Either, read through ‘ Feast ’ carefully; then write

a paragraph describing your last Christmas dinner,
Or, read through Something Attempted > care-

fully; then write a paragraph describing a cold,
wet twilight.
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BRENSHAM VILLAGE

1. What does the conversation of Pistol, Bardolph
and Nym tell you about their characters and
activities?

. Pick out three similes and three metaphors which
.strike you as being particularly effective. Give
reasons for your choice.

~

. What does the writer mean by—

(a) ‘ immortal infamy * (p. 159, 1. 18);

(b) ‘ the uncorrupted speech of Shakespeare’
(p. 160, H. 24-5);

(c) ‘Butwebrats were nomoralists”’ (p. 164, 1. 1);

(d) ‘he was merely a more eminent Pistol, a
refinement of Bardolph, a lordlier Nym'
(p. 167, lL. 23-5);

(e} * An acolyte, the Brensham blacksmith . . |
rolled it every Sunday moming as a sort of
religious rite” (p. 168, Il 21-3);

(f) ‘ another taciturn Ferryman whose fee was
also a penny * (p. 170, il 24-5).

. * The hay-barges used to take on their loads there
in the days when river-traffic went on. That had
ceased long ago.’

Write a description of Brensham in 1850.

. Write a description of the interior of Orris
Manor.

w

+
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Snakes

. Express the meaning of the following words—

incarcerating, circumambient, redundant, pre-
destined, evasion, amalogous, fortuitous, re-
vulsion.

. Does the author make good use of similes?
. Peter Fleming has a dry, subtle sense of humour. -

What evidence of this do you find in the extract
entitled © Snakes ’?

What evidence of skilful writing do you find in

the following extracts:

(a) ‘If they want a thrill, they can then relax
their muscles and fall heavily to the ground:
a thing they do with surprising frequency,
reckless abandon, and a kind of brittle
plopping sound which is indescribably sinister.”

(b) * His gaiters reached no higher than the knee;
his hands were innocent of gloves.’

(c) ‘ The darted heads hit his gaiters with sharp
bitter little thuds.’

(d) ‘ He hoicked them out, bundles of fat and
thrashing worms, which quickly coiled into
malignant brown pustules on the bright turf.’

. Write a ¢ running commentary > on the scene as

the keeper demonstrates ‘ the vicious action of
the fangs ? to the onlookers.



bad

bl

EXERCISES 209

The Last Fling

. (a) “The jungle did usagood turn’ (p. 183, L. 19).

What was that good turn?

(b) ¢ We should have to turn tail and run for it,
guzzling quinine as we went’ (p. 190, 11, 22-4).
Why ‘ guzzling quinine "2

. *If there could be hell on earth, I thought, this

is what it would look like * (p. 186, ll. 23—4).
Pick out five sentences which the author uses to
paint the picture of this * hell on carth *.

. Read the account of the storm on p. 186 three

or four times. Then put the book aside and
write a brief description of a storm you have
experienced yourself.

At the beginning of this extract, Fleming states
that his imagination was not * fired by the thought
that we were in a place never before visited by
white men’. He then produces arguments for
both sides of the question—the ‘ commonsense *
and * the irrational, the romantic point of view ’.
Paraphrase these contrasting sentiments and draw
up 2 conclusion of your own.

Write an imaginary conversation between Fleming
and his companion, in which one is arguing that
they ought to go on, the other that they should

return to Sio Domingo,









