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[ INTRODUCTION |
e N e

WaeN one considers the number of excellent books
that are written and published every year, one realises
how impossible it is to condense into the space of a
few score pages a full anthology of contemporary
prose. Al one can hope to do in one litile volume is
to suggest something of the breadth and scope of
prose, and by choosing brilliant passages from the
works of great writers to take a brief survey of
the field. Not of the whale field by any means. The
Novel, for instance, must be left out—and the
Drama~for excerpts can afford no insight into
the true scope of cither,

A collection of such types of prose as lend them-
selves to quotation—as anits in themselves, not
snippets—should by their brilliance and variety
convey something of the magic, the power, and the
vast range of the English language as expressed in
Prose; and that is what has been attempted in
this little volume.

THE ESSAY

We have placed the Essay first, for it is great
literature in little—the Cameo of writing. Of all
forms of prose it is perhaps the most delicate, the
most difficult to achieve; for though its subjects are

g
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and cmpbasxsed without ever going too (ar from the
y that is toall i—a mistake
that would result in caricature,

ATMOSPHLRE

It would seem that words and arrangements of
words carry with them a sort of magical awra of
feeling or suggestion very hard to define, but im-
possible to miss. It is more than the meaning of the
words, more than their sound—more even than the
stimulating of old associated ideas. It is as if some
heart-string in our being were touched, to go on
vibrating in harmonics far above the original note.
This is what is called Atmosphere; and it is part
of the magic of a great writer that he can produce
it at will,

Thus, in the first excerpt, “The Devil-Dance,”
there is more than the physical atmosphere of swamp
and mizsma—one senses, as it were, all the cruelty
and jgnorance of savage life. There is more than a
fecling of great height in the passage from The Path
fo Rome—it is surely impossible to miss the happy
atmosphere of achievement that runs through this
passage as it does through the whole book.

It is probable that the works of no two authors in
the language convey so profound an A here as
do those of Joseph Conrad and J. M. Synge. Tlxough
both passages here chosen describe the sea—and
man’s relation to the sea—they are strangely different
in Atmosphere. Perhaps thekeynoteof  Initiation” is
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emotionally and structurally different. But they
have this in common, that they both deal with
life and death in close proximity; and that the
most powerfu effects are obtained, as ever, by the
simplest possible means. The first passage shows
the delicate man's love of the adventure and blood-
shed that he himself has not experienced; the second,
the heart-deep human sympathy of one who has
seen both,

THE STORY

This is an age of short stories. Cataracts of short
stories pour out upon us in monthly, weckly and
daily papers; till it wonld seem that everyonc who
has a bent for writing has tried his hand at them.
And yet the great short story is extremely rare. Not
one in a thousand deserves to be called great; and
indeed this is not surprising, for the literary qualities
required are of a very high order. There must be an
intriguing idea or plot—not too involved or complex,
but subtle and artistically right. There must be
swift characterisation in word-portraits and talk, for
there is no time or space for the gradnal unfolding of
motives and personalitics. The story must keep, as
it were, high tension of interest, never for a moment
slackening. Above all, the story, whether funay, or
horrible, or sad, must be a unit complete and satisfying
in jtself so that however short it may be one fecls that
there is nothing mere to be said.
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Kipling, parts of Mr. Alexander Paterson’s Across
the Bridges, parts of books by Mr. H. G. Wells and
Mr, Compton Mackenzie, autobiographies and many
more, show a new power of understanding, a depth of
insight, and, abave all, an amazing memory of wliat it
is like to be a child, Far from being a symptom of
weakness it is a sign of new strength—-like the Boy
Scout movement or Dr, Barnardo’s Homes.

RILTORIC

There are two essentials in public speaking, beyond
the power of expression in clear and simple Janguage.
The first is sincerity, without which one must be a.
mighty good actor to convince one’s hearers, whether
it be in the classroom or on the public platform; and
the second is a knowledge of the mentality of one’s
audience, which often has to be gauged on the spot.

Take as a classical example the two great speeches
in Shakespeare's Julius Casar. Brutus speaks {rom
his heart. He weighs his arguments logically and
philosophically. “As Czsar loved me, 1 weep for him;
as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant,
T honour him; but as he was ambitious, [ slew him,”

But he speaks to the Roman citizens as though they
were his intecllectual equals, and his arguments do
not carry lasting conviction.

Mark Anthoay knows his audience. He plays upon
them—ibeir pride, their affection, their simplicity,
their selfishness—and his speech gets home,
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whatever it may be; and his responsibility is great,
for upon his judgment may depend the taste of a
whole generation of seekers after truth,

INSIGHT AND VISION

Some of the bravest things that have been said
since the world was filled with “distress of nations,
with perplexity,” have been said or written by men
who have felt most keenly the great disenchantment
of the past few years. For Vision does not consist in
hiding one’s eyes like the ostrich, nor in living in a
fool's paradise; but in facing facts as they are, and
realising the invincibility of courage. The whole
theme of Mr. H. G. Wells’s great book The Undying
Fire is 2 belief in unconquerable Courage and Love.
The keynote of another great work, Mr. C, E.
Montague's Disenchaniment, is not that the early
Vision was unworthy, but that the dreadful facts of
the past years have not justified it. Or so we read
the book—for the final note is not one of pessimism,
The Adventure of Deatls is a modern Religio Medics in
its sane and hopeful outlook,

“Insight” is not quite the same thing as * Vision.”
1t is rather the piercing through the web of conven-
tional ideas and getting ncarer to the real heart of
things. Whether it be Night, or Language, or any
other theme which the average man “takes for
granted,” the man of insight strikes through to its
inner significance,
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RHYTHMIC PROSE

That there 152 rhythm of prose a8 well as of poetry
has been recognised since the time of Aristotle,
robably longers but no one has yet succeeded in
establishing 2 decisive Theory of Prose Rhythm, and

Burial, OF De Qu'mcy’s Opimn-Eater, without being
struck bY the beautiful musical quality of their
prose- Yet it is Prose pot Poetry- A glorious passage
such as this: Arise, shine; for thy light is come, and
the glory of the Lord ig risen upon thee,” is wonder-
fully satisf ing 0 one’s sense of the peautiful. This
is partly due to the musical sequence of vowel-
sounds, partly o the beauty of its rhythm. But
prose rhythm is free and elusive, not t0 be tied down
by rules and conventions. And it would seem that
the difference js just this: That whereas the rhythm
of poetry is formal, metrical and repetitive, the key
to prose rhythm——whether it depends finally oD
sense-stress, OF whether it is phys'\cal, necessitated
by the actual structuré of words —is 2 subtle
and informal variety-



FIRST. SECTION-—THE ESSAY
A DEFENCE OF NONSENSE

THERE are two equal and eternal ways of looking at
this twilight world of ours: we may sce it as the
twilight of evening or the twilight of morning; we
may think of anything, down to a fallen acom, as a
descendant or as an ancestor. There are times when
we are almost crushed, not so much with the load of
the evil as with the load of the goodness of humanity,
when we feel that we are nothing but the inheritors
of a humiliating splendour. But thete are other times
when everything scems primitive, when the ancient
stars are only sparks blown from a boy's bonfire,
when the whole earth seems so young and experi-
mental that even the white hair of the aged, in the
fine biblical phrase, is like almond-trees that blossom,
like the white hawthorn grown in May. That it is
good for 2 man to realise that he is “the heir of all
the ages™ is pretty commonly admitted; it is a less
popular but equally important point that it is good
for him sometimes to realise that he is not only an
ancestor, but an ancestor of primal antiquity; it is
v
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the Lands of the Jumblies were absolutely nowhere.
We fancy that if the account of the Knave's trial in
Alice in Wonderland had been published in the seven-
teenth century it would have been bracketed with
Bunyan's Trial of Faithful as a parody on the state
prosecutions of the time. We fancy that if The Dong
with the Luminous Nose had appeared in the same
period every one would have called it a dull satire on
Oliver Cromivell,

It is altogether advisedly that we quote chicfly
from Mr, Lear’s Nownsense Rhymes. To our mind he
is both chronologically and essentially the father of
nonsense; we think him superior to Lewis Carroll,
In one sense, indeed, Lewis Carroll has a great ad-
vantage. We know what Lewis Carroll was in daily
life: he was a singularly serious and conventional
don, universally respected, but very much of a pedant
and something of a Philistine. Thus his strange double
life in carth and in dreamland emphasises the ‘idea
that lies at the back of nonsense—the idea of escape,
of escape into a world where things are not fixed
horribly in an cternal appropriateness, whese apples
grow on pear trees, and any odd man you meet may
have three legs. Lewis Carroll, living one life in
which he would have thundered morally against any
one who watked on the wrong plot of grass, and
another life in which he would cheerfully call the sun
green and the moon blue, was, by his very divided
nature, his ene foot on both worlds, a perfect type of
the position of modern nonsense. His Wonderland
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simple and rational statements, until we are almost
stunned into admitting that we know what they
mean, There is a genial ring of common sense about
such lines as,

For his aunt Jobiska said ” Every one knows

That a Pobble ia better without his toes,”
which is beyond the reach of Carroll. The poet seems
$0 easy on the matter that we arc almost driven to
pretend that we see his meaning, that we know the
peculiar difficulties of a Pobble, that we are as old
travellers in the “ Gromboolian Plain® as he is,

Our claim that nonsense is a new literature {we
might almost say a new sense) would be quite inde-
fensible if nonsense were nothing more than a mere
wsthetic fancy. Nothing sublimely artistic has ever
arisen out of mere art, any more than anything
essentially reasonable has ever arisen out of the pure
reason. There must always be a rich moral soil for
any great asthetic growth. The principle of art for
art’s sake is a very good principle if it means that there
is 2 vital distinction between the earth and the tree
that has its roots in the earth; but it is a very bad
principle if it means that the tree could grow just as
well with its roots in the air. Every great literature
has always been allegorical—allegorical of some view
of the whole universe. The [liad is anly great because
all fife is a battle, the Odysszy because all life is a
journey, the Book of Job because all life is a riddle.
There is one attitude in which we think that all
existence is summed up in the word “ghosts”;
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* This is the side of things which tends most truly to
spiritual wonder. It is significant that in the greatest
religious poem existent, the Book of Job, the argu-
ment which convinces the infidel is not (as has been
represented by the merely rational religionism of the
cighteenth century) a picture of the ordered benefi-
cence of the Creation; but, on the contrary, a picture
of the huge and undecipherable unreason of it. “Hast
Thou sent the rain upon the desert where no man is?""
This simple sense of \vonder at the shapes of thmgs,
and at theirexut d f our intell
standards and our trivial definitions, is the basis of
spirituality as it is the basis of nonsense. Nonsense
and faith (strange as the conjunction may seem) are
the two supreme symbolic assertions of the truth
that to draw out the soul of things with a syllogism
is as impossible as to draw out Leviathan with a
hook. The well-meaning person who, by merely
studying the logical side of things, has decided that
“faith i3 nonsense,” does not knew how truly he
speaks; later it may come back to him in the form
that nonsense is faith,

G. K. CiESTERTON,

ON FINDING THINGS

AFTER the passage of several years since I had picked
up anything, last week I found successively a carriage
key (m Royal Hospital Road), a brooch {in Church
Street, Kensington), and sixpence in a third-class
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too, but 3 coin is bcst. bcmu.sc 2 coin xs rarcly identi-
fable. A L g mysell to
those things the ownership of which could not possibly
be traced. To Gnd things which have ta be surren-
dered is as impure a joy as the world contains, and no
theme for this pen.

The special quality of the act of finding wmelhmg,
with its hilaration, is half P
ness and half sep:\mlmus There being no warning,
and the article coming to you by chance, no one is to
be thanked, no one to be owed anything. In short,
you have achieved the greatest human triumph—
you have got something for nothing. That is the true
idea: the "nothing” must be absolute; one must
never have looked, never have had any finding inten-
tion, or even hope. To look for things is to change
the whole theory—to rob it of its divine suddenness;
to become anxious, even avaricious; to partake of
the nature of the rag-picker, the chiffonier, or those
strange men that one notices walking, with bent
heads, along the shore after a storm. (None the less
that was a great moment, once, in the island of Coll,
when after two hours’ systematic searching I found
the plover’s nest.)

Finding things is at once so rare and pure a joy
that to trifie with it is pccuhaﬂy heartless. Yet are
there people so wantanly in need of sport a2 to da sa.
Everyone knows of the purse laid on the path or
pavement beside a fence, which, as the excited
passer-by stoops to pick it up, is twitched through
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the palings by its adherent string. - There is also the
coin attached to a string which can be dropped in -
the street and instantly pulled up again, setting
every eye at a pavement scrutiny. Could there 1_)e
lower tricks? I fear so, because some years ago, in
the great days of a rendezvous of Bohemians in the
Strand known as the Marble Halls, a wicked wag (I
have been told) once nailed a bad but plausible
sovereign to the floor and waited events. In the case
of the purse and string the butts are few and far
between and there is usually only a small audience to
rejoice in their discomfiture, but the dénoucment of
the cruel comedy of which acquisitiveness and cunning
were the warp and woof at the Marble Hails was only
too bitterly public. I am told, such is human re-
sourcefulness in guile, that very few of those who
saw the coin and marked it down as their own went
for it right away, because had they done so the action
might have been noticed and the booty claimed.
Instead, the discoverer would look swiftly and
stealthily round, and then gradually and with every
affectation of nonchalance (which to those in. the
secret, watching from the corners of their wicked
eyes, was so funny as to be an agony) he would get
nearer and nearer until he was able at last to place
one foot on it. :
This accomplished, he would relax into something
tike real naturalness, and, practically certain of his
prey, take things easily for a moment or so. Often,
I am told, the poor dupe would, at this point, whistle



A “TIMES” THIRD LEADER 3t

the latest tune. Even now, however, he dared not
abandon subterfuge, or his prize, were he seen to
_pick it up, might have to be surrendered or shared;
so the next move was to drop his handkerchicf, the
idea being to pick up both it and the sovereizn
together. Such explosions of laughter as followed
upon his failure to do so can {1 am informed} rarely
have been heard.

—Such was the conspiracy of the nailed sovereisn,
which, now and then, the victim, shaking the chazriz
from him, would without shame himself join, ani
become a delighted spectator of his successor’s
humiliation.

Can you conceive of a more impish hoax? Bzt i

should hike to sce it.
E. V. Lvcas

PRACTICAL JOKES

Pracricat jokes are still common, and it is v
while to inquire what is the motive of themn. Tier
may be distinguished from the older kind of przzzizl
jeke, of which Theodore Hook was the great master,
in that their victim is the public and not some parti-
cular person. The older kind has gone out of f2skion
except among high-spirited youths, who still perbaps
sct booby-traps and make apple-pie beds. The rest
of us have become more cvilised in our semse of
humour: and, if we are to laugh at an individual, he
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st himself supply the reason why we should laugh
t him. To make him seem rAdiculous bY ‘means of
L practical joke is to cheat ourselves into laughter.
Even if it is not cruel, itis bad art, like the mechanicC

of a practical joke, he seems 10 himself a somebodys
even though the world cannot put a name to him. He
wins only an anonymous notoriety for 2 moment;
but even that flatters him, for it means that he has @
secret over which he can chuckle. In one respect at
least he is wiser than all the world, for he alone
knows who has played the joke upon it.

Officials, as representing the public, aré often the
victims of thi «ind of joke; and when it is practise
upon them it has rather moreé point than when it is
practised upon the public at large. Yor officials,
besides representing the public, are commonly I&
garded as misrepresenting them, and

r : therefore as
being their enemies: and cince they have more power

of revenge than the public at large, there is more
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danger in hoaxing them. Thus the practical joke of
the Captain of Koepenick met with a good deal of
sympathy, for the public always like to laugh at
officials; and, further, it was a rcal practical joke,
in that it was a practical reduction to an absurdity
of the soldier’s habit of blind, mechanical obedience.
In this case the joker merely pressed a button, as it
were, which he had no right to press, with the result
that men behaved as if they were machines set in
motion by a purely material force. They themselves
supplied a great part of the joke by their readiness
to obey anyone; and it was a joke that could not
have been played on them but for that weakness. It
was, in fact, a satire upon discipline, and the very
simplicity of the means by which it was produced
only added to the force of it.

+ The term practical joke would have more point if
it were used only of tricks of this kind—tricks which,
like the plot of a good comedy, merely give the victims
a chance of making themselves ridiculous, In its
broader sense it is commonly a misnomer, for it is
used of tricks which, hawever practical, are not jokes
at all, since they do not illustrate or expose any
weakness in the victim,

To ring a door-bell and then run away is not a joke,
because to answer the bell when it is rung is a natural
and proper practice with no individual absurdity in
it. If that kind of joke amuses the joker, it is only
because he is pleased with any exercise of his own
power, Theodore Hook once gave a list in his own

i
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magazine of practical jokes which he thought amusing,
and they are nearly all of this pointless kind. One
was to tie a piece of meat securely to the bell-handles
which dangle outside the gates of certain suburban
villas in the hope that every passing dog would grab
at the meat and set the bell ringing. Probably the
fun here lies in the notion that the inhabitants of
suburban villas are an absurd people, whose function
is to be the victims of a harlequinade in real life. To
do Hook justice, he ends with a story illustrating the
dangers of practical joking; but the fact remains that
he thought his practical jokes were real jokes, whereas
they were not jokes at all but mere human imitations
of the cruelties of chance. Indeed, most practical
jokers only prove their inability to make a real joke
by their inordinate desire to do so. Nothing amuses
them so much as a trick of chance played upon some
one else; and they try to repeat this amusement by
playing the part of chance themselves. M. Bergson,
the philosopher of laughter, explains their sense of
humour, but nothing can excuse it.
A “Times" Third Leader.

FREAKS OF MEMORY

It was my fortune not long since to meet again, in
the flesh, the most famous of our prophets. I neec
not mention his name; enough to say that hi
cautious vaticination is on sale everywhere, even i
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the streets. To my dismay he did not recognise me.
Not that want of recognition is so rare—very far
{rom it—but the surprice is that a being gilted with
such preternatural vision should thus fail, when I,
who am only an ordinary person, knew him again
instantly. Long habits of fixing his penetrating gaze
on the murky future have no doubt rendered the
backward look less simple to him. Anyway, there we
stood, 1 challenging him to remember me and he
failing to do so. This momentary superiority of my
own poor wits over those of a man who (all undis-
mayed by the refusal of events always to fall into
line) foretells so much, uplifted me; but the un-
trustworthiness of memory is so constant and lands
one in such embarrassments that it is foolish for
anyone to boast.

Among the marvels of the human mach\ne memory
is, indeed, The great be: o fact of
memory at all—of the miracle of the bram—\S of
course, as far beyond our finite apprehension as the
starry heavens.  Of that I never dare to think. Bt
the minor caprices of memory may, fittingly enocz
engage our wonder. The lawlessness of our prede=
sile apparatus, for T the absurdly
ing systern of sclection of such things as are Y
permanent—how explain these? And wiy
memory be subject also to that downward ¢
in life which forces us always to fight if we we
the best? It would have been just as ez
start, when the whole affair was iz the m=iz
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have given 2 upward impulse- That was not done,
but the memory, at any rate, being all spirit, might
have been exempted from the general law. But no;
as we grow older, not only do we remnember with less
and less accuracy, but of what we retain much is
jnferior to that which once we had but now have lost.

1, for example, Who once had long passages not
only from the great poets, but also from the less

Matthew Amold and william Cory, to mention WO
favourites,——at the tip of the tongueé, now have to
recite myself to dlecp with 2 Bab Ballad. That
rubbish never fails me, but 1 cannot at this moment

ive the right sequence of any two of the quatrains
of the Rubdiydt of Omar Khayydim, although once,
and for years, 1 had the whole poem complete t00-
1 would rather have been left the wistful Persian
than Gilbert's Ltiguelte, but the jade Memory had
other views.

Any prose that I might once have learned naturally
faded first, because there was no rhyme orf metre to
assist retention; but why is it that there is one
sentence which, never wholly mine, flits SO often
before the inward eye? It is in that story of Mr.
Kipling's of the mutinous elephant who refused 0

and the sentence which recurs to me, hazily and
hauntingly, often twice a day and usually once, wit
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no apparent reason or provocation, is this: “Dheesa
had vagabonded along the roads tili he met a marriage
procession of his own caste, and drinking, dancing,
and tippling, had drifted past all knowledge of the
lapse of time.” Now, surely, out of all the thousands
of books which 1 have read and miore or Jess dimly
remember, it is very strange that tlus should be
almost the only that on
the mind.

Once I knew many psalms: I know them na longer,
but I have never forgotten a ridiculous piece of
dialogue in a book called The World of Wit and
Humour which I was studying, on weekdays, at the
same time, how many years ago:

. Father, I have spilt the butter. \What ahall § dot ™
Rub \t bnsLly wath 3 woollen fabrie.”

5 ETap

Because friction. generates caloric, which volatises the
oleaginous pasticles of the steaniae matter.”

-—And once I knew many psalms.

One of the odd things about what we call loss of
memory is that it is catching. How often swhen one
person forgets a name well known to him does his
companion, to whom it is equally well known, forget
jt too. Why is that? The other day I had an excellent
example of this curious epidemic. It was necessary
for the name of a certain actor—not a star, but a
versatile repertory actor of distinction—to be recalled
in order that a letter to him might quickly be dis-
patched, 1 had forgotten his name, but I described
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him and his methods with sufficient accuracy for
everyone (there were about six of us) to recognise
him. Some of us could even say in what parts we
had seen him and compare notes as to his excellence,
and yet his name absolutely eluded one and all.
Why? We all knew it; why did we unanimously
fail to know it then?

We parted intent upon obtaining this necessary
information, my last sapient words being that to the
best of my belief his first name was Joseph and his
second began with P. On meeting again the next day,
each of us had it pat enough, and it had broken upon
edch, more or less suddenly, during the night. Since
the name was Michael Sherbrooke, you will under-
stand why, in my case, its arrival was peculiarly
gratifying. If I am not now known to those others
as Mrs. Nickleby, it is only because they are so
kindhearted.

The great mystery is, Where, while one is forgetting
them, are the things one forgets, but suddenly will
remember again? Where are they lurking? This
problem of their whereabouts, their capacity to hide
and elude, distresses me far more than one’s inability
to call them from the vasty deep of the brain. Or
are they, perhaps, not there at all? Do they not,
perhaps, have evenings out, times off for lunch and
so forth, and thus we sometimes miss them? Or can
there perhaps be some vast extra-mural territory of
the brain from which facts have to be fetched—as, if
one would consult old newspapers at the British



ROBERT LYND 39

Museum, one must wait until the volumes can be
brought from Hendon? The fact that they always,
or nearly always, retumn, sooner or later, rather
supports these theories.

E. V. Lucas.

EGGS: AN EASTER HOMILY

HavinG decided to write on Easter, I took out a

volume of the Encyclopadia Brilannica in order to

lock up the subject of eggs, and the first entry under
* that met my eycs was:

“Egg, Auvgustus Leopold (1816-1863), English
painter, was born on the second of May, 1816, in
London, where his father carricd on business as
gun-maker,”

I wish I had known about Augustus five years ago.
1 should like to have celebrated the centenary of an
egg somewhere else than in a2 London tea-shop.
Augustus Leopold Egg seems to have spent a life
in keeping with his name. He was taught drawing
by Mr. Sass, and in later years was a devotee of
amateur theatricals, making a memorable appearance,
as we should expect of an Egg, in a play called No?
so Bad as We Seers. He also appears to have devoted
a great part of his life to painting bad eggs, if we may
judge by the titles of his most famous pictures—
Buckingham rebuffed, Queen Elizabeth discovers She
12 wo longer Young, Peler the Great sces Catherine
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for the First Time, and Past and Present, a Triple
Picture of a Faithless Wife. She was a lady, no doubt,
who could not submit to the marriage yolk. Anyhow,
she had a great fall, and Augustus did his best to put
her together again. “ Egg,” the Encyclopzdia tells
us finally, ‘ was rather below the middle height,
with dark hair and a handsome, well-formed face.”
He seems to have been a man, take him for all in all:
we shall not look upon his like again.

Even so, Augustus was not the only Egg. He was
certainly not the egg in search of which I opened
the Encyclopzdia. The egg I was looking for was
the Easter Egg, and it seemed to be the only egg
that was not mentioned. There were birds’ eggs,
and reptiles’ eggs, and fishes' eggs, and molluscs’
eggs, and crustaceans’ eggs, and insects’ eggs, and
frogs’ eggs, and Augustus Egg, and the eggs of the
duck-billed platypus, which is the only mammal
(except the spiny ant-eater) whose eggs are provided
with a large store of yolk, enclosed within a shell,
and extruded to undergo development apart from
the maternal tissues. I do not know whether it is
evidence of the irrelevance of the human mind or
of our implacable greed of knowledge, but within
five minutes I was deep in the subject of eggs in
general, and had forgotten all about the Easter
varjety. 1 found myself fascinated especially by the
eggs of fishes. There were so many of them that one
was impressed as one is on being told the population
of London. * It has been calculated,” says the writer
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of the article, ** that the number laid by the salmon
is roughly about 100 to every pound weight of the
fish, a fifteen-pound salmon laying 15,000 eggs. The
sturgeon lays about 7,000,000; the herring 50,000,
the turbot 14,311,000, the sole 134,000, the perch
280,000.” This is the sort of sentence I always read
over to myself several times. And when I come to
““ the turbot 14,311,000,” I pause, and try to picture
to myself the man who counted them. How does one
count 14,3117,0007 How long does it take? If one lay
awake all night, trying to put oneself to sleep by
counting turbots’ eggs instead of sheep, one would
hardly have done more than make a fair start by
the time the maid came in to draw the curtains and
let in the sun on one's exhausted temples. A person
like myself, ignorant of mathematics, could not
eastly count more than 10,000 in an hour, This would
mean that, even if one lay in bed for ten hours, which
one never does except on one’s birthday, one would
have counted only 100,000 out of the 14,311,000
eggs by the time one had to get up for breakfast.
That would leave 14,211,000 still to be counted,
At this point, most of us, I think, would give up in
despair. After one horrible rught’s experience, we
would jump inte a hot bath, muttening * Never
ageainl Never again!” like & statesman who can't
think of anything to say, and send out for a quinine-
and-iron tonic. Our friends meeting us later in the
day would say with concern: ** Hullo! you're Jooking
rather cheap. What have you been doing? *'; and
*n
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when we answered bitterly ““ Counting turbots’ eggs,”
they would hurry off with an apprehensive look on
their faces. ‘The naturalist, it is clear, must be
capable of a persistence that is beyond the reach of
most of us. I calculate that, if he were able to work
for fourteen hours a day, counting at the rate of
10,000 an hour, even then it would take him 122,214
days to count the eggs of a single turbot. After that
it would take a chartered accountant at least 122,214
days to check his figures. One can gather from this
some idea of the enormous industry of men of science.
For myself, I could more easily paint the Sistine
Madonna or compose a Tenth Symphony than be
content to loose myself into this universe of numbers.
Pythagoras, I believe, discovered a sort of philosophy
in numbers, but even he did not count beyond seven.

After the fishes, the reptiles seem fairly modest
creatures. The ordinary snake does not lay more
than twenty or thirty eggs, and even the python is
content to stop at a hundred. The crocodile, though
a wicked animal, lays only twenty or thirty; the
tortoise as few as two or four; and the turtle does not
exceed two hundred. But I am not really interested
in eggs—at least, in any eggs but birds' eggs—or
should not have been, if I had not read the Encyclo-
pedia Brilannica. The sight of a fly’s egg—if the
fly lays an egg—fills me with disgust—and frogs’
eggs attract me only with the fascination of repulsion,
What one likes about the birds is that they lay such
pretty eggs. Even the duck lays a pretty egg. The



ROBERT LYND 4

duck is a plain bird, rather like a charwoman, but it
Jays an egg which is {or can be) as lovely as an opal.
The flavour, I agree, is not Christian, but, like other
eggs of which this can be said, it does for cooking.
Hens’ eggs are less attractive in colour, but more
varied. I have always thought it one of the chief
miseries of being a man that, when boiled eggs are
put on the table, one does not get first choice, and that
all the Little brown eggs are taken by women and
children before one's own tun comes round. There
is one sort of egg with a beautiful sunburnt look that
always reminds me of the seaside, and that I have
not tasted in a private house for above twenty years.
‘To begin the day with such an egg would put one in
a good temper for a couple of hours, But always one
is fobbed off with a large white egg of demonstrative
uncomeliness. It may taste ali right, but it does not
ook all right. Food should appeal to the eye as well
as to the palate, as everyone recognises when the
blane-mange that has not set is brought to the table.
At the same time, there is one sort of white egg that
is quite delightful to ook at. I donot know its parent,
but T think it is a black hen of the breed called
Spanish. Nat everything white in Nature is beautiful,
Qne dislikes instinctively white calves, white horses,
white eleph and white wai But the
particular egg of which I speak is one of the beautiful
white things—like snow, or a breaking wave, or teeth,
So certain am I, however, that neither it nor the little
brown one will ever come my way, while there is
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woman or child or a guest to prevent it, that when I
am asked how I like the eggs to be done I make it
a point to say ‘ poached” or “fried.” It gives
me at least a chance of getting one of the sort
of eggs 1 like by accident. As for poached eggs, I
agree. There are nine ways of poaching eggs, and each
of them is worse than the other. Still, there is one
good thing about poached eggs: one is never dis-
appointed. One accepts a poached egg like fate.
There is no sitting on tenter-hooks, watching and
waiting and wondering, as there is in regard to boiled
eggs. I admit that most of the difficulties associated
with boiled eggs could be got over by the use of egg-
cosies—appurtenances of the breakfast-table that
stirred me to the very depths of delight when I first
set eyes on them as a child. It was at a mothers’
meeting, where I was the only male present. Thou-
sands of women sat round me, sewing and knitting

~ - things for a church bazaar. Much might be written

" about egg-cosies. Much might be said for and much

- against. They would be effective, however, only if

2
i

M

it were regarded as a point of honour not to look under
the cosy before choosing the egg. And the sense of
honour, they say, is a purely masculine attribute.
Children never had it, and women have lost it. I
do not know a single woman whom I would trust not
to look under an egg-cosy—not, at least, unless she
were forbidden eggs by the doctor. In that case,
; ANy egg would seem delicious, and she would seize
“i earest, irrespective of class or colour.
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This may not explain the connection between eggs
and Easter. But then neither does the Encyclopadia
Britannica. 1 have looked up both the article on
eggs and the article on Easter, and in neither of
them can I find anything more relevant than sach
remarks as that ' the eggs of the lizard are always
white or yellowish, and generally soft-shelled; but
the geckos and the green lizards lay hard-shelled
eggs,” or ** Gregory of Tours relates that in 577 there
was a doubt about Easter.” In order to learn some-
thing about Easter eggs one has to turn to some such
work as The Dictionary of Phrase and Fable, which
tells us that ** the practice of presenting eggs to our
{riends at Easter is Magian or Persian, and bears
allusion to the mundane egg, for which Ormuzd and
Ahriman were to contend till the consummation of
all things.” The advantage of reading T'it-Bifs is
that one gets to know hundreds of things like that.
‘The advantage of not reading T'-Bils is that one is
so ignorant of them that a piece of information of
this sort is as fresh and unexpected as the morning’s
news every Easter Monday. Next Easter, 1 [eel
sure, I shall look it up again. I shall have forgotten
all about the mundane egg, even if Ormuzd and
Ahriman have not. I shall be thinking more about
my breakfast egg. What a piece of work is man!
And yet many profound things might be said about
eggs, mundane or otherwise, I wish I could have
thought of them.

RoBerT Lynp.
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some passages in the book which hie was carrying
would show,

This singular person was General Gordon, and his
book was the Holy Bible,

GORDON AT 11OMI

Perhaps if he had been ready to make the most
of the wave of popularity which greeted hint on his
return—if he had advertised his fame, and, mnld
high circles, played the part of Chinese Gordon (n n
becoming manncr—the results would have leen
different. But he was by nature faronche; hls son!
revolted against dmncr -partics uml stift nhlrln, nnd
the of !
ladics—filled him wnh uneasiness, Hc had, besldes,
a decper dread of the world's contaminatlon.  And
s0, when he was appointed to Gravesend to suprrvisg
the erection of a system of forts at the mouth of
the Thames, he remained there quictly for six years,
and at last was almost forgotten, The nelghibourhnod
was a poverty-stricken one, and the kind coloned,
with his tripping step and simple manner, was soon
a familiar figure in it, chatting with the seamen,
taking provisions to starving families, or visiting
some bedndden old woman to light her fire,  1n was
particularly fond of boys. Ragged street aratn and
rough sailor-lads erowded about him. They were
made fres of his house and garden: they vieuted Lim
in the evenings for lessons and advice; he Lelped
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pause, while he stood in silence, surveying his
antagonists. Then it is said that Taha Shahin, the
Dongolawi, cried in a loud voice, “ Mala ‘oun el yom
yomek!"” (O cursed one, your time is come), and
plunged his spear into the Englishman’s body. His
only reply was a gesture of contempt. Another
spear transfixed him; he fell, and the swords of the
other three Dervishes instantly hacked him to death.
Thus, if we are to belicve the official chroniclers, in
the dignity of unresisting disdain, General Gorden
met his end. But it is only fitting that the last
moments of one whose whole life was passed in

diction should be involved in mystery and
doubt. Other witnesses told a very different story.
The man whom they saw die was not a saint but a
warrior. With intrepidity, with skill, with despera-
tion, he flew at his enernies. Vhen his pistol was
exhausted, he fought on with his sword; he forced
his way almost to the bottom of the staircase; and,
among a heap of corpses, only succumbed at length
to the sheer weight of the multitudes against him,

LyTTON STRACHEY.

ST. PAUL

Axoxc all the great men of antiquity there is none,
with the exception of Cicero, whom we may know
so intimately as Saul of Tarsus. The main facts of
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Jis career have been recorded by 2 contemporarys
who was probnbly his friend and {ravelling com-
anion. A collection of letters, addressed to the little
religious coxpmnnitics which he founded, reveals the
character of the writer 10 less than {he naturc O
his work. Alone among the first preachers o
Christianity, he stands before us as & living man.
We know very little in reality of Peter and James
and Johm, of Apollos and Barnabas. And of our
divine Master no biography can cver be written:
with St. Paul it is quite different. He is & gaint
without & juminous halo, His pcrsom‘d characteristics
arc oo distinct and 00 human to make idealisation
casy. Tor this reason he has never been the object
of popular devotion. Shadowy figures like St. Joseph
and St. Annc have been divinised and surrounded
with picturesque legends; but St Paul has been
spared the honour oF the ignominy of being coaxed
and wheedled by the picty of paganiscd Christianity.
No tender fairy-tales arc altached to his cult; he

possible 10 feel an active dislike for him. Lagarde
abuses him as & politician might vilify an opponent.
“It s monstrous ' (says he) * that men of any
historical training chould attach any jmportance
to this Paul. This outsider was & Pharisee from LopP
{0 toc even after he became & Christian n__and much
more to the same effect. Nictzsche describes him
as ¢ one of the most ambitious of men, whose super-
stition was only equalled by his cunning. A mucek
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tortured, much to be pitied man, an exceedingly
unpleasant person both to himself and to others. . . .
He has a great deal on his conscience. He alludes
to enmity, murder, sorcery, idolatry, impurity,
drunkenness, and the love of carousing.” Renan,
who could never have made himself ridiculous by
sach ebullitions as these, does not disguise his re-
pognance for the ** ugly little Jew," whose character
he can neither understand nor admire. These out-
bursts of personal animosity, so strange in modern
critics dealing with a personage of ancient history,
show bow vividly his figure stands out from the
canvas. There are very few historical characters
who arc alive enough to be hated. . . .

St. Paul did not betong to the upper class. He was
a working artisan, a “tent-maker,” who followed
one of the regular trades of the place. Perhaps, as
Deissmann thinks, the “large letters” of Gal. vi. 1x
imply that he wrote clumsily, like a working man
and pot like a scribe. The words indicate that he
usually dictated his letters. The Acts of Paul and
Thekla describe him as short and bald, with a hook
nose and beetling brows; there is nothing improbable
in this description. But he was far better educated
than the modern artisan. Not that a single quotation
from Menander (I. Cor. xv. 33} shows him to be a
good Greek scholar; an Englishman may quote “ One
touch of nature makes the whole world kin"’ without
being a Shakespearean. But he was well educated
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because he was the son of a strict Jew. A child in
such a home would learn by heart Jarge pieces of -the
Old Tcstamcnt, and, at the Synagogue school, all the
minuli@ of the Jewish Law. The pupil was not
allowed to write anything down; all was committed
to the memory, which in consequence pecame €X-
tremely retentive. The perfect pupil «1ost not 2
drop from his teacher's cistern.” At the age of about
fourteen the boy would be sent to Jerusalem, to
study under onc of the great Rabbis; in St. Paul’s
case it was Gamaliel. Under his tuition the young
Pharisee would learn t0 be a‘‘strong Churchman." cee

st. Paul cannot reproach himself with any slack-
ness during his novitiate. He threw himself into the
system with charactcristic ardour. Probably he
meant to be 2 Jerusalem Rabbi himself, gtill prac-
tising bis trade, as the Rabbis usually did. For he
was unmarried: and every Jew except 2 Rabbi was
expected to marry at or pefore the age of twenty-onc.

He suffered from some obscure physica\ trouble,
the nature 0 which we can only guess. 1t was prob-
ably epilepsy, & disease which is compatible with great
powers of cndurance and great mental cncrgys as is

roved by the cases of Julius Ceesar and Napoleon.
He was liable to mystical trances, in which some have
found 2 confirmation of the supposition that he was
epileptic. But these abnormal states were rare with
him; in writing to the Galatians he has to go back
fourteen years to the date when he was “ caught up
into the third heaven.” The visions and voices which
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attended his active ministry prove nothing about his
health, At that time anyone who underwent a
psychical experience for which he could 'n.oz account
believed that he was possessed by a spirit, good or
bad. It is significant that Tertullian, at the e_nd of
the second century, says that “almost the majority
of mankind derive their knowledge of God from
visions.” The impression that St. Paul makes upon
us is that of a man full of nervous energy and able
to endure an exceptional amount of privation and
hardstup. A curious indication, which has not been
noticed, is that, as he tells us himself, he five timeg
received the maximum number of lashes from Jewish
tribunals. These floggings in the Synagogues were
very severe, the operator being required to lay on
with his {full strength, There is evidence that in most
cases 2 much smaller number of strokes than the
full thirty-nine was inflicted, so as not to endanger
the life of the culprit. The other trials which he
mentions—three Roman scourgings, one stoning, a
day and night spent in battling with the waves after
shipwreck, would have worn out any constitution
not exceptionally tough.

We must bear in mind this terrible record of
suffering 1f we wish to estimate fairly the character
of the man. During his whole life afier his conversion
be was exposed not only to the hardships of travel,
sametimes in half-civilised districts, but to “al} the
cruelty of the fanaticiem which rages like a con-
sumung fire through the religious history of the East
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from the slaughter of Baal’s priests to the slaughter
of St. Stephen, and from the butcheries of Jews
at Alexandria under Caligula to the massacres of
Christians at Adana, Tarsus, and Antioch in the year
1909 >’ (Deissmann), It is one evil result of such
furious bigotry that it kindles hatred and resentment
in its victims, and tempts them to reprisals. St.
Paul does speak bitterly of his opponents, though
chiefly when he finds that they have injured his
converts, as in the letter to the Galatians. Modern
critics have exaggerated this element in a character
which does not seem to have been fierce or implacable:
He writes like a man engaged in a stern conflict
against enemies who will give no quarter, and who
shrink from no treachery. But the sharpest expression
that can be laid to his charge is the impatient, perhaps
half-humorous wish that the Judaisers who want to
circumcise the Galatians might be subjected to a
severer operation themselves (Gal. v. 12). The
dominant impression that he makes upon us is that
he was cast in a heroic mould. He is serenely in-
different to criticism and calumny; no power on
earth can turn him from his purpose. He has made
once for all a complete sacrifice of all earthly joys
and all earthly ties; he has broken (he, the devout
Jewish Catholic) with his Church and braved her
thunders; he has faced the opprobrium of being
called traitor, heretic, and apostate; he has “with-
stood to the face’ the Palestinian apostles who were
chosen by Jesus and held His commission; he has
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set his face to achieve, almost single-handed, the
conquest of the Roman Empire, o thing never
dreamed of by the Jerusalem Church; he is abso-
lately indifferent whether his mission will cost him
his life, or only involve a continuation of almost
intolerable hardship. It is this indomitable courage,
complete self-sacrifice, and single-minded devotion t¢
a magnificently audacious but not impracticable idea,
which constitutes the greatness of St. Paul’s charactes,
He was, with all this, a warm-hearted and affectionate
man, as he proves abundantly by the tone of his
letters. His personal religion was, in essence, a pure
mysticism; he worships a Christ whom he has ex-
perienced as a living presence in his soul. The mystic
who is also a man of action because he is a mystic,
wields a tremendous power over other men. Heis like
an invulnerable knight, fighting in magic armour.
Drax INGE.

NAPOLEON

As we think of Napoleon Bonaparte what a world of
visions and memories rises before the mind! Who
does not know the outward form of the greatest
conqueror and captain of modern times: the small,
almost dwarfish, figure, the rounded symmetry of
the head, the pale olive check and massive brow, the
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bewilderment at the union in one life and character
of so much grandeur and roguery, gold and alloy.
For those to whom psychological analysis is weari-
some he stands simply as the miraculous man of
action, who without assistance of wealth or station
mounted to the highest pinnacle of human fortune,
supplying by the weight of one transcendent example
a conclusive answer to the theory that the art and
mystery of politics is an esoteric thing, a perquisite
of pedigrees and privilege. The man of whom Madame
de Staél said, that “of all the inheritance of his
terrible power there remained only to the- human
race the deadly knowledge of some further secrets in
the art of tyranny,"* is also the child of the Revolution,
the most dazzling proof of his own democratic doctrine
that in every society a career should be open to talent.
And so long as men go to the past for the pathos and
romance of great vicissitudes of fortune, or for the
sertous interest of feats of statesmanship, or for
documents of human power and resolve, or for the
more elusive secrets of the passionate temperament,
or else that they may win an insight into the haman
forces which move the world, they will continue to
study the life of Napoleon, and to find in it at the
very least a story as wonderful as those of the giants
and faides, and at the most the greatest explosion of
human energy which in modern times has alteced the
politics of civilised man,
Herezrt FISHER.
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M. CLEMENCEAU AT THE PEACE
CONFERENCE

Tur figute and bearing of Clemenceatt are universally
familiar. At the Council of TFour he wore a square- ’
{ailed coat of very good, thick black broad-cloth, and

cudde gloves; his boots were of thick black leather,
very good, but of 2 country style, and sometimes
fastened in {ront, curiously, by 2 buckle instead of
1aces. His scat in the room in the Presidcnt's house,
where the regular meetings of the Council of Four
were held (as distinguished from the private and un-
attended conferences in 2 smaller chamber below),
\was On @ square procaded chair in the middle of the
semi-circle {acing the fire-place, with Signor Orlando

fire-place on his right. He carried no papers and no
portfotio, and Wwas unattended bY any persond

secretary, though several Trench ministers and
officials appropriate to the particular matter in
hand would be present round him. His walk, his
hand, and his voice were not lacking in vigour, but
he bore nevertheless, especially after the attempt
upon him, the aspect of a very old man conserving
his strength for important occasions.  Hie spok!
seldom, leaving the initial statement of the Frenc!
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case to his ministers or officials; he closed his eyes
often, and sat back in his chair with an impassive
face of parchment, his grey gloved hands clasped in
{ront of him. A short sentence, decisive or cynical,
was generally sufficient, a question, an unqualified
abandonment of his ministers, whose face would not
be saved, or a display of obstinacy reinforced by a
few words in a piquantly delivered English. But
speech and passion were not lacking when they were
wanted, and the sudden outburst of words, often
followed by & fit of deep coughing from the chest,
produced their impression rather by force and
surprise than by persuasion.

Not infrequently Mr. Lloyd George, after deliver-
ing a speech in English, would, during the period of
its interpretation into French, cross the hearth-rug
to the President to reinforce his case by some ad
hominems argument in private conversation, or to
sound the ground for a compromise,—and this would
sometimes be the signal for a general upheaval and
disorder. The President’s advisers would press round
him, a moment later the British experts would dribble
across to learn the result or see that all was well, and
next the French would be there, a little suspicions
lest the others were arranging something behind
them, until all the room were on their feet and con-
versation was general in both languages, My last
and most vivid impression is of such a scene—tha
President and the Prime Minister as the centre of 2
surging mob and a babel of sound, a welter of eager,
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nprompm comp\‘omisc.s, all sound and fury signify-
ng nothing, oB what was an unreal question anyhow,
Yo great issues of the morning's meeling forgotten
and ncg\cctcd; and Clemenceath silent and aloof on
the outskirts—for nothing which touched the security
of France WS {omz\\‘d-»thmncd, in his grey gloves,
on his procaded chair, dry in soul and empty of hope,
very old and tived, but surveying {he scene with 2
cynical and almost impish 155 and when at last
cilonce Was restored and the company had returne

{o their places: it was 1o discover that he he

d‘\sappcarcd.

Joun MAYNARD KEYNES.

THE GOOD DUKE
(A SATIRICAL PORTRAIT)

Tug cannon isnot the sole surviving relic of the Good
Duke's rule. Turn where you please on his islan

domain, memories of that charming and incisive per-
sonality will meet your ¢ye¢ and car; memorics i
stone——sc\mo\s, convents, decayed castles and bathing
chalets, memorics in the spoken word-—-—provcrbs
attributed to him, legends and traditions of his sagd-
city that still linger aMOnE {he populace. In the days
of the Duke: so Tuns & local saying, much aswe speak
of the “good old times.” His amiable 1n\\g\ucr-\oving
ghost pervades (he capital to this hour. His pleas:
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guiding motive of Bis govermance. In exenyy
whereof he would pomnt to bus methad of alecting
taxes—a marvel of simpldty. Each ctizen pad
what be liked. If the sum proved insufficient he was
apprised of the fact next morning by having hus lelt
hand amputated: a second emor of judgment—it
bappened rather seldom—was rectified by the mutdas
tion of the remaiming member. “Never argue with
inferiors,” was one of His Highness's most onginal
and pregnant remarks, and 1t was observed that,
whether he condescended to argue or not, he generally
gained his point without undue loss of time.

“1t's so simple,” he would say to those perplexed
potentates who flocked to lum from the mainland
for advice on administrative questions. *So simplo}
One knock to each nail. And keep smiling,”
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and neg\ectcd; and Clemenceay, silent and aloof on
the outskirts—ior nothing which touched the security
of France was iorward-—-throned, in his grey gloves,
on his brocaded chair, dry in soul and empty of hope,
yery old and tired, but surveying the scene with 2
cynical and almost jmpish air; and when at last
silence was restored and the company had returnc
to their places it was to discover that he had
disappeared-
Joun MAYNARD KEYNES.

THE GOOD DUKE

(A SATIRICAL PORTRAIT)

THE cannonis not the sole SUrviving relic of the Good
Duke's rule. Turn where you please on his istand
domain, memories of that charming and incisive per-
conality will meet your €ye and ear; memories it
stone——schools, convents, decayed castles and bathing
chalets; memories in the spoken word———proverbs
attributed to him, legends and traditions of his saga-
city that still linger among the populace. In the days
of the Duke: so runs @ local saying, much as we speak
of the “ good old times.” His amiable laughter—loving
ghost pervades the capital to this hour. His pleas-
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antries still resound among those crumbling theatres
and galleries. That gleeful devilry of his, compounded
of blood and sunshine, is the epitome of Nepenthe.
He is the scarlet thread running through its annals,
An incarnation of all that was best in the age, he
identified, for wellnigh half a century, his interests
with those of his faithful subjects,

He meditated no coaquests. It sufficed him to gain
2rd to rethin the afiection of men in whose eyes he
was ot so much a prince, a feudal lord, as an indul
gent and doting father. He was the ideal despot, a
man of wide culture and simple tastes. “A smile,”
be used to say, “ will sway the Universe.” Simphcity
he declared 10 be the keynote of his nature, the
guiding motive of his governance. In exemplification
whereol he wonld point to his method of collecting
taxes—a marvel of simplicity. Each citizen paid
what be liked. If the sum proved insufficient he was
apprised of the fact next moming by having his left
hand amputated; a second error of judgment—it
tappened rather seldom-—was rectified by the mutila-
tion of the remaining member. “Never argue with
inferiors,” was one of His Highness's most original
and pregnant remarks, and 1t was observed that,
whether he condescended to argue or not, he generaily
gained his point without undue loss of time.

“It’s so simple,” he would say to those perplexed
potentates who flocked to him from the mainland
for advice on administrative questions. " So sumple!
One knock to each nail. And keep smiling.”
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Education a list containing the names of unsatis-
factory scholars of either sex, it was his custom to
hoist 2 flag on 2 certain hill-top; this was a signal
for the Barbary pirates, who then infested the neigh-
bouring ocean, 10 set sail for the istand and buy up
these perverse children, at purely nominal rates, for
the slave-markets of Stamboul and Argier. They were
sold ignominiously—by weight and not by the picoe—
to mark his unqualified disapproval of talking and
scribbling on blotting-pads during school hours. . . .
His predecessors, intent only upon their pleasures,
had given no thought to the possibility of a hostile
invasion of their fair domain. But the Goad Duke,
despite his popularity, was {requently heard to guote
with approval that wise old adage which runs “In
peace, prepare for war.” Convinced of the instability
of all mundane affairs and being, morcover, a man of
original notions as well as something of an artist in
costumery, he was led to create that picturesque body
of men, the local Militia, which survives to this day
and would alone entitle him to the grateful notice
of posterity. These elegant warriors, be calculated,
wonld serve both for the purpose of infusing terror
into the minds of patential enemmes, and of acting as
a decorative body-guard to enhance his own public
appearances on gala days. He threw his whole soul
into the enterprise. After the corps had been duly
established, he amused himself by drilling them on
Sunday afternoons and modelling new buttons for
their uniforms; to give them the requisite military
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stamina he over-fed and starved them by turns,
wrapped them in sheepskin overcoats for long route
marches in July, exercised them in sham fights with
live grapeshot and unblunted stilettos and otherwise
thinned their ranks of undesirables, and hardened
their physique by forcing them to escalade horrible

recipices at midnight on horseback. He was 2
martinet; he knew it; he gloried in the distinction.
“All the world loves 2 disciplinarizm," he was wont
{o say-

Nevertheless, like many great princes, he realised
that po\itical reasons might counsel at times an
abatement of rigour. He could relent and show
mercy. He could interpose his authority in favour
of the condemned.

He relented on one celebrated occasion which more
than any other helped to gain for him the epithet of
“The Good"'—when 20t entire squadron of the Militia
was condemned to death for some supposed mistake
in giving the salute. The record, unfortunately, is
somewhat involved in obscurity and bard to dis-
entangle; SO much is clear, however, that the sentence
was duly promulgated and carried into effect within
half an hour- Then comes the moot question of the
officer in command who Was obviously destined for
execution with the rest of his men and who now
profited, as events proved, by the clemency of the
Good Duke. It appears that this individual, noted
for a childlike horror of bloodshed (especially when
practised on his own person), had unaccountably
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absented himself from the ceremony at the last
moment—slipping out of the ranks in order, as he
said, to bid a last farewell to his two aged and
widowed parents. He was discovered in a wine-shap
and brought before a hastily summoned Court-martial,
There his old military courage seems to have returned
to him. He demonstrated by a reference to the in-
structions laid down in the Militiaman’s Year-book
that no mistake in saluting had been made, that his
men had therefore been wrongfully convicted and
itlegally executed and that he, a fortiori, was innocent
of any felonious intent. The Court, while approving
his arguments, condemned him none the less to the
indignity of a double decapitation for the offence of
leaving his post without a signed permit from His
Highness.

It was at this point that the Good Duke interposed
on his behalf, He rescinded the decree; in other
words, he relented. “Enough of bloodshed for one
day,” he was heard to remark, quite simply.

This speech was one of his happiest inspirations,
Instantly it cchoed from mouth to mouth; from end
1o end of his domini Enough of bloodshed for one
day! That showed his true heart, the people declared.
Erough of bloodshed! Their enthusiasm grew wilder
when, in an access of princely graciousness, he repaired
the lamentable excess of zeal by pinning the Order of
the Golden Vine to the offending officer’s breast; it
rose to a veritable frenzy as soon as they learned that,
by Letters Patent, the entire defunct squadron had

c
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been posthumously ennobled. And this is only one of
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totem of the Wa-Tavets; there the gaudy floaters
spread their wings; there all the beauty of the forest
flowered, expanding under the light of the sun. Down
below in the deep silence, I became conscious of a
hidden energy, of the thin sap straining upwards, of
everything reaching upwards. .

I walked a little way into Qhe ionst until I became
aware of the sound of running water, and at length
pushed my way to the bank of a swift stream. This
was the Lumi, a brown river rushing between steep
banks, At the point where I struck it the water
swirled into a deep pool, and the sunlight, which here
beat vertically upon its surface through the parting
of the trees, showed a bottom of tawny sand dappled
with Jight which tempted me to bathe, While I was
standing here entranced with that race of brown
water and its noise, another sound came to my ears,
the beating of a distant drum. Over there somewhere
in the heart of the forest an N'goma was being held.
How far away it might be I could not guess, but it
was a thrilling sound that would not let me be until
T had traced it to its source. The only thing about its
direction that was certain was that it lay somewhere’
beyond the river.

In three places I tried to make 2 crossing, and once,
indeed, I thought I had succeeded, only to find that
the arm which I had crossed was nothing more than
a creek or backwater of the main stream. It seemed
that the river here made a loop, and that the sound
of drumming came from the middle of the peninsula



been meant for a bridge. 1 crossed it, though this
was no easy matter, and thrusting again into the
forest, found that the peninsula was nothing more
than 2 great gwamp full of marshy air. - Trom
among the trunks of the greater trees all under-
owth had been cleared away and bananas had
been plzmtcd in thousands. In their struggle 10 reach
the sun these p\anta.tions had grown to 2 great height,
and their flat fleshy leaves chut out the little light
which filtered through. It was a strange and gloomy
place, in which one gasped for air. The soil was
oozy and black and trodden with such a maze of
twisting paths that one could not tell where to g0-
For a mile or 0 1 steered by the sound of drum-
ming, which never ceased, and I cannot say that it
ever seemed 0 grow nearer. 1t seemed that one could
wander for hours and hours 1 this forest and never
find a village. But at last 1 saw between the trees
a moving procession; 2 small naked boy driving 2
herd of nearly @ hundred goats. 1n his hand he carried
a little spear- Now, at any raté 1 argued, I must be
near some village, for the udders of the goats were
full, and they were surely being driven home to be
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with the conventional * Habari gani? " * What's
the news?”" “M'zuri” . .. *“ Good,” saysbe. And
we left it at that.

1 followed the oozy path which he was taking,
and then, all of a sudden, became aware that the
drumming was very near. And now there was another
sound, the shrill scream of a woman in pain. My
small herdsman took no heed of these things: he
had more serious work in hand, It was so dark
beneath the flat banana leaves that I could scarcely
see. I had come to a little clearing in the forest in
the centre of which the drummer stood. He was a
man of middle age, and beat with his hands upon
a goatskin stretched over a tree-trunk hollowed by
fire which he held between his knees. The rhythm
which he hammered out upon this drum, and which
never changed, although the vehemence of his beating
was often varied, was what musicians call * three-
eight” time; a succession of galloping triplets,
almost continuous, with the faintest possible emphasis
on the first nate of every three. While he played
his drum he sang to a tune as monotonous as his
rhythm certain words which did not resemble any
sounds in Ki-Swabili which I knew. At hus side a
younger boy crouched, beating out the same rhythm
upon an empty German petrol tin, while a second
child, standing beside the drum, supplied a sort of
syncopated accompaniment to his father’s drumming.
None of these male performers seemed to take the
business very seriously; the man smiled at me, and
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the boys stared, though their hands were still busy.
But with the women, of whom there were a great
many more, the dance was a far more serious affair.
Perhaps there were twenty of them of every age
from puberty to extreme old age. They were almost
naked, and not one of them could have been con-
sidered physically attractive in any degree apart
from one young girl, decorated as a bride, whose
body had a certain yielding grace. It was she, poor
thing, whom I had heard screaming in the depths
of the wood. When I came near to their circle she was
just recovering from the ecstasy into which she had
been thrown. She lifted herself from the ground
and staggered in a dazed fashion to the line of other
women, taking her place next to an ancient creature
who was working her withered hips as though the
whole thing were an unconscionable bore which it
was her duty to countenance. But the wretched girl
at her side could not treat the matter so lightly. She
had a ridiculously small shaven head, which reminded
me of the heads of the Mantis family of insects—sc
small that only an insect’s intelligence could hidc
within it. It was this head which she began to mow
in time to the drum music, and with her head he
whole body swayed. Then, one by one, the differen
parts of her body took up the rhythm, gently at firs
but later with a devastating intensity until, at las
the whole organism was possessed by that ove
mastering music, and to the movements whi
marked the bars was added a series of subordina
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twitches repi ing the bar’s notes,
so that the woman's body was nothing but a mass
of ghastly quivering muscles. Perhaps it was the
stifling air of the place imprisoned by the flat banana
leaves, perhaps the slightly sickening edour of black
flesh, and above all that devilish rhythm from which
there was no escape, but in any case I experienced a
feeling very near to physical nausea. And the woman
was suffering too. She clutched at her breasts, with
hands that were not her own, as though she must
try to tear the devil from her; and then there was
wrung from her lips a shrill shuddering ery which
was like no human voice. She fell to the ground,
and lay there still twitching. But even then the music
would not let her be. It seemed as if she could not
more utterly surrender herself to its possession, and
yet some impulse forced her to crawl towards the
drum itself and thrust her tortured head within the
hollow trunk beneath it.

Even on a the awiul y of the
rhythm had bcgun to exercise some hypnotic effect,
It scemed as if the business could not go on much
longer without something happening beyond one’s
strict control. There could be no other end to it
1 remembered suddenly certain meadows of my
childhood where there was a water-wheel, and a
most placid mill-pond, spanned in its narrowest
part by a bridge of planking. I remembered how I
used to stand at one end of the plank and sct it
vibrating, gently at first, and then, little by little,

.




minutes afterwards the muscles © the possessed
cont'mued to fwitch, and then, at last, che gave &

The man gave me a courteous greeting. 1 asked
him what kind of N'gom? this might be- A devil
dance, said he. His speech Was very difficult for me
to anderstand; but at length T realised that the devil
which they were exOTCising, the devil which was

women in the cries which they uttered, was the devil

little company looked, and the awful atmosphere of
that village W2° porne in on Me in the picture® of
this small community living miserably in the twilight
of their banana swamp, stubbornly fighting an enemy
from whom they could never escape- Under the flat
banana leaves it was now growing very dark: the

1 was glad to leave them and their horrot, forin 2
little while mosquitoes would take the air, and 1 was
not eager to try conclusions with their devil.
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When 1 emerged from the stifling atmosphere of
the forest, T found that it was a good deal earlier
than I had imagined under the shadows of the trees,
It was not nearly sunset, and yet the sun had sunk
so low that the land was wrapped in a mellow light,
having reachied that hour of the day which is most
grateful in the tropics, when to all living things that
have lain prostrate beneath the sun’s power there
comnes a sudden and sweet relief,

In this delightful hour I set off again up the slope
towards Taveta, which lay very small and flat beneath
the cdge of wooded hills. At first I did not guess
the reason for this change of perspective, for the place
seemed much humbler than when I had left jt—but
suddenly I realised that since I had been away the
foothills had become darker, and more plain; and
as J walked onwards through the swamp the curtains
of mist were very gently lifted, disclosing blue forest
Jawns which I had not imagined to be there. These
foothills, it seemed, were greater far than I had sup-
posed, Qut of the mist range after range materialised,
until, through those dissolving veils there loomed a
shape far mightier than any which my brain muld
have conceived: Kilimanj the greatest
of all Africa. Now that the sun had quite gone from
our lowly sight, the glaciers of the fluted crater of
Kibo shone with an amazing whiteness, while the
snows of the sister peak, Mawenzi, were cold in shade.

The magnitude of these lovely shapes was over-
whelming, for they do not rise, as do the other African
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feet. It is about five or six thousand feet high, and
it stands right up and along the northern shore of
the lake of Brienz. I began the ascent.

Spongy meads, that soughed under the feet and
grew steeper as one rose, took up the first few hundred
feet. Little rivulets of mere dampness ran in among
the under moss, and such very small hidden flowers
as there were drooped with the surfeit of moistare.
The rain was now indistinguishable from a mist,
and indeed I had come so near to the level belt of
cloud, that already its gloom was exchanged for that
diffused light which fills vapours from within and
lends them their mystery. A belt of thick brushwood
and low trees lay before me, clinging to the slope,
and as I pushed with great dificulty and many torns
to right and left through its tangle a wisp of cloud
enveloped me, and from that time on I was now in,
now out, of a deceptive drifting fog, in which it was
most difficult to gange one’s progress.

Now and then a higher mass of rock, a peak on
the ridge, would show clear through a corridor of
cloud and be hidden again; also at times I would
stand hesitating before 2 sharp wall or slab, and wait
for a shifting of the fog to make sure of the best way
round. I struck what might have been a loose path
or perhaps only a gully; lost it again and found it
again. In one place I dJimbed up 2 jagged surface
for fifty feet, only to find when it cleared that it was
no part of the general ascent, but a mere obstacle
which might have been outflanked. At another time
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I stopped for a good quarter of an hour at an edge.
that might have been an indefinite fall of smooth.
rock, but that turned out to be a short drop, casy for
a man, and not much longer than my body. So I
went upwards always, drenched and doubting, and
not sure of the height I had reached at any time. .

At last I came to a place where a smooth stone lay
between two pillared monoliths, as though it had been
put there for a bench. Though all around me was
dense mist, yet I could see above me the vague shape
of a summit looming quite near. So I said to myself—

I will sit here and wait till it grows lighter and
clearer, for I must now be within two or three hundred
feet of the top of the ridge, and as anything at all

may be on the other side, I had best go carefully :md
knowing my way."”

So I sat down facing the way I had to go and lookmg
upwards, till a movement of the air might show me
against a clear sky the line of the ridge, and so let
me estimate the work that remained to do. I kept
my cyes fixed on the point where I judged the sky-
line to lie, lest I should miss some sudden gleam
revealing it; and as I sat there I grew mournful
and began to consider the folly of climbing this great
height on an empty stomach. The soldiers of the
Republic fought their battles often before breakfast,
but never, I think, without having drunk warm
coffee, and no one should attempt great efforts with-
out some such refreshment before starting. Indeed,
my fasting, and the rare thin air of the height, the
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chill and the dampness that had soaked my thin
clothes through and through, quite lowered my
blood and left it piano, whimpering and imresolute.
1 shivered and demanded the sun.

Then T bethought me of the hunk of bread I had
stolen, and pulling it out of my haversack I began
to munch that ungrateful breakfast. It was hard and
stale, and gave me little sustenance; I still gazed
upwards into the uniform meaningless light fog,
looking for the ridge.

Suddenly, with no warning to prepare the mind,
a faint but distinct wind blew upon me, the mist
rose in a wreath backwards and upwards, and I was
looking through clear immensity, not at any ridge,
but over an awful gulf at great white fields of death,
The Alps were right upon rme and before me, aver-

and ing empty d d dis-
tances of air. Between them and me wasa narrmv
dreadful space of nothingness and silence, and a
sheer mile below us both, a floor to that prodigious
hollow, lay the little lake.

My stone had not been a halting-place at all, but
was itself the summit of the ridge, and those two
rocks on either side of it framed a notch upon the
very edge and sky-line of the high hills of Brienz.

Surprise and wonder had not time to {form in my
spirit before bath were swallowed up by fear. The
proximity of that immense wall of cold, the Alps,
secen thus full from the level of its middle height and
comprehended as it cannot be from the depths;
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s suggestion of something never changing through-
at eternity—yet dead—was a threat to the eager
ind. They, the vast Alps, all wrapped round in
:e, frozen, and their immobility enhanced by the
lclicate, roaming veils which (as from an attraction)
1overed in their hollows, seemed to halt the process
of living. And the living soul whom they thus
perturbed was supported by no companionship.
There were no trees or blades of grass around me,
only the uneven and primal stones of that height.
There were no birds in the gulf; there was no sound,
And the whiteness of the glaciers, the blackness of
the snow-streaked rocks beyond, was glistening and
unsoftened. There had come something evil into
their sublimity. I was afraid.

Nor could I bear to look downwards. The slope
was in no way a danger. A man could walk up it
without often using his hands, and a man could go
down it slowly without any direct fall, though here
and there he would have to turn round at each dip
or step and hold with his hands and feel a little for
his foothold. I suppose the general slope, down,
down, to where the green began was not sixty
degrees, but have you ever tried looking down five
thousand feet at sixty degrees? It drags the mind
after it, and I could not bear to begin the descent.

However I reasoned with myself. I said to myself
that a man should only be afraid of real dangers.
That nightmare was not for the daylight. That there
was now no mist but a warm sun. Then choosing a
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gully where water sometimes ran, but pow dry, I
warily began to descend, using my staff and leaning
well backwards.

Tkere was this disturbing thing aboat the golly,
that it went in steps, and before each step on= saw
the sky just a y2rd or two ahead: one lost the com-
forting sight of earth. Ore knew, of course, that it
wonld ezly be a little drop, and that the slope world
begin agzin, but it disturbed one. And it is a trial
to drop or clamber dowm, say fourteen or fifteen feet,
sametimes twenty, and then to find no flat footkold
but that eternal steep beginning again. . . .

I went very slowly. Wken I was abont half-way
down and had come to a place where a shoulder of
heaped rock stood on my left and where little parallel
Tedges led up to it, having grown accustomed to the
descent and easier in my mind, I sat down on 2 slab
and drew imperfectly the thirgs I saw: the Iake
below me, the first forests clinging to the foot of tha
Alps beyord, their highest slopes of snow, and the
clouds that had now begun to gather roued them
and that 2ltogether hid the last third of their
enormons beight.

Then I saw a steamer on the lake. T felt in tovch
with men. The slope grew easier. I snapped my
fingers at the great devils that hacat high monntains.
I sniffed the gross acd comfortable 2ir of the lower
valleys. T entered the belt of wood and was soon
going quite 2 pace throngh the trees, for I kad fouzd
a path, and was cow able to sing. SoI did.



2

Atlast1saV through the trunks, bu af
cot beloW me, i

left the path and
came t0 2 wall which 1 climbed, and found myself
. ‘< an 7
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bracing in a feeling of intimate, equal fellowship the
shxp and the man, backing each other against the
if dissembled, hoshmy of their
world of waters. The sea—this truth must be con-
{essed—has po generosity. No display of manly
qualities—courage, hardihood, endurance, faithful-
ness—has ever been known to toech its irresponsible
conscionsness of power. The ocean has the conscience-
less temper of a savage autocrat spoiled by much
adalation. He cannot brook the nghtﬁt appearance
of deh. and has
enemy of ships and men ever since shxps and men
had the unheard-of andacity to go afloat together in
the face of his frown. From that day he has gone on
swallowing up fleets and men withont his resentment
being glutted by the number of victims—by so many
wrecked ships and wrecked lives. To-day, as ever,
he is ready to beguile and betray, to smash and to
drown the incorrigible optimism of men who, backed
by the fidelity of ships, are trying to wrest from him
the forture of their honse, the dominion of their
world, or only a dole of food for their hunger. If
not always in the hot mood to smash, he is always
stealthily ready for a drowning, The most amazing
wonder of the deep is its unfathomable cruelty.

I felt its dread for the first time in mid-Atlantic one
day, many years ago, when we took off the crew of a
Danish brig homeward bound from the West Indies.
A thin, silvery mist softeced the calm and majestic
splendour of light without shadows—seemed to render




the sky less remote and the oceal less immense- It
was one of the days, when the might of the sea appears

along. The peace of that enchanting forenoon was SO
proiound, S0 untroubled, that it seemed that every
word pronounced joudly on out deck would penetrate
to the very heart of that infinite mystery porn from
the conjunction of water and sky- We did not raise
our voices. “A water-logged derelict, 1 think, sir,”
said the second officer quietly, coming down from
aloft with the binoculars in their casé slung across
his shoulders: and our captain, without 2 word,
signed for the helmsman to steer for the black speck.
Presently We made out 2 low, jageed stump sticking
up forward——all that remained of her departed masts.

The captain was expatiating inalow conversational
tone to the chief mate upon the danger of these

in a most extraordinary voice—a voice never heard
pefore in our chip; the amazing voice of 2 stranger
Tt gave the signal for @ sudden tumult of shouts. The
watch below ran up the forecastle head in a bodys th
cook dashed out of the galley. Everybody saw th
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poor fellows now. They were there! And all at once
our ship, which had the well-earned name of being
without a rival for speed in light winds, seemed to
us to have lost the power of motion, as if the sea,
becoming viscous, had dung to her sxda& And yet
she moved. I , the i

of a ship's life, chose lhal day to breathe upon her
as gently as a sleeping child. The clamour of our
excitement had died out, and our living ship, famous
fer never losing steerage way as long as there was
air enough to float a feather, stole, without a ripple,
silent and white as a ghost, towards her mutilated
and wounded sister, come upon at the point of death
in the sunlit haze of a calm sea.

With the binoculars glued to his eyes, the captain
said in a quavering tone: “They are waving to us
with something aft there.” He put down the glasses
on the skylight brusquely, and began to walk about
the poop. “A shirt or a flag,” he ejaculated irritably.
“Can’t make it out . . . some damn rag or other!”
He took a few more turns on the poop, glancing down
over the rail now and then to see how fast we were
moving. His nervous footsteps rang sharply in the
quiet of the ship, where the other men, all looking
the same way, had forgotten themselves in a star-
ing immobility. *This will never do!” he cried
out suddenly. “Lower the boats at once! Down
with them!”

Before 1 jurnped into mine he took me aside, as
being an inexperienced junior, for 2 word of warning:
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“You look out as you come alongside that she
doesn’t take you down with her. You understand?”

He murmured this confidentially, so that none of
the men at the falls should overhear, and I was
shocked. “Heavens! as if in such an emergency one
stopped to think of danger!” I exclaimed to myself
mentally, in scorn of such cold-blooded caution.

It takes many lessons to make a real seaman, and
1 got my rebuke at once. My experienced commander
seemed in one searching glance to read my thoughts
on my ingenuous face.

“ What you're going for is to save life, not to
drown your boat’s crew for nothing,” he growled
severely in my ear. But as we shoved off he leaned
over and cried out: ‘It all rests on the power of
your arms, men. Give way for life! ”

We made a race of it, and I would never have
believed that a common boat’s crew of a merchant-
man could keep up so much determined fierceness
in the regular swing of their stroke. What our
captain had clearly perceived before we left had
become plain to all of us since. The issue of our enter-
prise hung on a hair above that abyss of waters which
will not give up its dead till the Day of Judgment.
It was a race of two ship's boats matched against
Death for a prize of nine men's lives, and Death had
a long start. We saw the crew of the brig from afar
working at the pumps—still pumping on that wreck,
which already had scttled so far down that the gentle,
low swell, over which our boats rose and fell easily
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without a check to their speed, welling up almost
level with her head-rails, plucked at the ends of
broken gear swinging desolately under her naked
bowsprit.

We could not, in all conscience, have picked out
a better day for our regatta had we had the free choice
of all the days that ever dawned upon the lonely
struggles and solitary agonies of ships since the
Norse rovers first steered to the westward against
the run of Atlantic waves. It was a very good race.
At the finish there was not an oar’s length between
the first and second boat, with Death coming in a
good third on the top of the very next smooth swell,
for all we knew to the contrary. The scuppers of
the brig gurgled softly all together when the water
rising against her sides subsided sleepily with a low
wash, as if playing about an immovable rock. Her
bulwarks were gone fore and aft, and one saw her
bare deck low-lying like a raft and swept clean of
boats, spars, houses—of everything except the ring-
bolts and the heads of the pumps. 1 had one dismal
glimpse of it as I braced myself up to receive upon
my breast the last man to leave her, the captain,
who literally let himself fall into my arms.

It had been a weirdly silent rescue—a rescue
without a hail, without a single uttered word, with-
out a gesture or a sign, without a conscious exchange
of glances, Up to the very last moment those gn
board stuck to their pumps, which spouted two clear
streams of water upon their bare feet, Their brown
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skin showed tbrough fiwe rents of their shirs; ad
the two small bunches of hali-naked, tattered m=
went on bowing from the waist to each other in this
back-breaking labour, np znd down, zbsorbed, Wi
no time for a glance over ihe shoulder at thekss
that was coming to them. As-we dasbed, mregarésl

alongside a voice let ont one hoarss howi of commezd,

and then, just as they-stood, withour ceps, with &2
salt drying grey in the ~wrinkles znd Jolds of &=
hairy, haggard faces, blinking stopidly at us £
red eyelids, they made a bnlt*a\\.:::m he hands,
tottering and jostling against .szch oiier, and ¥=-
tively flung themselves puwer: TECR T =
The clatter thev madr"
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at the life of my choice. Its illusions were gone, but
its fascination remained. I had become a seaman
at last,

Jostrr Coxrap.

A ROUGH PASSAGE

My voyage from the middle island was wild. The
morning was so stormy, that in ordinary circum-
stances 1 would not have attempted the passage,
but as I had arranged to travel with a curagh that
was coming over {or the parish priest—who is to
hold stations on Inishmaan—1 did not like to
draw back.

1 went out in the morning and walked up to the
cliffs as usual. Several men I fell in with shook their
heads when I told them I was going away, and said
they doubted if a curagh could cross the sound with
the sea that was in it.

When 1 went back to the cottage I found the
curate had just come across from the south istand,
and bad had a worse passage than any he had
yet experienced.

The tide was to turn at two o'clock, and after that
it was thought the sea would be calmer, as the wind
and the waves would be running from the same
point. We sat about in the kitchen all the morning,
with men coming in every few minutes to give their



opinion whether the passage chould be attempteds
and at what points the sea Was likely to be at.
sts worst. '
At last it WaS decided we should £0s and 1 started
for the pier in a Wi i i
howling in the walls. The schoolmaster and a priest
who was t0 have gone with me came out as 1 was
assing through the village and advised me not to
make the passage: gt my crew had gone oD towards
the sea, and thought it better to 80 after them. The
cldest son of the family was coming with me, a0
considered that the old man, who knew the waves
petter than 1 did, would not send out his son if there

fecling of dejection came over me-

The old man gave me his view of the use of fear:

« A man Who js not afraid of the sea will soont be
drowndcd," he said, « for he will be going out on @
day he chouldn’t. But we do be afraid of the s¢&

the wind.
The crew carried down the curagh, and then stood
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under the lee of the pier tying on their hats with
string and drawing on their oilskins.

They tested the braces of the oars, and the oar-pins,
and everything in the curagh with a care 1 had not
yet seen them give to anything, then my bag was
lifted in, and we were teady. Besides the four men
of the crew 2 man was going with us who wanted a
passage to this island. As he was scrambling into the
bow, an old man stood forward from the crowd.

“Din’t take that man with you,” he said. *Last
week they were taking him to Clare and the whole
of them were near drownded. Another day he went
to Inisheer and they broke three ribs of the curagh
and they coming back. There is not the like of him
for {ll-luck in the three islands.”

“The divil choke your old gob,” said the man,
“ you will be tatking.”

We set off. It was a four-oared curagh, and I was
given the last seat 5o 2s to leave the stem for the man
whe was steering with an car, worked at right angles
to the others by an extra thole-pin in the stem
gunwale.

When we had gone about a hundred yards they
ran up a bit of a sail in the bow, and the pace became
extraordinarily rapid.

The shower had passed over and the wind had
fallen; but large, magnificently brilliant waves were
rolling down on us at right angles to our course.

Every instant the steersman whirled us round with
a sudden stroke of his oar, the prow reared up and
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then fell into the next furrow with a crash, throwing
up masses of spray. As it did so, the stern in its turn
was thrown up, and both the steersman—who let
go his oar and clung with both hands to the gunwale
—and myself were lifted high up above the sea.

The wave passed, we regained our course and rowed
violently for a few yards, when the same manceuvre
had to be repeated. As we worked out into the sound
we began to meet another class of wave, that could
be seen for some distance towering above the rest,

When one of these came in sight, the first effort
was to get beyond its reach. The steersman began
crying out in Gaelic, “ Siubhal, siubhal” (Run,
run), and sometimes, when the mass was gliding
towards us with horrible speed, his voice rose to a
shriek. Then the rowers themselves took up the cry,
and the curagh seemed to leap and quiver with the
frantic terror of a beast till the wave passed behind
it or fell with a crash beside the stern.

It was in this racing with the waves that our
chief danger lay. If the wave could be avoided, it
was better to do so; but if it overtook us while we
were trying to escape, and caught us on the broad-
side, our destruction was certain. I could see the
steersman quivering with the excitement of his task,
for any error in his judgment would have swamped us.

We had one narrow escape. A wave appeared high
above the rest, and there was the usual moment of
intense exertion. It was of no use, and in an instant
the wave seemed to be hurling itself upon us. With
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a yell of rage the steersman struggled with his oar
to bring our prow to meet it, He had almost succeeded
when there was a crash and 2 rush of water round us.
I felt as if I had been struck upon the back with
knotted ropes. White foam gurgled round my knees
and eyes. The curagh reared up, swaying and
trembling for a moment, and then fell safely into
the furrow.

‘This was our worst moment, though more than
once, when several waves came so closely together
that we had no time to regain control of the curagh
between them, we had some dangerous work. Our
lives depended upon the skill and courage of the
men, as the life of the rider or swimmer is often in
his own hands, and the excitement of the struggle
was too great to allow time for fear,

I enjoyed the passage; down in this shallow trough
of canvas that bent and trembled with the motion
of the men, I had a far more intimate feeling of the
glory and power of the waves than I have even
known in a steamer.

J. M. Svxnce,



FOURTH SECTION
CONVERSATION ;

QUEEN VICTORIA

WrEN the company was reassembled in the drawing-
room the etiquette was stiff. For a few minutes the
Queen spoke in turn to each one of her guests; and
during these short uneasy colloquies the aridity of
royalty was apt to become painfully evident. One
night Mr. Greville, the Clerk of the Privy Council,
was present; his turn soon came; the middle-aged,
hard-faced vivenr was addressed by his young hostess.
‘“Have you been riding to-day, Mr. Greville? ”
asked the Queen. ““ No, Madam, I have not,” replied
Mr. Greville. *““ It was a fine day,” continued the
Queen. “ Yes, Madam, a very fine day,” said Mr.
Greville. ‘It was rather cold, though,” said the
Queen. “ It was rather cold, Madam,” said Mr.
Greville, ** Your sister, Lady Frances Egerton, rides,
I think, doesn’t she? ” said the Queen. *“ She does
ride sometimes, Madam,” said Mr. Greville. There
was a pause, after which Mr. Greville ventured to
take the lead, though he did not venture to change
the subject. ““ Has your Majesty been riding to-day? "
asked Mr. Greville. “ Oh yes, a very long ride,”
answered the Queen with animation. *‘ Has your
94
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Majesty got a nice horse? * said Mr. Greville, “ O,
a very nice borse, said the Queen. It was over.
Her Majesty gave a smile and an inclination of the
head, Mr. Greville a profound bow, and the next
conversation began with the next gentleman. When
all the guests had been disposed of, the Duchess of
Kent sat down to her whist, while everybody else
was ranged about the round table, Lord Melbaurne
sat beside the Queen, and ¢alked pertinaciously—
very often & propos to the contents of one of the large
albums of engravings with which the round table
was covered—until it was half-past eleven and time
to go to bed.
LYTTON STRACHEY.

FATHER KEEGAN AND THE GRASSHOPPER

SceNe: Rosseullen, Weshrard a hillsids o i
rock and heather slopes wprard across the j;:r:;::
Jrom south to north, A huge stone stands on § in a
vaturally impossible place, as if it had been tossed up
there by a giant. Ouer the brow, in the desolate v
beyord, is a round lower, A lowely white highroad
trending away westeard past the fower loses ttself at
tah; foot z;f blrlu w{}a}; mountains. 143 cvening } and thers

reat bre. i ? ish
x:mgis i of sstken green sin the Irish shy. The

A wan with the face of a Young saind, yeb with whiy
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hair and perhaps fifty years on his back, is standing
sear the stone tn a france of tntense melancholy, looking
over the hills as if by mere intensity of gaze he could
pierce the glories of the sunset and see inlo the streels
of Heaven. He 1s dressed in black, and is rather more
clerical in appearance than most English curates are
nowadays ; but he does not wear the collar and waist-
coat of a parish priest. He is roused from his france
by the chirp of an insect from a tuft of grass in a crevice
of the stone. His face relaxes: he turns quicetly, and
gravely lakes off his hat fo the tufi, addressing the
iusect i a brogue which is the jocular assumption of a
gentleman and not the natural speech of a peasant.

The Man. An’ is that yourself, Misther Grasshopper?
I hope I see you well this fine evenin’,

The Grasshopper. [Prompt and shrill 11 answer.] X-X.

The Man. [Encouragingly.] That’s right. I suppose
now you've come out to make yourself miserable
be admyerin’ the sunset?

The Grasshopper, [Sadly.] X-X.

The Man. Aye, you're a thrue Irish grasshopper.

The Grasshopper. [Loudly.] X-X-X,

The Man, Three cheers for ould Ireland, is it? That
helps you to face out the misery and the poverty
and the torment, doesn’t it?

The Grasshopper. [Plaintively.] X-X.

The Man. Ab, it's no use, me poor little friend. If
you could jump as far as a kangaroo you couldn’t
jump away from your own heart an’ its punish-
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ment. You ean only look at Heaven from here:
you can’t reach it. There! [Pointing with kis stick
£o the sunset.] That’s the gate o glory, isn't it?

The Grasshopper [Assenting] X-X.

The Man. Sure, it's the wise grasshopper yar to
know that! But tell me this, Misther Unworldly
Wiseman: why does the sight of Heaven wring
your heart an’ mine as the sight of holy wather
wrings the heart o' the divil? What wickedness
have you done to bring that curse on you? Here!
Where are you jumpin® to? Where's your manners
to go skyrocketin® like that out o’ the box in the
middle o' your confession? [Threatens it with a
stick]

The Grasshopper. [Penilently.)] X.

The Man. [Lowering the stick) 1accept your apology,
but don't do it again. And now tell me one thing
before I let you go home to bed. Which would
you say this counthry was: hell or purgatory?

The Grasshopper. X.

Tke Man, Hell! Faith I'm afraid you're right. [
wondher what you and me did when we were alive
to get sent here.

The Grasskopper. [Shrilly.] X-X.

The Man. [Nodding.] Well, as you say, it’s a delicate
subject; and I won't pressit on you. Now off widja.

Thke Grasshopper. X-X. [Jt springs axay.}

The Man. ([Waving his stick.} God speed you!

(He wvalks away past the slone towards the brow
of the hill. Immedialely a young labourer, his
D
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face distorted with lerror, slips round from
behind the stone. ,

The Labourer. [Crossing himself repeatedly.] Oh
glory be to God! glory be to God! Oh Holy
Mother an’ all the saints! Oh murther! murther!
[Beside himself, calling.] TFadher Keegan! Fadher
Keegan!

The Man. [Turning] Who's there? What's that?
[He comes back and finds the labonrer, who clasps
his knees.) Patsy Farrelll What are you doing
here?

Patsy. O, for the love o' God don’t lave me here wi’
dhe grasshopper. I hard it spakin’ to you. Don’t
let it do me any harm, Father darlint.

Keegan. Get up, you foolish man, get up. Are you
afraid of a poor insect because I pretended it was
talking to me?

Paisy. Oh, it was no pretending, Fadher dear.
Didn’t it give three cheers, an’ say it was a divil
out o' hell? Oh, say you'll see me safe home,
Fadher; ’n put a blessin’ on me or somethin’. [He
moans with ierror.]

Keegan, What were you doin’ there, Patsy, listenin'?
Were you spyin’ on me?

Patsy. No, Fadher: on me oath an’ soul I wasn’t.
I was wait'n’ to meet Masther Larry n carry his
luggage from the car; 'n I fell asleep on the grass;
'n you woke me talking to the grasshopper; 'n
I hard its wicked little voice. Oh, d’ye think I'll
die before the year’s out, Fadher?
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Keegan. For shame, Patsy! Is that your religion, to
be afraid of a little deeshy grasshopper? Suppose
it was a divil, what call have you to fear it? If
I could ketch it, I'd make you take it home widja
in your hat for a penance.

Patsy. Sure, if you won’t let it harm me, I'm not
afraid, your rivercnce.

{He gets up, a hittle reassured. He s a callow,
Sfaxen-polled, smooth-faced, downy-chinned lad,
Sully-grown but not yet fully flled out, with
blue eyes and an instinelively acquired air of
helplessness and silliness, indicaling, not his
real character, bl a cunning developed by his
constant dread of a hostile dominance, which
ke habitually tries o disarm and tempt into
unmasking by prelending to be a much greater
Jool than ke really is. Englishmen think him
half-witted, which §s exactly what he intends
them fo think. He is clad in corduroy irousers,
unbuttoned twaistcoal, and coarse blue-striped
shirt.

Keegan. [Admonitorily.] Patsy, what did I tell you
about callin’ me Father Keegan an’ your reverence?
What did Father Dempsey tell you about it?

Palsy. Yis, Fadher,

Reegan. Father!

Patsy. [Desperately.] Arrah, what am I to call you?
Fadher Dempsey says you're not a priest; 'n we
all know you're not a man; ‘n how do we know
what ud happen to us if we showed anv disresnect
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to you? 'N sure they say wanse a priest always a
priest.

Keegan. [Sternly] It’s not for the like of you,
Patsy, to go behind the instruction of your parish
priest and set yourself up to judge whether your
church is right or wrong.

Patsy. Sure, I know that, sir.

Keegan. The Church let me be its priest as long as it
thought me fit for its work. When it took away
my papers it meant you to know that I was only a
poor madman, unfit and unworthy to take charge
of the souls of the people.

Patsy. But wasn’t it only because you knew more
Lat'n than Father Dempsey that he was jealous
of you?

Keegan. {Scolding him to keep himself from smiling.]
How dare you, Patsy Farrell, put your own wicked
little spites and foolishnesses into the heart of
your priest? For two pins I'd tell him what you
just said.

Patsy. [Coaxing.] Sure, you wouldn’t

Keegan. Wouldn't I? God forgive you! you're little
better than a heathen.

Patsy. Deed 1 am, Fadher: It’s me bruddher the
tinsmith in Dublin you're thinkin’ of. Sure, he had
to be a freethinker when he larnt a thrade and went
to live in the town.

Keegan. Well, he'll get to Heaven before you if
you're not carcful, Patsy. And now listen to me,
once and for all. You'll talk to me and pray for
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me in the name of Pether Keegan, se you will.
And when you're angry and tempted to lift your
hand agen the donkey or stamp your foot on the
little grasshopper, remember that the donkey's
Pether Keegan's brother, and the grasshopper
Pether Keegan's friend. And when you're tempted
to throw a stone at a sinner or a curse at a beggar,
remember that Pether Keegan is a worse sinner and
a worse beggar, and keep the stone and the curse
for him the next time you meet him. Now say
**God bless you, Pether,” to me before I go, just
to practise you a bit.

Patsy. Sure, it wouldn’t be right, Fadher. Ican’t——

Keegan. Yes, you can. Now, out with it; or Il
put this stick into your hand an’ make you hit me
with it,

Patsy. [Throwing himself on his knees in an ecstasy
of adoration.] Sure, it's your blessin’ I want, Fadher
Keegan, T'll have no luck widhout it.

Keegan. [Shocked.) Get up out o' that, man! Don't
kneel to me: I'm mot a saint.

Patsy. [With intense conviction.] Oh, in throth yar,
si.  [The grasshopper chirps. Palsy, fervified,
clutches at Keegan's hands] Don't set it on me,
Fadher; I'll do anythin’ you bid me.

Keegan {Pulling him up) You bosthoon, youl
Don’t you sce that it only whistled to tell me Miss
Reilly’s coming? There! Look at her and pull
yourself together for shame. Off widja to the road;
you'll be late for the car if you don’t make haste.
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[(Bustling him down the hill.] I can sce the dust of
it in the gap already.
Patsy. The Lord save us! [He goes down the hill
like a hated man.]
G. BERNARD SHAW.

THE RIVALS

(Last part of a story called * The Courting of
T'nowhead's Bell ')

He (Sanders) remained at the pig-sty until Sam’l
left the farm, when he joined him at the top of the
brae, and they went home together.

“It's yersel’, Sanders,” said Sam’l

‘It is so, Sam’'l,” said Sanders.

" Very cauld,” said Sam’l.

“ Blawy,” assented Sanders.

After a pause—

“Sam’l,” said Sanders.

" Ay."

*I'm hearin’ yer to be mairit,”

L4 Ay.l'

* Weel, Sam'], she's a snod bit lassie.”

* Thank ye,” said Sam'l.

“I had ance a kin’ of notion o’ Bell mysel’,”
continned Sanders,

“Ye had? "

" Yes, Sam'l; but Y thocht better o't.”
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* Hoo d'ye mean? ** asked Sam’], a little anxiously,

" Weel, Sam’l, mairitch is a terrible responsi-
beelity.”

‘It is s0,” said Sam'], wincing.

“An' no' the thing to tak' uvp without con-
seederation.”

*“ But it’s a blessed and honourable state, Sanders;
ye've heard the minister on’t.”

“They say,” continued the relentless Sanders,
“‘at the minister doesna get on sair wi' the wife
himsel’.”*

" So they do,” said Sam'l, with a sinking at the
heart,

“I've been telt,” Sanders went on, “’at gin ye
can get the upper han’ o° the wife for a while at first,
there’s the mair chance o’ a harmonious excestence.”

“Bell's no the lassie,” said Sam’l, appealingly,
*to thwart her man.”

Sanders smiled.

" D'y ye think she is, Sanders? ”

*\Weel, Sam’l, I d'na want to fluster ye, but she’s
been ower lang wi' "Lisbeth Fargus no to hae leamt
her ways. An’ a’body kens what 2 life T'rowhead
has wi’ her.”

* Guid sake, Sanders, hoo did ye no speak o this
afore?

T thocht ye kent o't, Sam’L"”

They had now reached the square, and the G.P,
kirk was coming out. The Auld Licht kirk woald be
half-an-hour yet.
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“ But, Sanders,” said Sam’l, brightening up,’
“ ye was on yer wy to speir her yersel'.”

* T was, Sam’],” said Sanders, ** and I canna but be
thankfu’ ye was ower quick for ’s.”

* Gin’t hadna been you,” said Sam'l, *“ I wid never
have thocht 0’t.” :

“I'm sayin' nacthing agin Bell,” pursued the
other, “ but, man Sam’l, a body should be mair
deleeberate in a thing o’ the kind.”

* It was michty hurried,” said Sam’l, wocfully.

“ It's a serious thing to speir a lassie,” said Sanders.

“It's an awfu’ thing,” said Sam'L

* But we'll hope for the best,” added Sanders, in a
hopeless voice. They were close to the tenements now,
and Sam'l looked as if he were on his way to be hanged.

“ Sam'l? "

“ Ay, Sanders.”

*“ Did ye—did ye kiss her, Sam’l? ”

‘e Na.”

" Hoo? ”

* There was verra little time, Sanders.”

* Half an 'oor,” said Sanders.

““Was there? Man Sanders, to tell ye the truth,
I never thocht o’t.”

Then the soul of Sanders Elshioner was filled with
contempt for Sam'l Dickie.

The scandal blew over. At first it was expected
that the minister would interfere to prevent the
union, but beyond intimating from the pulpit that
the souls of Sabbath-breakers were beyond praying
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for, and then praying for Sam’l and Sanders at great
Iength, with a word thrown in for Bell, he let things
take their course. Some said it was because he
was always frightened lest his young men should
inter-marry with other denominations, but Sanders
explained it differently to Sam'l,

“1 hav'na a word to say agin the minister,” he
said; * they're gran prayers, but, Saml, he’s a
mairit man himsel.”

“ He's a’ the better for that, Sanders, isna he? ™

“ Do ye no see,” asked Sanders, compassionately,
*‘*at he's tryin’ to mak’ the best o't? *

** Oh, Sanders, man! * said Sam'L

* Cheer up, Sam’l,” said Sanders, *“ It'll sune be
ower,”

Their having been rival suitors had not interfered
with their friendship. On the contrary, while they
hnd hitherto been mere aoqumntanoes they became

bles as the weddi y drew near. It was
noticed that they had much to say to each other,
and that when they could not get a room to themselves
they wandered about together in the churchyard
When Sam'l had anything to tell Bell he sent Sanders
to tell it, and Sanders did as he was bid. There was
nothing that he would not have done for Sam'L

The more obliging Sanders was, however, the sadder
Saml grew. He never laughed now on Saturdays,
and sometimes his loom was silent half the day.
Sam’] felt that Sanders’s was the kindness of a friend
tor a dying man.

*D
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It was to be a penny wedding, and Lisbeth Fargus
said it was delicacy that made Sam'l superintend
the fitting-up of the barn by deputy. Once he came
to see it in person, but be looked so ill that Sanders
had to sce him home. This was on the Thursday
afternoon, and the wedding was fixed for Friday.

‘ Sanders, Sanders,” said Sam'’l, in a voice strangely
unlike his own, “it'll be a’ ower by this time the
morn.”

“ It will,” said Sanders.

“1f I had only kent her langer,” continued Sam’l.

“ It wid hae been safer,” said Sanders.

“ Did ye sce the yallow floor in Bell’s bonnet? ™
asked the accepted swain.

““ Ay,” said Sanders, reluctantly.

 I'm dootin’—I"m sair dootin’ she’s but a flichty,
licht-hearted crittur after a’.” .

**1 had ay my suspeccions o’t,” said Sanders.

“ Ye hae kent her langer than me,” said Sam’l.

“Yes,” said Sanders, ' but there’s nae gettin’ at
the }}cart o woman. Man Sam'l, they're desperate
cunnin’.”’

“ I'm dootin’ ’t, I'm sair dootin’ ’t.”

“It’'ll be a warnin’ to ye, Sam’l, no to be in sic a
hurry in the futur,” said Sanders.

Sam’l groaned.

“Ye'll be gacin up to the manse to arrange wi’
the minister the morn’s mornin’,” continued Sanders
in a subdued voice.

Sam’l looked wistfully at his friend.



J. M. BARRIE 107

*'T canna’ do’t, Sanders,” he said, * I canna do't.”

* Ye maun,” said Sanders.

* It's aisy to speak,” retorted Sam’l, bitterly.

“\Ve have a’ oor troubles, Sam'l," said Sanders,
soothingly, “an’ every man maun bear his ain
burdens. Johnny Davie’s wile’s dead, an’ he’s no
fepinin’.”

* Ay,” said Sam’l, * but a death’s no a mairitch.
We hae haen deaths in our family too.”

* It may a’ be for the bcst," added Sanders, ‘* an’
there wid be a michty talk ' the hale country-side
gin ye didna ging to the minister lee a man,”

** I maun hae langer to think o s;ud Sam’l.

“ Bell's mairitch is the mom,” said Sanders
decisively.

Sam’} glanced up with a wild look in his eyes.

* Sanders,” he cried.

“Sam'1?

“ Ye hae been a guid friend to me, Sanders, in this
sair affliction,”

* Nothing ava,” said Sanders, “ dount mention *t.”

“ But, Sanders, ye canna deny but what your
rinnin oot o' the kirk that awfu' day was at the
bottom o't a"."”

“ It was so,” said Sanders, bravely.

“* An’ ye used to be fond o’ Bell, Sanders.”

1 dinna deny ‘t."”

“ Sanders, laddie,” said Sam’l, bending forward
and speaking in a wheedling voice, I aye thocht it
was you she likeit.”
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“1 had some sic idea mysel,” said Sanders.

“ Sanders, I canna think to pairt twa fowk sae weel
suited to ain anither as you an’ Bell.”

“ Canna ye, Sam'1? ” '

“ She wid mak ye a guid wife, Sanders. I hae
studied her weel, and she’s a thrifty, douce, clever
lassie. Sanders, there’s no the like o’ her. Mony a
time, Sanders, I hae said to mysel, There's a lass
ony man might be prood to tak’. A’body says the’
same, Sanders. There's nae risk ava, man; nane to
speak o’. Tak’ her, laddie, tak’ her, Sanders; it’s
a grand chance, Sanders. She’s yours for the spierin’,
T'll gie her up, Sanders.”

“ Will ye, though? ” said Sanders.

“ What d’ye think? " asked Sam’l.

“ If ye wad rayther,” said Sanders, politely.

*“There’s my hand on’t,” said Sam’l. ‘‘ Bless ye,
Sanders; ye've been a true frien’ to me.” '

* L 4 . .

J. M, BARRIE.



A FIGHT TO THE DEATH

This excerpt is taken from a story of the South Sea Islands,
called The Beach of Faless, We msll'nol ** sporl the yarn" by
giving a synopsis. Sufice to say that the passage describes
the end of a deadly feud. One of the two wen has set up certain
fmages fo lernify the natwes ;' the other, with the assistance
of his mative wifs, Uma, blows up ths smages with gunpowder—
and that is the point at which we stant,

THERE was one bad point in my game. One of the
blessed graven images had come down all afire, hair
and clothes and body, not four yards away from me.
I cast a mighty noticing glance all round; there was
still no Case, and I made up my mind I must get rid
of that burning stick before he came, or I should be
shot there like 2 dog.

It was my first idea to have crawled, and then I
thought speed was the main thing, and stood half up
to make a rush. The same moment from somewhere
between me and the sea there came a flash and a
report, and a rifle bullet screeched in my ear. [
swupg straight round and up with my gun, but the
brute had a Winchester, and before I could as much
as sce him his second shot knocked me over like a
ninepin. I seemed to fly in the air, then came down
by the run and lay half a minute, silly; and then I
found my hands empty, and my gun had flown over

109 H
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my head as I fell. It makes a man mighty wide awake
to be in the kind of box that T was in.- T scarcely knew
where I was hurt, or whether I was hurt or not, but
turned right over on my face to crawl after my
weapon. Unless you have tried to get about with a
smashed leg you don’t know what pain is, and I let
out 2 howl like a bullock’s.

This was the unluckiest noise that ever I made in
my life. Up to then Uma had stuck to her tree like
a sensible woman, knowing she would be only in the
way; but as soon as she heard me sing out, she ran
forward. The Winchester cracked again, and down
she went.

1 had sat up, leg and all, to stop her; but when I
saw her tumble I clapped down again where I was,
lay still, and felt the handle of my knife. I had been
scurried and put out before. No more of that for me,
He had knocked over my girl, I had got to fix him
for it; and I lay there and gritted my teeth, and
footed up the chances. My leg was broke, my gun
was gone. Case had still ten shots in his Winchester.
It looked a kind of hopeless business, But I never
despaired nor thought upon despairing: that man
had got to go.

For a goodish bit not one of us let on. Then I heard
Case begin to move nearer in the bush, but mighty
carcful. The image had burned out; there were only
a few coals left here and there, and the wood was
main dark, but had a kind of a low glow in it like a
fire on its last legs. It was by this that I made out
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Case’s head looking at me over a big tuft of ferns,
and at the same time the brute saw me and shouldered
his Winchester. 1 lay quite still, and as good as looked
into the barrel: it was my last chance, but I thought
my heart would have come right out of its bearings.
Then be fired. Lucky for me it was no shot-gun, for
the bullet struck within an inch of me and knocked
the dirt in my eyes.

Just you try and see if you can lie quiet, and Iet a
man take 2 sitting shot at you and miss you by a
hair. But I did, and lucky too. A while Case stood
with the Winchester at the port-arms; then he
gave a little laugh to himself, and stepped round
the ferns,

“Laugh!® thought I. “If you had the wit of a
louse you would be praying!”

1 was all as taut as a ship’s hawser or the spring of
a watch, and as soon as he came within reach of me
I bad him by the ankle, plucked the feet right out
from under him, laid him out, and was upon the top
of him, broken leg and all, before he breathed. His
Winchester had gone the same road as my shot-gun;
it was nothing to me—1 defied him now. I'ma pretty
strong man anyway, but I never knew what strength
was till I got hold of Case. He was knocked out of
time by the rattle he came down with, and threw up
his hands together, more like a frightened woman,
so that I caught both of them with my left. This
wakened him up, and he fastened his tecth in my
forearm like a weasel. Much I cared. My leg gave me
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all the pain I had any use for, and I drew my knife.
and got it in the place.

“Now,” said I, ““I've got you; and you're gone up,
and a good job too! Do you feel the point of that?
That's for Underhill! And therc’s for Adams! And
now here’s for Uma, and that’s going to knock your
blooming soul right out of you!”

With that I gave him the cold steel for all T was
worth. His body kicked under me like a spring sofa;
he gave a dreadful kind of a long moan, and lay still.

“T wonder if you're dead? I hope sol” I thought,
for my head was swimming. But I wasn’t going to
take chances; I had his own example too close before
me for that, and I tried to draw the knife out to give
it him again, The blood came over my hands, I
remember, hot as tea; and with that I fainted clean
away, and fell with my head on the man’s mouth.

When I came to myself it was pitch dark; the
cinders had burned out; there was nothing to be
seen but the shine of the dead wood, and I couldn’t
remember where I was nor why I was in such pain
nor what I was all wetted with. Then it came back,
and the first thing I attended to was to give him the
knife again a half-a-dozen times up to the handle. I
believe he was dead already, but it did him no harm
and did me good.

“I bet you're dead now,” I said.

RoBERT Louls STEVENSON.
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GALLIPOLI

Ox Friday, 23rd of April, the weather cleared so that
the work could begin. In fine weather in Mudros a
haze of beauty comes upon the hills and water till
their loveliness is unearthly, it is so rare. Then the
bay is like 2 blue jewel, and the hills lose their
savagery, and glow, and are gentle, and the sun
comes up from Troy, and the peaks of Samothrace
change colour, and all the marvellous ships in the
harbour are transfigured. The land of Lemnos was
beautiful with flowers at that scason, in the brief
ZEgean spring, and to seawards always, in the bay,
were the ships, more ships, perhaps, than any port
of modern times has known; they seemed like half
the ships of the world. In this erowd of shipping
strange beautiful Greek vessels passed, under rigs of
old time, with sheep and goats and fish for sale, and
the tugs of the Thames and Mersey met again the
ships they had towed of old, bearing a new freight,
of human courage. The transports (all painted black)
lay in tiers, well within the harbour, the men-of-war
nearer Mudros and the entrance. Now in all that city
of ships, so busy with passing picket-boats, and noisy
with the labour of men, the getting of the anchors
began. Ship after ship, crammed with soldiers, moved
slowly out of harbour in the lovely day, and felt again
the heave of the sea. No such gathering of fine ships
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for Tenedos, and the sun went down with marvel-
lous colour, lighting island after island and the
Asian peaks, and those left behind in Mudros
trimmed their lamps knowing that they had been
for a little brought near to the heart of things.

JoHN MASEFIELD.




SIXTH SECTION
THE STORY

5 s Sy

THE STORY OF YUNG CHANG

NARRATED BY KAI LUNG, IN THE OFEN SPACE OF
THE TEA-SHOP OF THE CELESTIAL PRINCIPLES,
AT WU-WIEI

“Ho, illustrious passers-by!” said Kai Lung, the
story-teller, as he spread out his embroidered mat
under the mulberry-tree. "It is indeed unlikely that
you would condescend to stop and listen to the foolish
words of such an insignificant and altogether de-
formed person as myself. Nevertheless, if you will
but retard )our elegant loots!eps for a few moments,
this ] will en-
deavour to cnterta.m you with the recital of the
adventures of the noble Yung Chang, 2s recorded by
the celebrated Pe-ku-hi.”

Thus adjured, the more leisurely-minded drew near
to hear the history of Yung Chang. There was Sing
You the fruit-seller, and Li Ton-ti the wood-carver;
Hi Seng left his clients to ery in vain for water; and
Wang Yu, the idle pipe-maker, closed his shop of
*The Fountain of Beanty,” and hung on the shutter
the gilt dragon to keep away customers in his absence.
These, together with a few more shopkeepers and a

ny
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dozen or so loafers, constituted a respectable audience
by the time Kai Lung was ready.

“It would be more seemly if this ill-conditioned
person who is now addressing such a distinguished
assembly were to reward his fine and noble-looking
hearers for their trouble,” apologised the story-teller.
“But, as the Book of Verses says, ‘The meaner the
slave, the greater the lord’; and it is, therefore, not
unlikely that this majestic concourse will reward the
despicable efforts of their servant by handfuls of
coins till the air appears as though filled with swarms
of locusts in the season of much heat. In particular,
there is among this august crowd of mandarins
one Wang Yu, who has departed on three previous
occasions without bestowing the reward of a single
cash. If the feeble and covetous-minded Wang Yu
will place in this very ordinary bowl the price of one
of his exccedingly ill-made pipes, this unworthy
person will proceed.” '

“Vast chasms can be filled, but the heart of man
never,” quoted the pipe-maker in retort. *Oh, most
incapable of story-tellers, have you not on two
separate occasions slept beneath my utterly inad-
equate roof without payment?”

But he, nevertheless, deposited three cash in. the
bowl, and drew ncarer among the front row of
the listeners.

‘It was during the reign of the enlightened Emperor
Tsing Nung," began Kai Lung, without further intro-
duction,  that there lived at a village near Honan a
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wealthy and avaricious maker of idols, named Ti
Hung. So skilful had he become in the making of
clay idols that his fame had spread for many li
around, and idol sellers from all the neighbouring
villages, and even from the towns, came to him for
their stock. No other idol-maker between Honan and
Nankin employed so many clay-gatherers or so many
modellers; yet, with all his riches, his avarice in-
creased till at length he employed men whom he
called ‘agents’ and ‘ travellers,” who went from house
to house selling his idols and extolling his virtues in
verses composed by the most illustrious poets of the
day. He did this in order that he might tum into his
own pocket the full price of the idols, grudging those
who wonld otherwise have sold them the few cash
which they would make. Owing to this he had many
enemies, and his army of travellers made hum still
more; for they were more rapacious than the scorpion,
and more obstinate than the ox. Indeed, there is still
the proverb, ‘With honey it is possible to soften the
heart of the he-goat; but a blow from an iron cleaver
is taken as a mark of welcome by an agent of Ti Hung.”
So that people barred the doors at their approach, and
even hung out signs of death and mourning.

*Now, among all his travellers there was none more
successful, more abandoned, and more valuable to
Ti Hung than Li Ting. So depraved was Li Ting that
he was never known to visit the tombs of his ancestors;
indeed, it was said that he had been heard to mock
their venerable memories, and that he bad jestingly
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offered to sell them to anyone who should chance to
be without ancestors of his own. This objectionable
person would call at the houses of the most illustrious
mandarins, and would command the slaves to carry
to their masters his tablets, on which were inscribed
his name and his virtues. Reaching their presence,
he would salute them with the greeting of an equal,
‘How is your stomach?’ and then proceed to exhibit
samples of his wares, greatly overrating their value.
‘Behold!’ he would exclaim, ‘is not this clegantly-
moulded idol worthy of the place of honour in this
sumptuous mansion which my presence defiles to
such an extent that twelve basins of rose water will
not remove the stain? Are not its eyes more delicate
than the most select of almonds? and is not its
stomach rounder than the cupolas upon the high
temple at Pekin? Yet, in spite of its perfections, it
is not worthy of the acceptance of so distinguished a
mandarin, and therefore I will accept in return the
quarter-tael, which, indeed, is less than my llustrious
master gives for the clay alone.’

“In this manner Li Ting disposed of many idols at
high rates, and thereby endeared himself so much to
the avaricious heart of Ti Hung that he promised him
his beautiful daughter Ning in marriage.

*“Ning was indeed very lovely. Her eyelashes were
like the finest willow twigs that grow in the marshes
by the Yang-tse-Kiang; her cheeks were fairer than
poppies; and when she bathed in the Hoang Ho, her
body scemed transparent. Her brow was finer than
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the most polished jade; while she seemed to walk, like
a winged bird, without weight, her hair floating in a
cloud. Indeed, she was the most beautiful creature
that has ever existed.”

“Now may you grow thin and shrivel up like a
{allen lemon; but it is false!"” cried Wang Yu, start-
ing up suddenly and unexpectedly. At Chee Chou,
at the shop of ‘The Heaven-sent Sugar-cane,’ there
lives a beautiful and virtuous girl who is more than
all that, Her eyes are like the inside circles on the
peacock’s feathers; her teeth are finer than the scales
on the Sacred Dragon; her——""

“If it is the wish of this illustriously-endowed
gathering that this exceedingly illiterate paper tiger
should occupy their august moments with a descrip-
tion of the deformities of the very ordinary young
person at Chee Chou,” said Kai Lung imperturbably,
“then the remainder of the history of the noble-
minded Yung Chang can remain until an evil fate
has overtaken Wang Yu, as it assuredly will shortly."”

“A fair wind raises no storm,” said Wang Yu
sulkily; and Kai Lung continued:

* Such loveliness could not escape the evil eye of Li
Ting, and accordingly, as be grew in favour with Ti
Hung, he obtained his consent to the drawing up
of the marriage contracts. More than this, he had
already sent to Ning two bracelets of the finest gold,
tied together with a scarlet thread, as a betrothal
present. But, as the proverb says, ‘The good bee
will not touch the faded flower,” and Ning, although
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compelled by the second of the Five Great Principles
to respect her father, was unable to regard the
marriage with anything but abhorrence. Perhaps
this was not altogether the fault of Li Ting, for on
the evening of the day on which she had received his
present, she walked in the rice fields, and sitting down
at the foot of a funereal cypress, whose highest
branches pierced the Middle Air, she cried aloud:

“*T cannot control my bitterness. Of what use
is it that I should be called the “White Pigeon
among Golden Lilies,” if my beauty is but for the
hog-like eyes of the exceedingly objectionable Li
Ting? Ah, Yung Chang, my unfortunate lover!
what evil spirit pursues you that you cannot pass
your examination for the second degree? My noble-
minded but ambitious boy, why were you not content
with an agricultural or even a manufacturing career
and happiness? By aspiring to a literary degree, you
have placed a barrier wider than the Whang Hai
between us.’

*“ ‘As the earth seems small to the soaring swallow,
so shall insuperable obstacles be overcome by the
heart worn smooth with a fixed purpose,’ said a voice
beside her, and Yung Chang stepped from behind the
cypress-tree, where he had been waiting for Ning. ‘O
one more symmetrical than the chrysanthemum,” he
continued, ‘I shall yet, with the aid of my ancestors,
pass the second degree, and even obtain a position of
high trust in the public office at Pekin.’

“‘And in the meantime,” pouted Ning, ‘I shall
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have partaken of the wedding-cake of the utterly
unpresentable Li Ting.' And she exhibited the
bracelets which she had that day recejved.

‘* “Alas!’ said Yung Chang, ‘there are times when
one is tempted to doubt even the most efficacious and
violent means. I had hoped that by this time Li Ting
would have come to a sudden and most unseemly end;
for T have drawn up and affixed in the most con-
spicuous places notifications of his character, similar
to the one here.’

“Ning turned, and beheld fastened to the trunk
of the cypress an exceedingly elegantly written
and composed notice, which Yung read to her
as follows:

“ “BEWARE OF INCURRING DEATH FROM
STARVATION

**Let the distinguished inhabitants of this district
observe the exceedingly ungraceful walk and bearing
of the low person who calls himself Li Ting. Truth-
fully, it is that of a dog in the act of being dragged to
the river because his sores and diseases render him
objectionable in the house of his master. So will
this hunchbacked person be dragged to the place
of execution, and be bowstrung, to the great relief
of all who respect the five senses: A Respectful
Physiognomy, Passionless Reflection, Soft Speech,
Acute Hearing, Piercing Sight.

“**He hopes to attain to the Red Button and the
Peacock’s Feather; but the right hand of the Deity
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e +1f not,’ said Yung: taking up Der words as she

«In the unlikely event of your being able t0 con-
vince MY j}lustrious parent of what you say, it woul

assuredly be SO, replicd Ning. ‘But in what way
could you do so? My sublime and charitable father
already employs ali the means in his power to 1eap
the full reward of his sacred industry. His “ solid
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houschold gods” are in reality mere shells of clay;
higher-priced images are correspondingly constructed,
and his clay gatherers and modellers are all paid ona
*“profit-sharing system.” Nay, further, it is beyond
likelihood that he should wish for more purchasers,
for so great is his fame that those who come to buy
have sometimes to wait for days in consequence of
those before them; for my exceedingly methodical
sire entrusts none with the recciving of money, and
the exchanges are therefore made slowly. Frequently
an unnaturally devout person will require as many as
a hundred idols, and so the greater part of the day
will be passed.”

*“*In what way?’ inquired Yung tremulously.

“*Why, in order that the countings may not get
mixed, of course it is necessary that when he has paid
for one idol he should carry it to a place aside, and
then return and pay for the second, carrying it to the
first, and in such a manner to the end, In this way
the sun sinks behind the mountains.’

“*But,” said Yung, his voice thick with his great
discovery, “if he could pay for the entire quantity at
once, then it would take but a hundredth part of the
time, and so'more idols could be sold.’

“ *How could this be done?’ inquired Ning wonder-
ingly. *Surely it is impossible to conjecture the value
of many idols.”

‘**To the unlearned it would indeed be impossible,”
replied Yung proudly, ‘but by the aid of my literary
researches I have been enabled to discover a process
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by which such results would be not a matter of con-
jecture, but of certainty- These figures 1 have con
mitted to tablets, which 1 am prcpared to give to
our mercenary and s\ow-wittcd father in return for

our mcompamb\c hand, & chare of the proﬁts, and
the dismissal of the unintentive and morally thread-

rm boasts of his clegant
wings, the cagle can afford to be silent, said 8 harsh
voice behind thems and turning hastily they beheld
131 Ting, who had com¢ upon them unawarcs. *Oh,
most insigniﬁczmt of tablet—spoi\crs,' he continued,
+it is very cvident that much over-study has softene

ou are obviously mentall afflicted, 1 chould un-

hesitatingly persuade my beautiful and refined sword

to introduce you to the spirits of your jgnoble

ancestors. Asitis, I will merely cut off your nose

and your 1eft ear, SO that people may not sa¥ that

the Dragon of the Tarth sleeps and wickedness
ocs \mpunishcd.’

«Both had already drawn their swords, and very
coon the blows were SO hard and swift that, in the
dusk of the evening, it scemed as though' the air were
filled with innumerable and m:my-coloured fireworks.
Fach was 2 practised gwordsmat, and there was no
advantage gained on cither side, when Ning, who hac
fied on the appearance of Li Ting, reappeared, urging
on her father, whose usually leisurely footsteps Wer
quickencd by the dread that the duel must result i
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certain loss to himself, either of a valuable servant, or
of the discovery which Ning had briefly explained to
him, and of which he at once saw the value.

***Oh, most distinguished and expert persons,’ he
exclaimed breathlessly, as soon as he was within
hearing distance, ‘do not trouble to give so mar-
vellons an exhibition for the benefit of this unworthy
individual, who is the only observer of your illustrious
dexterity! Indeed, your honourable condescension so
fills this illiterate person with shame that his hearing
is thereby preternaturally sharpened, and he can
plainly distinguish many voices from beyond the
Hoang Ho, crying for the Heaven-sent representative
of the degraded Ti Hung to bring them more idols.
Bend, therefore, your refined footsteps in the direc-
tion of Poo Chow, O Li Ting, and leave me to make
myself objectionable to this pti young man
with my intolerable commcnplacs

**The shadow falls in such a direction as the
sun wills,’ said Li Ting, as he replaced his sword
and departed.

* *Yung Chang,’ said the merchaat, ‘T am informed
that you have made a discovery that would be of
great value to me, as it undoubtedly would if it is
all that you say. Let us discuss the matter without
ceremony. Can you prove to me that your system
possesses the merit you claim for it? If so, then the
matter of arrangement will be easy.’

“‘I am convinced of the absolute certainty and
accuracy of the discovery,’ replied Yung Chang. ‘It
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not as thaugh it were an ordinary matter of ‘human
telligence, for this was discovercd to me as was
+orshipping at the tomb of MY ancestors. The
nethod is regulated by a system of squares, triangles,
ynd cubes. But as the prachcal proof might be long,
and as 1 hesitate to keep your adorable daughter
out in the damp night air, may 1 not call at your
jnimitable dwelling in the morning when we can g0
into the matter thoroughly?'

] will not weary this intelligent gathcring, cach
member of which Joubtless knows all the books on
mathematics off by heart, with a recital of the means

dreamt of,” continued the story-teller. ey s suffi-
cient to know that he did so. and that Ti Hung

by Ti Hung, but the young man did not mind that,
as he would live with his father-in-law for the futurc.
«\Yith the introduction of this new system, the
business increased like 2 river at flood-time.

rivals were left behind, and Ti Hung putout this sign:

« e No WAITING Here!

o Good-morn'mg! Have you worshipped one of Ti

Hung's refined ninety-nine cash idols?
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“*Let the purchasers of ill-constructed idols at
other establishments, where they have grown old and
venerable while waiting for the all-thumb proprietors
to count up to ten, come to the shop of Ti Hung and
regain their lost youth. Qur ninety-nine cash idols
are worth a tael a2 set. We do not, however, claim
that they will do everything. The ninety-nine cash
idols of Ti Hung will not, for example, purify linen,
but even the most contented and frozen-brained
person cannot be happy till he possesses one. What
i3 happiness? The dingly well-ed d Philo-
sopher defines it as the accomplishment of all our
desires. Everyone desires one of Ti Hung’s ninety-
nine cash idols, therefore get one; but be sure that
it is Ti Hung's.

“*Have you a bad idol? If so, dismiss it, and get
one of Ti Hung's ninety-nine cash specimens.

*“Why does your idol look old sooner than your
neighbour's? Because yours is not one of Ti Hung's
ninety-nine cash marvels,

* They bring all delights to the old and the young,
The elegant idols supplied by Ti Hung.

“‘N.B.—The “Great Sacrifice” idal, forty-five
cash; delivered, carriage free, in quantities of not
less than twelve, at any temple, on the evening
before the sacrifice.’

“It was about this time that Li Ting returned. His
journey had been more than usually successful, and
he was well satisfied in consequence. It was m¢

®
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until he had made out his accounts and handed in
his money hat Ti Hung informed him of his agree

« +Qh, most treacherous and excessively unpopular
Ti Hung,' cxclaimed Li Ting, ina terrible voice, * this
is the return you make for all my entrancing cfforts in

their goggle €yes and concave stomachs! Before 1 0
however, 1 request t0 be inspired 0 make the follow-
ing remark—that 1 confidently predict your ruin.
And now this low and undignified person will finally
chake the clegant dust of your dist'mguishcd house
from his thoroughly inadequate feet, and procccd to

offer his incapable scrvices to the rival establishment

ay.

“The machinations of such an cvi\ly-disposcd
erson as Li Ting will certainly be exceedingly subtle,
caid Ti Hung 10 his son-in-law when the traveller had
departed. ‘1 must counteract his omens. Herewith
1 wish to prophesy that nenceforth 1 shall enjoy an
unbroken run of good fortune. 1 have spoken, an
assuredly 1 shall not cat my words.’

« Ag the time went on, it scemed as though Ti Hun!
had indeed spoken truly. The case and celerity wit
which he transacted his business brought him cu!
tomers and dealers from more remote regions tha
ever, for they could spend days on the journey I
&till save time. The army of clay-gatherers al
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modellers grew larger and larger, and the work-sheds
stretched almost down to the river’s edge. Only one
thing troubled Ti Hung, and that was the uncongenial
disposition of his son-in-law, for Yung took no further
interest in the industry to which his discovery had
given so great an impetus, but resolutely set to work
again to pass his examination for the second degree.

* It is an exceedingly distinguished and honour-
able thing to have failed thirty-five times, and still
to be undiscouraged,’ admitted Ti Hung; ‘but I
cannot cleanse my throat from bitterness when I
consider that my noble and lucrative business must
pass into the hands of strangers, perhaps even into
the possession of the unendurable Li Ting.’

*“But it had been appointed that this degrading
thing should not happen, however, and it was indeed
fortunate that Yung did not abandon his literary
pursuits; for after some time it became very apparent
to Ti Hung that there was something radically wrong
with his business. It was not that his custom was
falling off in any way; indeed, it had lately increased
in a manner that was phenomenal, and when the
merchant came to look into the matter, he found to
his astonishment that the least order he had received
in the past week had been for a hundred idols. All
the sales had been large, and yet Ti Hung found him-
self most unaccountably deficient in taels. He was
puzzled and alarmed, and for the next few days he
looked into the business closely. Then it was that
the reason was revealed, both for the falling off in
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{or the increase in the orders. The

, receipts an
\culations of the unfortunate Yung Chang were
ber he had

rrect up toa hundrcd, but at that num
ade a gigantic crror——-which, however, he was never
sle to detect and recti{y-—-with the result that all

<t worked out at a con-

the scller. 1t was in van that the

panic-stricken and infuriated Ti Hung goaded his
t the mistake; it was

every day his business increased il ruin graSped

an ordei from one

.

Pekin for five miltions of the ninety-nine
cash idols, and at that Ti Hung put UP his shutters,
and sat down in the dust.

« 1 Behotd!’ he exdaimed, *jn the courst of a life
time there arc many very disagrecable evils that may
overtake a person- Hemay offend the Sacred Dragom
and be in consequence reduced to 2 fine dry powder;
or he may incul the displeasure of the benevolent and
ure-minded Emperor, and be condemned to death
by roasting: he may also be troubled bY demons OFf
by the disturbed spirits of his ancestors, or be struck
by thunderbolts. Indeed, there ar¢ aumerous annoy”
ances, but they all become a8 Heaven-sent blessings
in comparison to a sclf-opinionatcd and more than
ordinarily weak-minded con-in-1aw. Of what avail is
it that I have habitually sold one idol {or the value of
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ahundred? The very objectionable man in p i
sits in my delectable summer-honse, and the unavoid-
able legal documents settle around me like a fock of
pigeons. It is indeed pecessary that I should declare
myself to be in voluntary liquidation, and make an
asswnmen! of my book debts !or the becefit of my
Having ished this, I will proceed
to the well-constructed tomb of my illustrious
ancestors, and having kow-towed at their incom-
pa.rable shrines, I will puz an end (o my distinguished

les with this lished sword.'

“ ‘The wise man can adzpt lnmsel[ to circumstances
as water takes the shape of the vase that contains it,’
said the well-known voice of Li Ting. ‘Let not the
lion and the tiger fight at the bidding of the jackal,
By combining our forces all may be well with you yet.
Assist me to dispose of the entirely superfluous Yung
Chang and to marry the elegant and symmetrical
Ning, and in return [ will allot to you 2 portion of my
not inconsiderable income.’

“ ‘However high the tree, the leaves fall to the
ground, and your hour has come at last, O detestable
Li Ting!” said Yung, who had heard the speakers
and crept upon them unperceived. ‘As for my
disti i father-in-law, doubt-
less the heat h:\s afected his indefatigable brains, or
he would not have listened to your contemptible
suggestion. For yourself, draw!’

“Both swords flashed, but before a blow could be
struck the spirits of his ancestors hurled Li Ting
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lifeless to the ground, to avenge the memories that
their unworthy descendant had so often reviled.

« g perish all the cnemies of Yung Chang,’ said
the victor. « And now, MY venerated but exceedingly

short-sightcd father-in-1aw, jearn how narrowly you

to live in comiort, if not 10 affluence, and the rest
of your engaging days can be peace{uuy spent in
fiying kites.”

ERNEST BRAMAH.




NATURE

THE JULY GRASS

A Jury fly went sideways over the long grass. His
wings made a burr about him like a net, beating so
fast they wrapped him round with a cloud. Every
now and then, as he flew over the trees of grass, a
taller one than common stopped him, and there he
clung, and then the eye had time to see the scarlet
spots—the loveliest colour—on his wings. The wind
swung the bennet and loosened his hold, and away
he went again over the grasses, and not one jot
did he care if they were Poa or Fesfuca, or Bromus
or Hordewm, or any other name. Names were nothing
to him; all he had to do was to whirl his scarlet spots
about in the brilliant sun, rest when he liked, and go
on again. I wonder whether it is a joy to have bright
scarlet spots, and to be clad in the purple and gold
of life; is the colour felt by the creature that wears
it? The rose, restful of a dewy mom before the
sunbeams have topped the garden wall, must feel
a joy in its own fragrance, and know the exquisite hue
of its stained petals. The rose sleeps in its beauty.
The fly whirls his scarlet-spotted wings about and
splashes himself with sunlight, like the children on
135
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the sands. He thinks ot of the grass and sun; he
does not heed them 2t all—and that is why he is S0
happy—2nY more than the barefoot children ask
why the sc2 is there, OF why it does not quite dry up
when it cbbs. He is anconscious; he lives w'xtl_lout
thinking about 1iving; and if the sunshine were 2
hundred hours long, still it would not be long enough.
No, never enough of sun and sliding chadows that
come like 2 hand over the table tO lovingly reach
our shoulder, never cnough of the grass that smells
gweet as a flowen not if we could live years and years
cqual in number to the tides that have ebbed and
flowed counting packwards four years to every day
and night, backwards still till we found out which
came first, the night of the day. The scarlet—dotted
fly knows nothing of the names of the grasses that

on the turf and the scarlet-dotted flics shall pass
over me, s if T too were but a grass. 1 will not
think, 1 will be \nCcONscious, 1 will live.

Listen! that was the low sound of 2 summer
wavelet striking the uncovered rock over there be-
neath in the greed sca. All things that are beautiful
are found by chance, like everything that is good.
Here by me'is & praying-Tug just wide enough 1o
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kneel on, of 'the richest gold inwoven with crimson,
All the Sultans of the East never had such beauty
as that to kneel on. It is, indeed, too beautiful to
kneel on, for the life in these golden fowers must not
be broken down even for that purpose. They must
not be defaced, not a stem bent; it is more reverent
not to kneel on them, for this carpet prays itself, [
will sit by it and let it pray for me. It is so common,
the bird's foot lotus, it grows everywhere; Yet if I
purposely searched for days I should not have found
a plot like this, so rich, so golden, so glowing with
sunshine. You might pass it by in one stride, yet it
is worthy to be thought of for 2 week and remembered
for a year. Slender grasses, branched round about
with slenderer boughs, each tipped with pollen and
rising in tiers cone-shaped—too delicate to grow tall
—cluster at the base of the mound. They dare not
grow tall or the wind would snap them. A great
grass, stout and thick, rises three feet by the hedge,
with a head another foot nearly, very green and strong
and bold, lifting itself right up to you; you must
say, “What a fine grass!” Grasses whose awns
succeed each other alternately; grasses whose tops
seem flattencd; others drooping over the shorter
blades beneath; some that you can only find by
parting the heavier growth around them; hundreds
and hundreds, thousands and thousands. The kingly
poppies on the dry summit of the mound take no
heed of these, the populace, their subjects so

they cannot be numbered. A barren race they are,

*B
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the proud poppics: lords of the July ficld, taking no
deep To0t, but raising ¥ prilliant blazon of scarlet
heraldry out of nothing. They are useless, they are
bitter, they ar¢ allied to sleep and poison and ever-
lasting nights yet they are forgiven because they arc
not commonplace. Nothing, 1o abundance of them,
can cver make the poppies commonplace: There is

enius in them, the gcnius of colout, and they are
caved. Even when they take the room of the corn We

the millions and millions of the grass stretching away
in intertangle ranks, through pasture and mca
{rom shore t0 chore, have no yinship with these their
tords. The ruler is always 2 foreigner. Trom Englan
to China the native borm is no kKing; the poppies art
the Normans of the field- Onc of these on the mound
is very beautiful, 2 width of petal, 2 clear silkiness
of colour three shades higher than the rest, it 15
almost dark with scarlet. 1 wish 1 could do some-
thing more than gaze at all this scarlet and gold and
crimson and green, something more than scc it, not
exactly to drink it orf inhale it, pbut in some way to
make it part of me that 1 might live it.

The July grasses must be looked for in corners and
out-of-the-way places, and not in the broad acres
__the scythe has taken them there. BY the way-
side on the banks of the lane, near the gateway—
look, too, in uninteresting places behind incompletc
buildings on the mounds cast up from abandoned
foundations where spcculation has been and gone
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There weeds that would not have found resting-
place elsewhere grow hecked, and

species and unusually large growths appear. Like
everything else that is looked for, they are found
under unlikely conditions. At the back of ponds,
just inside the enclosure of woods, angles of corn-
fields, old quarries, that is where to find grasses, or
by the sea in the brackish marsh. Some of the finest
of them grow by the mere roadside; you may look
for others up the lanes in the deep ruts, look too
inside the hollow trees by the stream. In a moming
you may easily garner together a great sheaf of this
harvest. Cut the larger stems aslant, like the reeds
imitated deep in old green glass. You must consider
as you gather them the height and slenderness of
the stems, the droop and degree of curve, the shape
and colour of the panicle, the dusting of the pollen,
the motion and sway in the wind, The sheaf you may
take home with you, but the wind that was among
it stays without.

RICHARD JEFFERIES.

FLIGHT

OSE cannot, indeed, watch for long the flight of
the fulmar petrel without becoming dissatisfied, or at
least critical, in regard to that of other sea-birds. The
larger gulls grow hopelessly coarse and heavy; the
Kkittiwake is not what it was, something is gone from
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1e bold corsair-like sweeps of the Arctic skua, and
ven in the sceming laboured grace of the tern the
ye begins to dwell more on the labour and less on
he grace. All these birds are bodies: the fulmar
setrel more suggests a soul. Something of this it
owes to its colouring, which, though approaching to
blue above, and of the purest-Jooking white below,
yet has in it that exquisitely smoked or shadowed
quality which allows of no glint or gleam, avoids all
saliency, and almost seems alien from substance itself.
It blends with the air, of which it scems to be a con-
densation rather than something introduced into it.
Yet most lies in the flight. In this there is conveyed
to one a sense not so much of power over as of actual
partnership in the element in which the bird floats, as
though it had been born there, as though it might
slecp and awake there, as though it had never been,
nor ever could be, anywhere else, It is, I suppose,
the small apparent mechanism of the flight that gives
this impression, the absence, or the case, of effort.
Sliding, as it were, from the face of the precipice,
and often from the most towering heights of it, the
thin cleaver-like wings are at once, or after a few
quick, flickering vibrations, spread to their full extent,
and on them the bird floats, sweeps, circles, now
sinking towards the sea, now cresting the summit of
the cliff, but keeping, for the most part, within the
. middle space between the two. Ever and anon it sails
smoothly in to its own rocky ledge, pauses above it,
as though to think ' My home! ** then, with another
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quick shimmer or flicker of the thin shadow-wings,
sweeps smoothly out again, to enter once more on
those wonderful down-sliding, up-gliding circles that
have more of magic in them, and are more drawn
to charm, than had ever a necsomancer’s.

This light flickering of the wings, as I have called
it, for they cannot be said to flap or beat—even quiver
is too gross a term for so delicate a motion—is a
characteristic part of the fulmar petrel’s flight. They
move for 2 moment—{or a few seconds more or less
—in the way in which a shadow flickers on the wall,
and then the bird glides and dircles, holding them
outspread and at rest, opposing their thin, flat surface,
now to this peint, now to that, by a tum of the head
or body, but giving them no independent motion.
Then another flicker, and again the gliding and
circling. When spread thus, flat to the air, the wings
have a very thin, paper-knifey appearance. The
simile does not seem worthy either of them or of the
bird, but as it is continually brought to my mind, I
must employ it, albeit apologetically. It is the shape
of them that suggests it. Their ends are smooth and
rounded, and they are held so straight that they seem
to be in one piece, without a joint; though, just when
the wind catches them freshly, and drives the bird
swiftly along, they are turned slightly upwards toward
the tips, through the momentary yielding of the
quills. Strange though it may seem, this straight-
ness—almost stiffness—of the wing-contour adds to
—nay, makes—the grace of the fulmar petrel’s fight.
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and the pronounced bend at the joint, which, in the
gull and kittiwake, causes the forepart of the wing to
slope backwards in a marked degree, looks almost
clumsy by comparison. The reason, I think, is that
the petrel’s straight, thin, flat-pressed wings look so
splendidly set to the wind, suggesting a graceful
ship—latecn-rigged—in fullest sail, whilst the others
scem timidly furled and reefed by the side of them.
Sometimes, indeed, the wings do bend just a little—
for, after all, they have a joint—but the straight-
set attitude is more germane to them, and soon
they assume it again, shooting forward so briskly,
yvet softly, that one seems to hear a soft little
musical click.

And thus this dream and joy of glorious motion,
this clemental spirit of a bird, floats and flickers
along, cradled in air, looking like a shadow upon it,
sweeping and gliding, rising and falling, in circles of
consummate ease. No, this is not dominion, but union
and sweet accord. There is no in-spite-of, no proud
compelling, here. Lighter than the air that it rides
on, the bird scems married to it, clasps it as a bride.

Epyuxp SeELOUS,

NATURALIST AND SPORTSMAN

It is, I admit, an unhappy truth that the naturalist
is generally more or less in combination with the
sportsman, but it seems to me that as either element
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gains ground the other weakens, so that if a man is
really and truly a naturalist the passion of killing—
and also of collecting—tends to pass into that of
observing, \When the latter has become very strong
in such a man, so that he is interested in the more
minute and intricate things in the lives of animals—
in their domesticities and affections, their instincts,
their intelligence and psychology generally, and with
the questions and problems presented by all of these
—he is then, I believe, either no more a sportsman
or very little of one, though, perhaps, he may not care
to admit this to his old sporting friends. In a word,
the two things—observation of life and the taking of
it—are opposed to each other, though they may be
often combined in one and the same man. But whilst
the naturalist—by virtue of our savage ancestry—
has almost always something of the sportsman in his
composition, the sportsman has, for his part, little or
nothing of the naturalist. I should never expect the
same man to be great in both departments, and I
believe that a list of names would support this con-
tention. By * sportsman,” however, I understand a
man who-kills animals primarily on account of the
pleasurable sensations which he experiences in so
doing. He who really only kills or collects for the pur-
pose of increasing knowledge (so he calls his collection)
is no sportsman, in my opinion—though I think he
does a great deal more harm than if ke were one. The
collector I look upon as the most harmfully destructive
animal on this earth, and the more scientific the more
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destructive he is. The other kind wearies, OT may

s
estimation, that has ever appeared in the world, not
is there any thought more painiul to me than that
of the claughter he is every day perpetra‘dng, and
the extermination of species resulting from its» What
deaths may he not achieve in 2 lifetime! Of all
Thugs, he has the biggest record. That he is often
an agrceable, intelligent, and cultivated man—a very
ood fellow and otherwise unoffending member of
cocicty—is infinitely t0 be regretted. 1 would he
were a strect puisance, 2 swindler, tsar or grand duke,
to the boot of his much greater enormities, for then
he might be put down, whereas now there is little
chance of it. P
Thank heaven he is not here, to put all these pretty
little families under glass €ases and steal every egg
on the nest. Togeta thing dead, that is what his
love of naturc amounts to, and he does it for those
like himself. 1 know the Kind of people who enjoy
those groups in the museum at South Kensington,
and 1 am cick at heart that they chould be there for
them. Who is there, with 2 soul in his body, who
can sce & lot of young stuffed herons, say, in 3 nest
with their parents, without feeling more disgust at
the Philistine slaughter which procm’cd them that

pleasure 18 the poor lifeless imitation for the sake O
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which it is perpetrated, and will be perpetrated, over
and over again, for wretched little fusty museums
in thousands of provincial towns, who must all take
this as their model. Some years ago—three or four,
I think—a gentleman, commissioned to supply one of
these, visited Iceland in the breeding time. Though,
by the laws of the country, the birds and eggs,
at this season, are most stnctly preserved, yet he
ded one of the to override these
laws and give him a permit for the procuring of
specimens, with over three hundred of which—young
and old, nests, eggs, and everything—he returned
to England. I commend the account of this matter
to the notice of the Society for the Protection of
Birds, and eamestly hope that, by communicating
with the Icelandic—or Danish—Govermnment they
may be able to prevent the threatened repetition—
for it was threatened in the account itself—of a thing
so horrible. It does not seem altogether impossible
that the magistrate in question, by allowing himself
to be persuaded into granting such permission,
committed an illegal act, for which, had it been
known, he would have incurred the just rebuke of
those in authority over him. If so, it should not be
difficult to nip in its poisonous bud an abuse which,
it unchecked, will make Iceland a paradise, not of
birds for ever, but of bird shooters and stuffers for a
few years only,
T believe that these poor stuffed groupings of bird
family life, for each of which a whole live family has
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to be killed, and which have been so much praised,
are really nothing but an evil, or, at least, that thereis
no good in them at all comparable to the evil. All
naturalists * of the right breed "’ ~who can see them
alive, and not dead, will. Those who cannot will
take little consolation in so poor a substitute, and
will rather spend their time in seeing what they can
than in filling their eyes with mere deadness. 1t is.
not for such that these odious slaughters, these re-
volting barbarities are committed, but for sauntering
mechanics, booby children, “ Oh my! "-ing servant
maids, and a few panel-painting young ladies. These
are the beneficiaries; but the real moving motive
of it all—the causa cansans—is the inextinguishable

fire of slaughter that burns for ever in the human -

breast. It burns for ever, but, as Time works his
changes, some new imagined motive must be found
for the old passion and the old deed; so over them
both science now flings her ample, hypocritical cloak.
“ For the sake of science —that is the formula of |
the professor who sends out the naturalist to slay,
and of the naturalist who goes and slays. With that
charm on their lips both quench the thirst of their
hearts, and feel no evil in the draught. To the strong
band of slayers they add their strength, nay, supply it,
if that were needed, with an added incentive, preach-
ing a crusade of destruction to its very enthusiasts
who, though they love nothing better, yet may nod
sometimes, like the good Homer, and are then urged
and begged to continue with ““ Kill more, and fill our
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museums, Forget not us poor old professors wearying
amidst empty glass cases. Throw us a specimen or
two to mumble, while yet there are specimens left,
For the sake of science, gentlemen, for the sake of
science! ”’ And so, for the sake of science, they add
to the dearth of its living material, and kill, very
complacently, the goose with the golden eggs.
Science might use her influence to check the dance
of death, instead of making it caper more wildly, but
there is something in 2 museum which brings down
the high to the level of the low, and makes the
learned biologist and the banging idiot the best of
good friends and confederates. That museum must
be filled, and when it is full the next thing to do is to
fill it again; so the cry is ever for specimens, ever
“ Killf * That the creature wanted is rare makes it
all the more wanted, and a moment’s pause in getting
it may lead to another museum getting it first: per-
haps—coveted honour!—only just before it becomes
extinct. For extinction adds a charm to a specimen
when once your own museum has obtained it: the
rarer it becomes after that, the more the curators
chuckle, and with its ceasing for ever rivals are left
out in the cold. So science leagues itself with death,
and the museums roar, one against another, ** Kill!

EDMUND SELOUS,
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FARMER OAK AND THE SHEEP

Tue wind continued to beat about the corners of the
hut, but the flute-playing ceased. A rectangular
space of light appeared in the side of the.hut, and in
the opening the outline of Farmer Qak’s figure. He
carried a lantern in his hand, and closing the door
behind him came forward and busied himself about
this nook of the field for nearly twenty minutes, the
lantern light appearing and disappearing here and
there, and brightening him or darkening him as he
stood before or behind it. . . .

The ring of the sheep-bell, which had been silent
during his absence, recommenced, in tones that
had more mellowness than clearness, owing to the
increasing growth of surrounding wool. This con-
tinued till Oak withdrew again from the flock. He
returned to the hut, bringing in his arms a new-bomn
lamb, consisting of four legs large enough for a full-
grown sheep, united by an unimportant membrane
about half the substance of the legs collectively which
constituted the animal’s entire body just at present.

The little speck of life he placed on a wisp of hay
before the small stove, where a can of milk was
simmering. Oak extinguished the lantern by blowing
into it and then pinching out the snuff, the cot being
lighted by a candle suspended by a twisted wire.
A rather hard couch formed of a few corn sacks
thrown carelessly down covered half the floor of this
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little habitation, and here the young man stretched
himself along, loosened his woollen cravat, and closed
his eyes. In about the time a person uwnaccustomed
to bodily labour would have decided upon which
side to lie, Farmer Oak was asleep.

The inside of the hut, as it now presented itself,
was cosy and alluring, and the scarlet handful of
fire in addition to the candle, reflecting its own genial
colour upon whatever it could reach, flung associa~
tions of enjoyment even over utensils and tools.
In the corner stood the sheep-crook, and along 2
shelf at one side were ranged bottles and canisters
of the simple preparations pcrtaining to ovine
surgery and physic; spirits of wine, turpentine, tar,

ginger, and castor-oil being the chief, On
a triangular shelf across the corner stood bread, bacon,
cheese, and a cup for ale ar cider which was supplied
from a flagon beneath, Beside the provisions lay the
flute, whose notes had lately been called forth by the
Ionely watcher to beguile a tedious hour. The house
was ventilated by two round holes like the lights of
2 cabin, with wood slides.

The lamb, revived by the warmth, began to bleat,
and the sound entered Gabriel’s ears and brain with
an instant meaning, as expected sounds will. Passing
from the profoundest sleep to the most alert wakeful-
ness with the same ease that had accompanied the
reverse operation, he looked at his watch, found that
the hour hand had shifted again, put on his hat,
took the lamb in his arms, and carried it into the
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darkness. After placing the little creature with its

mother, he stood and carefullyexamined the sky, to as-

certain the time of night from the altitude of the stars.
“ One o'clock,” said Gabriel.

One night, when Farmer Oak had returned to his
house, believing there would be no further necessity
for his attendance on the down, he called as usual
to the dogs, previously to shutting them up in the
outhouse till next morning. Only one responded—
old George; the other could not be found, either
in the house, lane, or garden. Gabriel then re-
membered that he had left the two dogs on the hill
eating a dead lamb (a kind of meat he usually kept
from them, except when other food ran short), and
concluding that the young one had not finished. his
meal, he went indoors to the luxury of a bed, which
latterly he had only enjoyed on Sundays. N

It was a still, moist night. Just before dawn he
was assisted in waking by the abnormal reverbera-
tion of familiar music. To the shepherd, the note of
the sheep-bell, like the ticking of the clock to other
people, is a chronic sound that only makes itself
noticed by ceasing or altering in some unusual manner
from the well-known idle tinkle which signifies to the
accustomed ear, however distant, that all is well in
the fold. In the solemn calm of the awakening mom
that note was heard by Gabriel, beating with unusual
violence and rapidity. This exceptional ringing may
be caused in two ways—by the rapid feeding of the
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sheep bearing the bell, as when the flock breaks into
new pasture, which gives it an intermittent rapidity,
or by the sheep starting off in a run, when the sound
has a regular palpitation. The experienced ear of
Oak knew the sound he now heard to be caused by
the running of the flock with great velocity.

He jumped out of bed, dressed, tore down the lane
through a foggy dawn, and ascended the hill. The
forward ewes were kept apart from those among
which the fall of lambs would be later, there being
two hundred of the latter class in Gabriel's flock.
These two hundred seemed to have absolutely van-
ished from the hill. Gabriel called at the top of
his voice the shepherd’s call, “* Ovey, ovey, ovey! "

Not a single bleat. He went to the hedge—a gap
had been broken through it, and in the gap were the
footprints of the sheep. Rather surprised to find them
break fence at this season, yet putting it down
instantly to their great fondness for ivy in winter-
time, of which a great deal grew in the plantation,
he followed through the hedge. They were not in
the plantation. He called again: the valleys and
farthest hills resounded as when the sailors invoked
the lost Hylas on the Mysian shore; but no sheep.
He passed through the trees and along the ridge of
the hill. On the extreme summit, where the ends of
the two converging hedges were stopped short by
mecting the brow of the chalk-pit, he saw the younger
dog ding against the sky—dark and
as Napoleon at St. Helena,
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A horrible conviction darted through Oak. With
a sensation of bodily faintness he advanced: at one
point the rails were broken through, and there he
saw the footprints of his ewes. The dog came up,
licked his hand, and made signs implying that
he expected some great reward for signal services
rendered. Oak looked over the precipice. The ewes
lay dead and dying at its foot—a heap of two hundred
carcases, representing in their condition just now at
least two hundred more. '

Oak was an intensely humane man: indeed his
humanity often tore in pieces any politic intentions
of his which bordered on strategy, and carried him
on as by gravitation. A shadow in his life had always
been that his flock ended in mutton—that a day
came and found every shepherd an arrant traitor to
his defenceless sheep. His first feeling now was
one of pity for the untimely fate of these gentle ewes
and their unborn lambs.

It was a second to remember another phase of the
matter. The sheep were not insured. All the savings
of a frugal life had been dispersed at a blow; his
hopes of being an independent farmer were laid low
—possibly for ever. Gabriel's energies, patience, and
industry had been so severely taxed during the years
of his life between cighteen and eight-and-twenty,
to reach his present stage of progress, that no more
scemed to be left in him. He leant down upon a rail,
and covered his face with his hands.

THoMASs Harpy.



EIGHTH SECTION

CHILDREN

EARLY MEMORIES

Stocur Prace, in the parish of Footscray, Kent,
was originally a small square Queen Anne house,
separated from the main road by a high wall covered
with ivy, between two strips of garden. A wing had
been added later, along the first story of which, facing
the real garden which was at the back, ran what
seemed to me an endless gallery, the most ideal of
places for children to rush up and down and yell in.
Connected in my mind with this gallery is one of those
mysterious incidents that are never really cleared up,
and which 1 for one believed was a case of crime too
heinous to be explained to gaod children. A cousin
of ours, Alfred S., had apparently shut the cat up
in a small cupboard which stood in a certain place
at the end of the gallery—a place in which an im-
prisoned cat should have had every chance of
advertising her presence. But she made no sound;
perhaps she was a delicate-minded cat, Whether
she actually died of starvation, or was discovered
in the nick of time, I forget, but from that moment
Alfred became a sinister figure in our collection of
cousins, and when he died a few years later I always
believed the cat had something to do with it
153
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There were roomy stables and a big old-fashioned
granary mounted on stone pillars, yet none the less
infested, so they told us, by rats—a useful legend.
The grounds were charming; on one side of the
croquet lawn was the most enormous acacia I-have
ever seen, the bloom of which never failed, and on
the other a fine cedar. Beyond was a walled kitchen
garden with flowery borders and rose patches, and
the object of our lives was to mount the walls,
unobserved, {from the far side in quest of forbidden
fruit. Once I remember the gardener, who had
stealthily removed the ladder, suddenly appearing
with a long switch; we flew along the top, he at the
bottom of the wall, calling out as we reached the spot
where the ladder should have been: “Now, I've
got yer, yer little warmints,”” and I am glad to
say 1 followed Johnny's lead and took a flying
leap down into safety, a drop of eight or nine feet
~—not a mean performance for a child of less than
that number of years.

Beyond the kitchen garden was a shrubbery that
scemed to me then what the woods in Rossetti’s
sonnets seem to me now—a vast mysterious place
full of glades and birds, wildflowers and bracken;
beyond that again, not on our property I think, was
a nut-wood intersected by green paths one exactly
like the other, in which I never strayed far from my
clders for fear of getting lost. I was always haunted
with this particular terror, and once, when separated
for one second from my family in the midst of a
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seething firework crush at the Crystal Palace, started
such appalling yells of * T shall never see my dear
papa and mamma again! " that the crowd instantly
divided to enable my father’s hand once more to
grasp mine.

Fringed with disreputable-looking willows was a
duck-pond, on which we used to put forth in wine
boxes and tubs; and hard by an old elm tree, in
which Alice, Johnny and a friend of his built one of
the many descendants of the Tree House in the
Suiss Family Robinson. It had a floor, and heaps
of shelves and hooks, and we were allowed to have
tea up there when we had been very good. As warm
milk from the cow figured among our treats I pre-
tended to love it, but really was rather nauseated,
and privately thought milking an improper sight.
It scemed cruel, too, to maul the poor cows like
that, and when the gruff cowman said they liked it,
he was not believed.

I have two special farmyard recollections, one
being the occasion on which young Maunsell B.—a

- school friend of Johnny’s who spent most of his
holidays with us and considered himself engaged to
Mary—promised me sixpence if I would ride 2 slim
black pig called Fairylight round the yard. For some
reason or other we were dressed in clean, open-work,
starched frocks, and when, after being shot off on to
the manure heap, I was dragged into my father's
study by our infuriated nurse, it was easy to sce
he could hardly keep his countenance. The other
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to my conviction they were thousand-year-old insects,
not really dead, but in a state of suspended animation;
for when placed in a soup-plate with a little water
at the bottom they presently began to swell, stretch
out their legs, and turn slow somersaults. No one
knows what nightmares followed that particular treat.

Finally, there is one more memory, dateless but
imperishable, because I was never allowed to hear
the end of it—an occasion on which all unconsciously
a life’s philosophy was formulated. Once grand-
mamma helped me to some pudding, and seeing I
did not touch it, exclaimed: ““Why, I thought it
was your favourite pudding!” My answer was:
“ Yes, but this is so little I can’t cat it.”

I think on the whole we were a naughty and very
quarrelsome crew. My father wrote and pinned on
the wall: " If you have nothing pleasant to say
hold your tongue ”’; an adage which, though excellent
as a receipt for getting on in society, was unpopular
in a nursery such as ours, for words lead to blows,
and we happened to love fighting. There was one
terrific battle between Mary and myself in the course
of which I threw a knife that wounded her chin, to
which she responded with a fork that hung for a
moment just below my eye, Johnny having in the
meantime crawled under the table. . . .

One day, when Mary and I knew that incar-
ceration in an empty room at the top of the house
would surely be our lof, we seized as many baoks
as we could lay hold of, and stuffed them into
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our drawers, which buttoned up at the sides. I
remember the agony of feeling them slip lower and
lower as we were herded upstairs, and how finally,
just as the key was turned on us, down they came
in an avalanche. On another occasion we were locked
up in papa’s dressing-room and the shutters were
barred; but there was light enough to ransack his
wardrobe and construct, with the aid of pillows and
bolster, a complete effigy of him lying on his back
on the floor in full hunting costume. As a finishing
touch, the pincushion, with an inscription pricked
out in pins, “ For dear Papa,” was laid on the effigy’s
breast. If that didn’t melt them I really don’t know
what would, but as a matter of fact an indiscreet
word let drop now and again by visitors made us
suspect that a more lenient view of our- crimes
obtained than might have been supposed. Anyhow,
I know we were considered very quaint and amusing
children, and, as happens in most families, were
alternately encouraged by guests to chatter, and
snubbed by our parents for being forward.

Daxe ETHEL SyYTH.

HAROLD'S GAMES

CHARLOTTE panted up anon, and dropped on the
turf beside me. Neither had any desire for talk; the
glow and glory of existing on this perfect morning
were satisfaction full and sufficient,
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the heart of the matter: The words « will” and
« tcstament” have various meanings and uses’
put about the significationt of “ dcath-letter " there
can be no manner Of doubt '

1 smoothed out the crumpled paper and read:

« My dear cdward (it ran) when 1 die 1 leave all
my muny to you my walkin sticks wips MY crop
my sord and gun bricks forts and all things i have
good-bye my dear charlotte when 1 die 1 leave you
my wach and cumpus and pencel case my salors

KENNETH GRAHAME-

KNIGHTS OoF THE ROUND TABLE

« WELL, then,” Harold began afresh, let's prctend'
we're Knights of the Round Table; and (with 2

didn’t mean it really, but the game of- « Knights”’
always began with this particular contest.
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O please,” implored Harold. “ You know when
Edward's here I never get a chance of being Lancelot.
1 haven’t been Lancelot for weeks! "

Then I yielded gracefully. * All right,” T said.
*“I'll be Tristram.”

0, but you can't,” cried Harold again. ‘‘ Char-
lotte has always been Tristram. She won't play
unless she’s allowed to be Tristram! Be somebody
else this time."”

Charlotte said nothing, but breathed hard, looking
straight before her. The peerless hunter and harper
was her special hero of romance, and rather than see
the part in less appreciative hands, she would have
gone back in tears to the stuffy school-room.

“1 don't care,” I said, “I'l be anything. I'll
be Sir Kay. Come on!”

Then once more in this country’s story the mail-
clad knights paced through the greenwood shaw,
questing adventure, redressing wrong; and bandits,
five to one, broke and fled discomfited to their caves,
Once more were damsels rescued, dragons disem-
bowelled, and giants in every corner of the orchard
deprived of their already superfluous number of heads:
while Palomides the Saracen waited for us by the well,
and Sir Breuse Saunce Pité vanished in craven flight
before the skilled spear that was his terror and his
bane. Once more the lists were dight in Camelot,
and all was gay with shimmer of silk and gold; the
earth shook with thunder of hooves, ash-staves
flew in splinters and the firmament rang to the clash
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f sword on helm. The varying fortune of the day
swung doubtful—now on this side, now on that;
till at last Lancelot, grim and great, thrusting through
the press, unhorsed Sir Tristram (an easy task), and
bestrode her, threatening doom; while the Cornish
knight, forgetting hard-won fame of old, cried
piteously, “ You're hurting me, I tell you! and you're
tearing my frock!” Then it happed that Sir Kay,
hurtling to the rescue, stopped short in his stride,
catching sight suddenly, through apple-boughs, of
a gleam of scarlet afar off; while the confused tramp
of many horses, mingled with talk and laughter, was
borne to the ears of his fellow-champions and himself.

“What is it? "’ inquired Tristram, sitting up and
shaking out her curls; while Lancelot forsook the
clanging lists and trotted nimbly to the boundary-edge.

I stood spell-bound for a moment longer, and then,
with a cry of * Soldiers!” I was off to the hedge,
Sir Tristram picking herself up and scurrying after us.

Down the road they came, two and two, at an easy
walk; scarlet flamed in the eye, bits jingled and
saddles squeaked delightfully; while the men, in
a halo of dust, smoked their short clays like the
heroes they were. In a swirl of intoxicating glory the
troop clinked and clattered by, while we shouted and
waved, jumping up and down, and the big jolly horse-
men acknowledged the salute with easy condescension,

KENNETH GRAHAME,
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THE MERRY-GO-ROUND
JEREMY GOES TO THE FAIR

To Jeremy it was a world of heights and depths.
Behind the stalls, beyond the lane down which he
moved, was an uncertain glory, a threatening peril.
He fancied that strange animals moved there; he
thought he heard a lion roar and an elephant bellow,
The din of the sellers all about him made it impossible
to tell what was happening beyond there; only the
lights and bells, shouts and cries, and a great roar
of distant voices.

He almost wished that he had not come, he felt
50 very small and helpless; he wondered whether
he could find his way out again, and looking back
he was for a2 moment terrified to see that the stream
of people behind him shut him in so that he could
not see the stile, nor the wooden barrer, nor the
red-faced man, Pushed forward, he found himself
at the end of the lane and standing in a semicircular
space surtounded by strange-looking booths with
painted pictures upon them, and in front of them
platforms with wooden steps running up to them.
Then, so unexpectedly that he gave a little scream,
a sudden roar burst out behind him. He turned,
and indeed the world seemed to have gone mad.
A moment ago there had been darkness and dim
shadow. Now, suddenly, there was a huge whistling,
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tossing circle of light and flame, and from the centre
of this a banging, brazen, cymbal-clashing scream
issued—a scream that, through its strident shrill-
ness, he recognised as a tune that he knew—a tune
often whistled by Jim at Cow Farm, ““And her
golden hair was hanging down her back.” Whence
the tune came he could not tell; from the very belly
of the flaming monster, it seemed; but as he watched,
he saw that the huge circle whirled ever faster and
faster, and that up and down on the flame of it
coloured horses rose and fell, vanishing from light
to darkness, from darkness to light, and scemed of
their own free will to dance to the thundering music.

It was the most terrific thing he had ever seen. The
most terrific thing. . . . He stood there, his cap on
the back of his head, his legs apart, his mouth open;
forgetting utterly the crowd, thinking nothing of
time or danger or punishment—he gazed with his
whole bady. :

As his eyes grew more accustomed to the glare
of the hissing gas, he saw that in the centre figures
were painted standing on the edge of a pillar that
revolved without pause. There was a woman with
flaming red cheeks, a gold dress and dead-white
dusty arms, a man with a golden crown and a purple
robe, but a broken nose, and a minstrel with a harp.
The woman and the king moved stiffly their arms
up and down, that they might strike instruments,
one a cymbal and the other a drum.

But it was finally the horses that caught Jeremy's
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heart. Half of them at least were without riders,
and the empty ones went round pathetically, envying
the more successful ones and dancing ta the music
as though with an effort. One especially moved
Jeremy's sympathy. He was a fine horse, rather
fresher than the others, with a coal-black mane, and
great black bulging eyes; his saddle was of gold
and his trappings of red. As he went round he seemed
to catch Jeremy's eye and to beg him to come to him.
He rode more securely than the rest, rising nobly
like a horse of fine breeding, falling again with an
implication of restrained force as though he would
say: ‘I have only to let myself go, and then, my
word, you would sce where I'd get to.” His bold black
eyes turned b hingly to Jeremy ely it was
not only a trick of the waving gas; the boy drew
closer and closer, never moving his gaze from the
horses who had hitherto been whirling at a bacchan-
alian pace, but now, as at some sudden secret com-
mand, suddenly slackened, hesitated, fell into a
gentle jog-trot, then scarcely rose, scarcely {eli, were
suddenly still. Jeremy saw what it was that you did
if you wanted to ride. A stout dirty man came out
amongst the horses and, resting his hand on their
backs as though they were less than nothing to him,
shouted: *Now’s your chance, lidies and gents!
Now, lidies and gents! Come along hup! Come along
hup! The ride of your life now! A ‘alipenny a timel
A ‘alfpenny a time, and the finest ride of your lifel "

People began to mount the steps that led on to the
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p\atiorm where the horses stood. A womarn, then a
sman and a boYs then two mem then two girls giggling
together, then a man and a gitl.

And the stout fellow chouted: Come along hup!
Come along hup! Now, lidies and gents! A 'alfpenny

Jeremy noticed then that the finc horse with the
black mane had stopped close beside him. Tmpossible
to say whether the horse had intended it OF no!

not wish 10 give themselves away- But Jeremy
could sec that he was taking it for gra.nted that
Jeremy anderstood the affair. I you're such a fool
as not tO anderstand ” he secmed 10 say, well,

At any moment someon® else might settle himself
on that beautiful back! there, that stupid fat giggling
girl! No—she had moved elsewhere. - » - He co
endure it 1o longer, and with 2 thumping heart,
clutching & scalding penny in a red-hot hand, he
mounted the steps. One ride—little gen’elman.
"Ere you are! 'Old on now! Oh, you wants that ong
do yer? Right yer are—yer pays y¢r money and yer
{akes yer choice.” He lifted Jeremy Up- “ put yer
arms round 'is neck now—'¢ won't bite yer!” '
Bite him indecd! Jeremy felt, as he clutched the
coo! head, and let his hand slide over the stiff black
mane, that he knew more about that horse than his
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owner did. He seemed to feel beneath him the horse’s
response to his tlutching knees, the head seemed
to rise for a moment and nod to him and the eyes
to say: “It's all right. I'll look after you. I'll give
you the best ride of your life! ™

He felt, indeed, that the gaze of the whole world
was upon him, but he responded to it proudly, staring
boldly around him as though he had been seated on
merry-go-rounds all his days. Perhaps some in the
gaping crowd knew him and were saying: ‘““Why,
there’s the Rev. Cole’s kid.” Never mind; he was
above scandal. From where he was he could see
the Fair lifted up and translated into a fantastic
splendour, Nothing was certain, nothing defined—
above him a canopy of evening sky, with circles and
chains of stars mixed with the rosy haze of the
flame of the Fair; opposite him was the Palace of
“The Two-Headed Giant of the Caucasus,” a huge
man as portrayed in the picture hanging on his
outer walls, a giant naked save for a bearskin, with
one head black and one yellow, and white protruding
teeth in both mouths. Next to him was the Fortune
Teller's, and outside this a little man with a hump
beat a drum. . . . All these things were in Jeremy's
immediate vision, and beyond them was a haze that
his eyes could not penetrate. It held, he knew, wild
beasts, because he could hear quite clearly from time
to time the lion and the elephant and the tiger; it
held music, because from somewhere through all the
noise'and confusion the tune of a band penetrated;
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held buyers and sellers and treasures and riches,

d all the inhabitants of the world—surely all the
ytld must be here to-night. And then, beyond the
ize, there were the silent and mysterious gipsy
ravans, Dark with their little square windows,
nd their coloured walls, and their round wheels, and
ne smell of wood fires, and the noise of hissing
iettles and horses cropping the grass, and around
hem the still night world with the thick woods and
the dark river.

He did not sce it all as he sat on his horse—he was,
as yet, too young; but he did feel the contrast
between the din and glare around him and the
silence and dark beyond, and, afterwards, looking
back, he knew that he had found in that same contrast
the very heart of romance. As it was, he simply
clutched his horse’s beautiful head and waited for
the ride to begin. . . .

They were off! He felt his horse quiver under him,
he saw the mansions of the Two-Headed Giant and
the Fat Lady slip to the right, the light seeméd to
swing like the skirt of someone’s dress, upwards across
the floor, and from the heart of the golden woman
and the king and the minstrel a scream burst forth
as though they were announcing the end of the
world, After that he had no clear idea as to what
occurred. He was swung into space, and all the life
that had been so stationary, the booths, the lights, -
the men and women, the very stars went swinging
with him as though to cheer him on; the horse under
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him galloped before, and the faster he galloped the
wilder was the musxc and the dizzier the world. He
was 1 p He had long
known that this glory was somewhere if it could only
be found; all his days he seemed to have been search-
ing for it; he beat his horse’s neck, he drove his legs
against his sides. “Go on! Goon! Go onl” he cried.
“Faster! Faster! Faster!"”

The strangest things seemed to rise to his notice
and then fall again—a peaked policeman’s hat,
flowers, a sudden flame of gas, the staring eyes
and dead white arms of the golden woman, the
flying forms of the horses in front of him, All the
world was on horseback, all the world was racing
higher and higher, faster and faster. He saw some-
one near him rise on to his horse's back and stand on
it, waving his arms. He would like to have done
that, but he found that he was part of his horse, as
though he had been glued to it. He shouted, he cried
aloud, he was so happy that he thought of no one
and nothing. . . . The flame danced about him in a
circle; he seemed to rise so high that there was a
sudden stillness, he was in the very heart of the
stars; then came the supreme moment when, as he
had always known that one day he would be, he was
master of the world. . . . Then, like Lucifer, he fell,
Slowly the stars receded, the music slackened, people
rocked on to their feet again. . . . The Two-Headed
Giant slipped back once more into his place, he saw
the sinister lady still devouring her supper, women
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looking up at him gaped. His horse gave a last little
leap and died.

This marvellous experience he repeated four tlmes,
and every time with an ecstasy more complete than
the last.

He rushed to a height, he fell, he rushed again, he
fell, and at every return to a sober life his one inten-
tion was instantly to be off on his steed once more.
He was about to start on his fifth journey, he had
paid his halfpenny, he was sitting forward with his
hands on the black mane, his eyes, staring, were
filled already with the glory that he knew was coming
to him, his checks were crimson, his hat on' the
back of his head, his hair flying. He heard a voice,
quict and cool, a little below him, but very near:

“Jeremy . . . Jeremy. Come off that. You've got:
to go home.” ‘

He Jooked down and saw his uncle S'xmuel

Hucr WALPOLE,
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THE STRIKE-LEADER'S SPEECH
Ths following is an excerpt from a great play called Strife,

~—of which the motire 35 the clash of two sirong characters, Mr,
Anthony, the Chairman of the Company, and David Roberls,
fhe leader of the strikevs, the former vepresenting Capital and
the latter Labour. The passage heve quoted is Robents' great
speech to the maners; ard st will of course be understoad that
a5 & eharacter in the play Roberts is made to eapress his own
cpinions, rat those of the axthor.

(Roterts faces the crowd, probing them with his
eyes till they gradually become silent, He
begins speaking. One of the bargemen rises
and stands.

Roberts. You don’t want to hear me, then? You'll
listen to Rous and to that old man, but not to me.
You'll listen to Sim Hamess of the Union that's
treated you so fair; maybe you'll listen fo those
men from Londen? Ahl You groanl What for?
You love their feet on your necks, don't you?
[Then as Bulgin elbows his way towards the platform,
with calm pathos.] You'd like to break my jaw,
John Bulgin. Let me speak, then doyoursmashing,
if it gives you pl [Budgin stards mation d
sulln) Am 1 aliar, a coward, a traiter? If oxly I
were, ye'd listen to me, I'm sure. [7. ermaTings
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, man of you that has given up eight hundred
pounds since this trouble here began? Come now,

[With a sort O exaltahon.]——his pr'mciples are but
tis belly. «Oh, but,” Thomas says, ‘2 man can be
pure and honest, just and merciful, and take off his
hat to Naturet” T tell you Nature's neither puré
nor honest, just nor merciful. You chaps that live
over the hill, an’ g0 home dead beat in the dark on
a snowy night—-don’t ye fight your way every inch

of it? Doycgol lyin’ down an trustin’ to the tender

mercies of this merciful Nature? Try it and you'l

soon know with what ye've got to deal. 'Tes
only by that—{He strikes @ plow with Mis clenched
fist}—in Nature's face that a man can be a man.
“Give in,”" says Thomas, ‘' 80 down on your knees;
throw up Yyour foolish fight, an’ perhaps," he
said, ‘' perhaps your enemy will chuck you down
a crust.”

Jago. Never!

Evans. Curse them!
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Thomas. 1 neler said that.

Roberts. [Bitingly.} If ye did not say it, man, ye
meant it. An' what did ye say about Chapel?
““Chapel's against it,” ye said. “She's against it!"
Well, if Chapel and Nature go hand in hand, it's
the first I've ever heard of it. That young man
there—{Pointing fo Rous.}—said I 'ad ‘ell fire on
my tongue. I{f I had I would use it all to scorch
and wither this talking of surrender. Surrendering’s
the work of cowards and traitors.

Henry Rous. [As George Rous moves forward.] Go for
him, George—don’t stand his lip!

Roberts. [Flinging out his finger.] Stop there, George
Rous, it's no time this to settle personal matters.
[Rous staps.] But there was one other spoke to you
—Mr. Simon Harness. We have not much to thank
Mr. Harness and the Union for, They said to s,
“Desert your mates, or we'll desert you." An’ they
did desert us.

Evans. They did.

Roberts. Mr. Sirnon Harness is a clever man, but b2
has come too late. [Wilh intense conviction] Fer
all that Mr. Simon Harness says, for all that
Thomas, Rous, for all that any man preseat here
can say—iVe've won the fight I—{The croed sags
nearer, looking eagerly up. With withering scorn}—
You've felt the pinch o't in your bellies. Yea've
fargatten what that fight ‘as been; many times I
have told you; I will tell you now this cace again.
The fight o’ the country’s body and blood azainst 2
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blood-sucker- The fight of those that spend their-
selves with every blow they strike and every breath
they dravw, against 2 thing that fattenson them, and
ows and Brows by the 1av of merciful Nature.
That thing 18 Capitall A thing that buys the sweat
o men's brows: and the tortures 0 their brains, at
its own price. Don't I know that? Wast’ the work
o’ my brains bought for seven hundred pounds, and
hasn’t oné hundred thousand pounds been gaine
them by that seven hundred without the stirring O
a finger. 1t182 thing that will take as much an
give you as little as it can- That's Capital!
thing that will say—"Tm very SOty for you, poor
{cllows—you have a cruel tme of it, 1 know,” but

consent 10 another penny on the Income Tax to
help the poor? That's Capital! A white-faced,
stony-heartcd monster! Yehave gotit on itsknees;
are ye 10 give up at the last minute to save your
miserable bodies pain? When I went this morning
to those old men {rom London, 1 looked into their
very 'carts. One of them Wwas sitting there—Mr.
Scantlebury, 2 mass of flesh pourished on us: sittin’
there for all the world like the chareholders in this
Company, that sit not moving tonguc nor finger,
dividends—2 great dumb ox that can only
be roused when its food is threatened. 1 looked
jnto his eyes and I saw he was @ aid—afraid for
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himselfand his dividends, afraid for his fees, afraid of |
the very shareholders he stands for; and all but one

of them’s afraid—like children that get into a wood

at night, and start at every rustle of the leaves, I

ask you, men—[He pauses, holding out his hand till
there is ulter silence.}—Give me a free hand to tell

them: “Go you back to London. The men have

nothing for you!” [A murmuring.] Give me that,

an’ I swear to you, within a week you shall have

from London all you want.

Evans, Jago and Others. A free hand! Give hima
free hand! Bravo—bravo!

Roberts. *Tis not for this little moment of time we're
fighting—{[The murmuring dies.}—not for ourselves,
onr own little bodies, and their wants, "tis for all
those that come after throughout all time. [IVith
friense sadness.] Oh! men—for the love o’ them,
don’t roll up another stone upon their heads, don’t
help to blacken the sky, an’ let the bitter sea in over
them. They're welcome to the worst that can
happen to me, to the worst that can happen to us
all, aren’t they—aren’t they? If we can shake—
[Passionately}—that white-faced monster with the
bloody lips, that has sucked the life out of our- -
selves, our wives and children, since the world
began. {Dropping the nole of passion, but with the
utmost weight and intensity) If we have not the
hearts of men to stand against it breast to breast,
and eye to eye, and force it backward till it ary for
mercy, it will go on sucking life; and we shall stay
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for ever what we are—[In-almos! a whisper.}—
less than the very dogs. ) )
{An utter stillness, and Roberts stands rocking his
body slightly, with his eyes burning the faces
of the crowd.
Joun GALSWORTHY.

A LEAGUE OF NATIONS

EXTRACT FROM AN ADDRESS OF PRESIDENT
WILSON. MAY 27, 1916

Tnis great war that broke so suddenly upon the world
two years ago, and which has swept within its flame
so great a part of the civilised world, has affected us
very profoundly, and we are not only at liberty, it
is perhaps our duty, to speak very frankly of it and
of the great interests of civilisation which it affects,

With its causes and its objects we are not concerned.
The obscure fountains from which its stupendous
flood has burst forth we are not interested to search
for or explore. But so great a flood, spread far and
wide to every quarter of the globe, has of necessity
engulfed many a fair province of right that lies very
near to us.

Our own rights as a nation, the liberties, the
privileges, and the property of our people have been
profoundly affected. We are not mere disconnected
lookers-on.

The longer the war lasts the more deeply do we
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become concerned that it should be brought to an
end and the world be permitted to resume its normal
life and course again. And when it does come to an
end we shall be as much concerned as the nations at
war to see peace assume an aspect of permanence,
give promise of days from which the anxiety of
uncertainty shall be lifted, bring some assurance that
peace and war shall always hereafter be reckoned
part of the common interest of mankind.

We are participants, whether we would or not,
in the life of the world. The interests of all nations
are our own also. We are partners with the rest.
\What affects mankind is inevitably our affair as well
as the affair of the nations of Europe and of Asia,

One observation on the causes of the present war
we are at liberty to make, and to make it may throw
some light forward on the future as well as backward
upon the past. It is plain that this war could have
come only as it did, suddenly and out of secret
counsels, without warning to the world, without
discussion, without any of the deliberate movements
of counsel with which it would seem natural to
approach so stupendous a contest.

It is probable that if it could have been fore-
seen just what would happen, just what alliances .
would be formed, just what forces arrayed against
one another, those who brought the great contest
on would have been glad to substitute conference
for force.

If we ourselves had been afforded some opportunity
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o apprise the belligerents of the attitude which it
yould be our duty to take, of the policies and
sractices against which we would feel bound to use
all our moral and cconomic strength, and in certain
circumstances cven our physical strength also, our
own contribution to the counsel which might have
averted the struggle would have been considered
worth weighing and regarding.

And the lesson which the shock of being taken by
surprise in a matter so deeply vital to all the nations
of the world has made poignantly clear is that the
peace of the world must henceforth depend upon a
new and more wholesome diplomacy.

Only when the great nations of the world lnve
reached some sort of agreement as to what they hold
to be fundamental to their common interest, and as
to feasible method of acting in concert when any
nation or group of nations seeks to disturb those
fundamental things, can we feel that civilisation
is at last in o way of justifying its existence and
claiming to be finally established.

It is clear that nations must in the future be
governed by the same high code of hionour that we
demand of individuals.

We must, indeed, in the very same breath with
which we avow this conviction admit that we have
ourselves upon occasion in the past been offenders
against the law of diplomacy which we thus fore-
cast; but our conviction is not the less clear, but
rather the more clear on that account,
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If this war had accomplished nothing else for the
benefit of the world, it had at least disclosed a great
moral necessity and set forward the thinking of the
statesmen of the world by a whole age.

Repeated utterances of the leading statesmen of
most of the great nations now engaged in war have
made it plain that their thought has come to this,
that the principle of public right must henceforth
take precedence over the individual interests of
particular nations, and that the nations of the world
must in some way band themselves together to see
that that right prevails as against any sort of selfish
aggression; that henceforth alliance must not be
set up against alliance, understanding against under-
standing, but that there must be a common agree-
ment for a common object, and that at the heart of
that common object must lie the inviolable rights
of peoples and of mankind.

The nations of the world have become each other’s
neighbours, It is to their interest that they should

. understand each other. In order that they may
understand each other, it js imperative that they
should agree to co-operation in a common cause, and
that they should so act that the guiding principle
of that common cause shall be even-handed and
impartial justice.

This is undoubtedly the thought of America. This
is what we ourselves will say when there comes
proper occasion to say it. In the dealings of nations
with one another arbitrary force must be rejected,
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and we must move forward to the thought qf the
modern world, the thought of which _pcace is the
very atmosphere. That thought constxtu.tes-a chie

by gelfish passion, as our franker historians have been
honourable cnough t0 admit; but it has becom® more
and more our rule of life and action. Second, that

So sincerely do we believe in these things that I
am sure that 1 speak the mind and wish of the people
of America when 1 say that the people of the United
States is willing to become a partner in any feasible
association of nations formed in order to realise these
objects and make them secure against violation.
There is nothing that the United States wants for
jtself that any other nation has. We are willing, OF
the contrary, to limit ourselves along with them &
a prescnbed course of duty and respect for the right
of others which will check any celfish passion ©
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our own, as it will check any aggressive impulse
on theirs.

If it should ever be our privilege to suggest or
initiate 2 movement for peace among the nations
now at war, I am sure that the people of the United
States would wish their government to move along
these fines:

First, such a settlement with regard to their own
immediate interests as the belligerents may agree
upon. We have nothing material of any kind to ask
for ourselves, and we are quite aware that we are
in no sense or degree parties to the present quarrel,
Our interest is only in peace and its future guarantees,

Second, a universal association of the nations to
maintain the inviolable security of the highway of
the seas for the common and unhindered use of all
the nations of the world, and to prevent any war
Begun either contrary g treaty cavenants or without
warning and full submission of the causes to the
opinion of the world—a virtual guarantee of territorial
integrity and political independence.

PreSIDENT WiLsox,
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CRITICISM

“ A GENUINE criticism should, as I take it,”--said
Hazlitt, * reflect the colours, the light and shade,
the soul and body of a work.” I turn to my dictionary
and I find that it does not agree with Hazlitt. T find
that while the word “ critic ”’ need, according to its
origin, bear no meaning but that of a pronouncer of
judgments, it does actually bear the primary meaning
(in the opinion of my dictionary) of a pronouncer of
adverse judgments, a censorious person. Now this
is extraordinary! I take up the most influential
of the weekly critical journals (which surely will
know), and I read: “ This is not a work to criticise,
but to enjoy light-heartedly.” And why is this “ not
a work to criticise ” ?—is there something in the act
of criticism which is inimical, nay, which is anti-
thetical, to the act of light-hearted enjoyment? Are
all our critics, then, to be men of heavy heart and
heavier pens? Are they to be weighted down with

the professional pack of their learning and bent with
the burden of delivering judgment? Are they to be
tired persons, worn with the daily task of speaking

184
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ill, or of speaking well (their more likely task, despite
my dictionary), or of speaking in propria persona at
all, who slip out of their critical garments with the
delight we may imagine the sewerman to experience
in doffing his overalls, or the exhausted grocer in
putting off his apron and leaving the scales and the
thousand tedious commodities of the counter? I
think not; I think not with all my heart. This
popular misconception of the critic as 4 censorious
person will have to be got rid of altogether, No
longer must it be with a connotation of reproach that
one hears (in the columns of the weekly critical
journals at least), ** Oh, but you're so critical.” The
only possible answer, for the critic, is, “ Yes, madam,
that is what I conceive myself to be paid to be.”
Nevertheless the idea that the critic is a censorious
person dies hard in England. Not all the kindness
of our comment has sufficed to kill it. Partly, I think,
the reason is that in our literary history precept has
not on any notable occasion preceded practice; as
Lessing in Germany came before Goethe and Schiller.
It really seems that, in other spheres as well as the
political, our national genius is for doing things and
for discovering afterwards what we have dome. It
is an admirable method; but it has this minor and
incidental hardship, that criticism in England does
not easily get recognised as a constructive force. . . .
The immediate need, then, of the present day is for
criticism, and criticism, and for yet more criticism.
1 do not see how there can well be too much. But it
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must be criticism. It is'ilhistrative'oi the desue-
tude into which criticism has fallen that although 2
journal called The Critic flourished almost without
intermission from Smollett’s day until our oW, the
journal which at present bears that title is a journ

whose interests are limited to the movements of the
markets. 1t is as though those were the only things
whose colours, whose light and shade, whose soul
and body, ouT age cared exactly to reflect. There are
excellent critics of the game of golf; there are critics
of football, of the Rugby code especially, who do
their work SO admirably, that one harbours secret
wishes that they might be guilty of malversation,
and so, like Hazlitt, write not only of Neate versus

criticism: there would be no literary supplement of
The Times, o example, with an increased public
and an unreduced integrity standing there to refute
me. But1do think that two things are incontestable:
one, that in the general rush and output from the
press, literaty evaluations areé mixed or altogether
wanting; and the other that for the patural critic
to live by the genuine practice of his craft is more
difficult than it should be.
P. P. HOWE.
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WHAT IS POETRY?
“ May God make this world, my child, 2s beautiful to you

as it has been to me.”’—BLAKE, i old age,

He beholds the light and whence it Bows,

He secs it in his joy.
WHAT poetry is, in spite of all the definitions, we can
no more define than we can define life or love; but
what things are poetry we know, as we know what
things are living, and loving, by their attributes and
by their effects upon us. And the first of these is a
troubling of the waters of the spirit: all poetry
expresses some one’s feelings and attempts to
awaken the corresponding emotions in the heart
of another.

*All of us are poets in a measure because all of us
have feeling, and power to communicate what we feel
to others; but those we call poets are at once more
sensitive, with a wider range of feeling; and better
able to express what they feel, and move others to
share their feelings. To speak in metaphor, the senses
of their soul are more numerous and more acute, and
their voices have a greater compass than is in common
men. All of us, for example, see¢ dimly, as a half-blind
man sees a light, beauty in a hill or 2 cloud or a prim-
rose; but the poet sees it as a radiant glow that moves
him to cry aloud with delight and so to make us also
look again more earnestly to share his vision. We
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poetry by criticism as well as by intuition; for what
is called the critical instinct in adults is really habit.

That it should be an attempt to communicate a
genuine emotion is the first condition of poetry, But
our hearts are hard and our senses dull compared
with a poet’s; and sometimes we are moved without
being conscious of it. Emotion, then, will not always
be our guide—except to the very highest poetry. We
must learn to recognise it by its attribntes and its
outward form. There are no poetical subjects—there
are indeed no artistic subjects, for art can find and
reveal an aspect of beauty in everything that God
has permitted to exist. It is not the thing but the
saying that moves us, not the matter but the manner
of its presentation. Poetry shows us an aspect of a
thing, not the thing itself, which, as we know from
Plato, we never can see as it really is; science shows
us another aspect; religion another; common sense,
perhaps, another.

On the high-road near my house is a row of ancient
cottages falling into decay, dark and dirty and really
unfit for human habitation; in the daytime an eyesore
and a reproach. Yet at night, when the beams of
powerful car-lights fall on their tall fronts, they are
transfigured and glow with a strange and weird
beauty like the glamour of a dream. So art can make
sad things beautiful, and sordid things wonderful, as
in Mr. Hardy's novels.

Why this should be so is a question that would lead
us into the deepest of all problems, the nature of good
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But the actors are all spirits and spon
Axe n:zlt:d into nx, into thig air

And we are awake again lo that other aspect of
things which we call reality:

Dreams, indeed, they are; but soch a3 evea
Jove might dream.

Criticism is the study of the art by which the poet
presents the emotional aspects of things so as to
communicate his own feelings to others.

Emotion is not poetry, but the cause of poetry:
and emotional expression is only poetry when it
takes a beautiful form. Here again we are faced
with the indefinable: we can only say that certain
men have innate power to produce under the influence
of emotion sounds and sights that thrill the seases of
other men, and that the exercise of that power is
called art—music, painting, sculpture, perhaps acting.
To exist as poetry, emotion must be translated into
music and visual images, clear and beautiful; they
may be terrible or saddening, but still beautiful; for
it has been said that the greatest mystery of poetry
is its power 1o invest the saddest things with beauty.
When emotion takes an inartistic form, the result is
not poetry but a sort of echo of poetry, sometimes so
like the real thing that only a cultivated taste can
distinguish between them. Then why trouble to do
so? I cannot too strongly afirm that only by such
trouble and training can we appreciate art at afl or
get any real good from it. “We needs must fove tle
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and not t0 the WOTKS of any 9 His creatures: B}lt 1i
«“ appreciate" be substituted for see,”’ then it is.

tibility o mere sentiment 15 more dangerous
the craving {or strong drink.
This matter 15 of such Jital importance to my point

T've treasured it long, a5 2@ sainted prize, o
I've pedewed it with tears and embatmed it with sighsi
b i K

a
Not 2 tie will break, not @ ﬁnk‘wm start.
Would ye leatn the spell? A mother sat there.
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That is the attempt to express a real emotion, one of
the deepest and purest that the heart can know, the
lmnng remembrance of a dead mother. Yet somehow
it misses the ions and only k H
sentimental minds may not be aware of the difference;
but it does not *“tell " with most of us. The reason is
that the form, the medium of expression, is not
adequate to convey, to communicate, the emotion.
First, and most significant, it is Iacking in musical

power; I shall try to examine later on the technique
of musical lines, but in the present instance the ear
alone is a sufficient guide, and it feels these verses to
have no adequate volume of sound to impart a strong
emotion and no cadences to voice 2 deep one. If the
verses are read aloud and then immediately afterwards

O that those ips had language! Life bas

With me but roughly since 1 heard thee last.

Those lips are thine—thy own sweet smile I see,

The same, that oft in childhood solaced me;

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say

“ Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears awayl*

The meek intelligence of those dear eyes

(Blest be the art that can immortalise,

The art that baflles Time’s tyrannic claim

To quench it) here shines on me still the same—
*The Old Arm-Chair” will sound like a mere jingle
by the side of the solemn and decp musical note of
Cowper's lines; yet the same emotion inspired both.
Each is written in rhyming couplets with ten syllables
to the line; but one rattles along with 2 bounce and
2 jerk: the other has a slow, grave movement be-
fitting its sad reflective theme. Shall we say that

G
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be subjected nor formed to sustain, it is not likely

W rize must apparently e the lady as wells
forit “is pound by 2 thousand links to her heart,”’ not
one of wh h One line of Cowper, “*The

meek intelligence of those dear eyes,” has more worth
for the imagination than this whole stanza- 1 should
be very sorty to make fun of a daughter’s jove fof

real emotions and that those Who fancy themselves
«moved” BY 5t are from laziness OT carelessness
taking the sbadow.iop-the substance and ;deluding
themselves with mere words:. .BY- such. readers the
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publishers of feuilletons grow rich: worse still, a
sense of unreality gradually grows upon them—for
Eliza Cook’s verses are much nearer the real thing
than the great mass of bad verse—and then they
assume that all poetry is an echo and a fiction, and
cease to read it in any form, 1 fancy that people who
have no taste for poetry fall roughly into two classes:
those who have been fed on sentiment till they
sickened of it, and those who have been crammed
with notes on meanings and allusions and gram-
matical examples and biographical records until they
have learned to curse the poets and all their works.

But neither of these classes has known poetry at
all. T am not going to 2dd another failure to the
many attempts at defining what in its very essence
is andefinable: but on the tomb of Lord Falkland’s
grandfather in Burford Church is an epitaph written
by his wife; it concludes with 2 quatrain which
always to me seems to express in poetry of the
tenderest beanty the most esseptial truth about

poetry: Love made me poet

And this I wnitt,

My harte did doe yt,

‘And not my witt.
A poet, by his very pame, is a2 “maker”: a maker
of music, and of pictures; and in both, to some
extent, 2 maker of the material—viz. language—in

which he works. E. A. GreexING LAMBORN,



of the hornt just pefore the reprise in the second move
ment of the Unﬁmshed, on theoctave ofE, 1>ia1zissi1no,
{our times repeated.

Nothing catt alter the effect of the Unfinished. 1
have heard it p\aycd by a superb orchestra, by 2
moderate orchestra, by an amateur orchestra; under

1 From The Promenadé Ticket by the 1ate A. He sidgwicks By permissions



A. H. SIDGWICK 197

Colonne, under Mengelberg, under Richter, under
Steinbach, under Wood (order alphabetical), under
an energetic but limited enthusiast, under a gentle-
man who was evidently making the best of a bad job.
I have heard it with every detail perfect, the strings
exquisite and poignant beyond belief, the oboe con-
centrating in its lament the secular sorrow of
humanity. I have heard it with a gross and ex-
asperating exaggeration of the rallenfandos. 1 have
heard jt with the wood-wind out of tune, and the
drum making wild shots at his part and finally
abandoning it in despair. But at every hearing the
thing itself stands out indubitable, apart from and
above any varieties of interpretation.

And what it is admits of little doubt. However
much we may deprecate programmes, and boggle over
the verbal interpretation of music, we cannot miss the
meaning of this symphony. Itis tragedy at its kecnest
—not the serene and ample tragedy of the Greeks,
but the more personal and modern tragedy which
springs from actual sorrow and suffering, which
moves to no large predestined end, but dashes like
a forlorn hope in the face of fate, and reels back
broken and despairing. Greek tragedy at its best is
the profoundest life of a ity made jons:
at its worst, it is a rather dull problem in predestina-
tion. Modern tragedy at its worst is pathological
delirium: at its best—well, read the third act of
King Lear or listen to the working out in the first

of the Unfinished Symphony
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Tere is @ phrase of a Shakespeare critic which
ays COMES into MYy ind at the crisis of this

s symphonys (3 ¢
orking ou’c——-sdenced, as it were, by the t c
hison on the key-note of the minor W opens it
Je return 0 e first theme of all— dim fore-
oding in th rcellos and Dasses on which the sy?”
shony begins It down low on the 'cellos,
ises i e fiddles quickening its pace as the
ain becom ore unb able. Thrice with m

climax of agony is coming, Wé return simply
lain theme with which we started, thundered out
in the key of E minor. As the Shakespear® critic
says, ' The last terror confronts us: our dream nas
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strings succeeding it—the mark fz in the score always
lingers in my mind at this point—we go back by the
good first-movement rule to the two other themes,
not from any psychological motive, but simply
because they have to be repeated. If you expect
Schubert’s final view on the universe at this point,
you will be disappointed: if you are out for music
you will not,

At the end of the ﬁxst movemcnt let me reoommend
to my fell 1 1 a-u
symphonies, hut pamcularly to thxs and the G 3 \Imor.
During the applause at the end, shat your ears and
continue to hum furiously to yauxselt the notes of
the tonic chord. Yon will then get the full effect of
the change of key in the slow movement. Musical
people can carry the chord in their heads, but un-
rtnusical people are apt to forget it, and so miss the
electrical moment of the first chord in E Major. 1
once heard the G Minor played in the proper way,
with only ten seconds between the first and second
movements, and the result was that we jumped in
our seats with a sudden rapture and hugged ourselves.

As for the rest of the slow movement, it is simply
glorious and perfect music, with the supreme in-
spiration of the horn-call, There is calmness in it,
but not the calmness of a happy man, there is no
merging of sorrow in a larger peace, but only the
acquiescence that comes with exhaustion. Once
more the price is paid which the topmost flights of
music demand—the price of a broken life and a,
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reach of human imagination, the supreme yeaming
after perfection.

The Symphony settles some questions which other-
wise might vex us. e know now what music is
played in heaven: we know also, as a subsidiary
point, that clarinets are not employed there. In our
terrestrial rough-and-tumble we need clarinets at
times, just as we need trombones; but in heaven
they are not wanted. Some of the ineffable light-
ness and grace of the G Minor is undoubtedly due
{(humanly speaking) to the absence of clarinets. The
rest is due to another cause—namely, pure genius.

A. H. Sioewick.

HUXLEY'S TEACHING

** It has been fortunate for the intellectual interest of life
that the peace-loving Darwin and the self-effacing Wallace
should have had a coadjutor more vividly touched with
carthly fire, Like the mortal charger who, champing more
fercely in the battle’s fray, kept pace with the two undying
steeds of Achilles, Dut we must remember that Professor
Huxley's trenchant polemic has cast a kind of glory about the
nrere fact of man's ignorance which cannot possibly be kept
up for long. Dattles there will always be; bat never agun,
perhaps, such a plunging thraugh hatf-armed foemen, such an
dpuerela of the Agnostic [such a record of ndividval triumph-
ant feats), as we associate with that brilliant name."—
F. W, H. Mvers (Essay on * Charles Darwin and
Agnosticism *),

YeEs, battles there will always be, and Huxley was a
splendid fighter, but the ostensible cause for which
he fought—insistence on our present ignorance and
.
G



tion and mistaken {radition dominated thought 100
strongly Was the flag of the Agnostic & conquering.

I ;
The battle has already chifted t0 other g'rounds;
and beforé the end of his life Huxley realised thata

eat part © are on the ative side was
accomphshed, and that it remained to restrain

The essential and permanent aspect of his teaching
like the teaching of all men of ccience, lies ont the

to remedy the deficiencys as carried out 1n schools
and colleges always of the wisest and happiest kind.
Nevertheless 20 effort is bemg made; and when

future generations will recognise how much they owe,
to the preac ings and teachings, the lay sermons
and lectures, of Huxley R

tion and understanding of the physical- universe
in the midst of which man is set, the folly of yielding'
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to mere glamour, and the sin of sophisticating what
we can perceive of trath by hope of reward or dread
of consequence—all this he strenuously fought for;
and surely we may say that on the whole he won.
Yo rcoogmscd branch of natural knowledge is now

1 from by le men
nor is stringent inquiry - carsed of dreaded, even by
those to whose general purview it appeared at one
time to be alien. The universe is recognised as one;
and loyal allegiance must be accorded to every
proven fact.

The battle is now transferred from this general
contention to a more special one:—What range of
facts can we admit into the category of positive
knowledge? How much wider can we make the area
of rational contemplation? Shall the human race
be for ever limited to the domain of ether and atoms
alone—as W. K. Clifford imagined——or are there
other existences, just as real, just as important,
just as well worthy of study, just as desarving of
scrutiny by scientific methods?

It was no attack on Religion that Huxley led, it
was an attack on the prejudicia of rehgmn—the
bland assumpuans which did duty for reasoning,
the self-i which
attention on the past. attempted to despise the
present, and held out illusory hopes for the
futare.

Study the universe before you, the living universe,
with its traditions and history incorporated in it
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cease to limit yourselves to the fancies and specula-
tions of more ignorant times: that was Huxley's
message. :

A piece of chalk, he said, rightly interpreted, will
tell you more about the physical history of the world
than myriads of books. Try and learn the language
of the chalk—** it is easier than Latin,” so he said;
and whoso knows the true history of a bit of chalk
in a carpenter’s pocket “is likely, if he will think
his knowledge out to its ultimate results, to have
a truer, and therefore a better, conception of this
wonderful universe, and of man’s relation to it,
than the most learned student who is deep-read
in the records of humanity and ignorant of those
of nature.”

This is language appropriate to intellectual warfare.
It is part of his battle cry, it is an emphatic statement
of one side of the truth, it is not the whole truth.
Its comparative side is its weak side: it is not really
necessary to decry other forms of learning in order
to exalt one—and Huxley showed later that he did
not think so; it was only because one side was being
neglected, and the other was in possession of the field,
that he stood up manfully for the outcast, and dragged
it into a prominent position.

The comparative side of his utterance was pug-
nacious, and therefore temporary, but the positive
side is eternally true. Every bit of chalk #s related
to all the rest of the universe; and he who would
know all about it—the life of the creatures whose
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remains compose it, its past, present, and fatare in
all its phases—must have a grasp of the universe
beyond the present scope of man. Tennyson said
the same thing, more poetically, in his ** Flower in
the crannied wall.”

But granting all this, what then? Because we are
not to jump to conclusions too rapidly, because we
must make our bearings and foundations sure,
because our hopes and predictions must be well
founded—is there to be no future, no hope for the
human race? Is the end of all human struggle and
effort to coincide with the probable end of the
solar system—a dark, dead, lifeless lump careering
through the depths of space? That were to reason
too curiously to reason so,

Darwin could nat plate such an endi
his instinct rebelled against it. In a notable passage
he exp the placid disbelief of an open-ey

investigatar in such a conclusion—an investigator
to whom the avenues of knowledge were in this
directiont closed, and who therelore wounld make no
assertion one way or the other, but who instinctively
felt that there must be some other answer. This
be says:
“ Believing as I do that man in the distant future
will be a far more perfect creature than he now is,
it is an intolerable thought that he and all other
sentient beings are doomed to complcte annihilation
after such long-conunued slow progress.”

And Tennyson, in his poem, * Despair,” has
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dramatically and impersonally wvoiced a vmlent

development of the same feeling: .

Why should we bear with an hour of torture, a moment of pzun

If every man die for ever, if all his griefs are in vain, . -

And the homeless planet at length will be wheel’d thro! the
silence of space,

Motherless cvermore of an ever-vanishing race,

‘When the worm shall have writhed itslast, and itslast bro’chera
worm will have fled

From the dead fossil skull that is left in the rocks of an earth
that is dead?

And again in ** Vastness ”’:

What is it all, if we all of us end but in being our own corpse-
coffins at last,

Swallow'd in Vastness, lost in Silence, drown’d in the deeps
of a meaningless Past?

But in the fighting age such instincts and féelings
and longings had rigorously to be suppressed. They
were too perilously near the old bulwarks of supersti-
tion, which were to be broken down. Hence the side
of assured positive knowledge was to be kept in.the
van—there was indeed plenty to do—and a more
comprehensive understanding of the puzzles of
existence might wait until some positive knowledge
began to appear, throwing the light of day upon
them also.

‘While things remain in the dark they must be
ignored. This is the basis of the Agnostic position.
Flashes of speculation inevitably broke around it,
and the hope was not lacking that ““ out of the
molecular forces in a mutton chop Hamlet or Faust
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could be deduced by the physics of the future.”
But this enthusiastic and more than half-playful
itterance of Tyndall (Life and Letters of Huzley,
i. 231) is showing itself baseless—as baseless and as
alien to the truly Agnostic position as any of the
superstitions that were then being attacked. Never-
theless, it is an interesting sign of the enthusiasm
kindled by the physical discoveries of the nineteenth
century—interesting and quite intelligible, and in
its way legitimate—for readers of the present day
should leam where to emphasise, and where to
di the ut of the h of an
enthusiastic and a fighting age,

Here, for instance, is the conclusion that Huxley
draws from his picce of chalk, which, like lime exposed
to the oxy-hydrogen flame, had become luminous
under his scrutiny, so that “ its clear rays, penetrating
the abyss of the remote past, have brought within
our ken some stages of the evolution of the earth.
And in the shifting °without haste but without
rest’ of the land and sea, as in the endless variation
of the forms assumed by living beings, we have
observed nothing but the natural product of the
forces originally possessed by the substance of
the universe.”

Yes, that is a narrowly logical position. Keep
rigidly to serutiny of the material universe, and
nothing beyond matter and force shall you discover.
‘The conclusions that you draw will be entirely appro-
priate to the data. Things belonging to Casar will




pe rendered unto Cesar. Of things not 0 pelonging
it need not yet be the time t0 discourse. -

1t would be 2 great mistake t0 assume that in all
his contentions Huxley was right: i
his sarcasm at the notion of infallibility in connection
with his utterances. In a few cases he went, in
my judgment, seriously wrong; and, led astray
by controversial successes, he occasionally inflicted
undeserved blows upon causes which had much of
good in them and which might have fiourished with
his help—upon such a cause 35 the early efforts at
social work of the galvation Army, for instance.
And, by his concentrated insistence on the material
side of things he sometimes led his hearers to
imagine that it was the only side that mattered, OF
even the only one€ that existed.. Nevertheless it was
not really against Religion that Huxley was wielding
his battle-axe: it was against the Fetishism, the
Polytheism, the Theism OF Atheism and many other
isms, with the relative merits and demerits of which,
as he said, he had nothing to do:—"* But this it is
needful for My purpose t0 say, that if the religion of

nounced idols of wood and jdols of stone, but begins
to see the necessity of breaking in pieces the idols
built up of books and traditions and fine-spun
ecclesiastical cobwebs: and of cherishing the noblest

and most human of man’s emotions, by worship
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! for the most part of the silent sort* at the altar of
the Unknown and Unknowable.”

Here again we encounter a glorification of the
Unknown God, which, as was implied before, cannot
for ever, nor for long, be an object of rational worship.
‘The intellectual business of the human race, and of
scientific investigators, is to attack the Unknown
and to make it, so far as possible, gradually known,
Never completely known, nor at all adequately
known, but never unknowable. Infinite things can-
not be grasped by finite comprehension—in that
sense unknowable, yes, but in no other. The universe
itself is unknowable, in the sense of being infinite;
but the human aspect of it is open to our examination
and comprehension—with that we have kinship and
instinctive aflinities—and it would only confuse the
issue, and muddy the stream of scientific exploration,
if we were to start on our quest with the idea that *
anything whatever was in any real and practical
sense * unknowable.”

To be able to ask a question is the first step towards
getting an answer. There must be myriads of things
in the universe about which it has never occurred
to a human being to formulate any sort of idea.
Those truly are outside our present ken; but any-
thing of which we can discourse and think—that
is on the way, by patience and perscverance and
care and truthful to become known.

S1r OLIvER Lopce.,

{1
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THE POETRY OF SCOTT

Tge critic who would praise without reserve " the
poetry of Scott bas not only all the other critics

to do what heaven has given him the power of doing,
but to attempt something else. Erskine wanted
Seott to study the classics. o

Vos exemplaria Graeca
Nocturna versate mant, versate diurna-

He suggested topics: « Brunswick’s venerable
hearse,” the « Red Cross Knight,” or 2 revival of
Tragedy, which Sir Walter, as enthusiastic for his
friends’ work 2s indifferent t0 his own, thought had
been sufficiently revived by Miss Joanna Baillie.. He
himself was content to— e

Ape the measure wild
Of tales that charmed me as a child.
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He describes his early boyhood, the haunted towers
be knew—
Methaught that still with t:nmp lnd ch;
“The gateway’s broken Rrches ra; .
And ever, by the winter h:anh
014 tales I heard of woe and mirth,
Of overs® sleights, of ladxes charms,
! witches' apells, and warriors’ arms.
Scottish memories, all the hot-blooded past of the
race, these were, these were to be, his topics, His
manner was, and was to be, what heaven made it—
v,
S T
So he wrote from Ashestiel, perhaps while clouds
blew down the vale of Tweed, and the river roared
red below the cliff, and the Peel burn leaped down
to join the stream. ‘' The classic poet’s well-conned
task,” he said, “was not for him,” who brooked iil
the labour of the file, who had no skill in magic words,
like Shakespeare and Keats, who told a plain story,
rapidly, copiously, powerfully, but left little (though
he left something) for the heart to meditate, for the
mere pleasure of its ** fairy way of writing.”
No critic can stand up against Sir Walter's own
lucid theory of his own poetry. He is not a reflective
t, anxious rerum cognoscere causas, straining his
sight to behold what is hidden from men, and labour-
to discover the secret springs of human thought,
character, and conduct. No man is less speculative.
He is content with broad, obvious surfaces, co’
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sounds. He gives US no deep thoughts, few really
magical cadences, 1O trimmed and polished art. He
is at the opposite pole from virgil, but he is, except
in his lack of reflection, very closely akin to a greater
than Virgil, to Homer. He js,and heis likely to remain,
the Latest Minstrel, the last voice of the old world,
akin to Homer, still more akin to Homer's bards.
Phemius and Demodocus- The deeds, not the thoughts
of men, are his matter; passions expressed in a,ction,

drove the shadow back on the dial for an houf, as

parratives now in prose. . Thus the Muse of Scott
could not expect always to be received with the early
raptures which never were critical raptures. The
reviewers, from Jefirey downwards, were from ihe
first very keen to note the {aults of which Sir Walter
himself was SO keenly conscious—the recklessness,
the occasional plank defect of inspiration, the hasty
and inaccurate rthyme, the lapses into doggerel.
The public, t00: clackened in its engougment. Byron,
the first and greatest of Scott’s jmitators, gave them
verse often much inferior to his. But Byron's personal
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force, the mystery with which he surrounded himself,
his adventures, real or fabled, his beanty—nay, even
his title, dominated the world of readers, who, tired
of the mountain and the flood, {ell eagerly on tales
of the Orient, and on darkling Levantine pirates.
Byron was newer, more actual, he was thought to be
his own hero, while Scott’s heroes were his ancestors.
Consequently the wise world left Scott, and followed
after Byron, while few dreamed that Keats, Shelley,
Coleridge, and Wordsworth were really poets more
essentially poetical, more permanent, than either the
Peer or the Sheriff of the Forest. Our modem taste
finds them more acceptable, and is disinclined to
read in thyme, ly Scott is,
probably, at this moment rather undervalued than
overrated as a poet. His prose romances have been
the most dangerous rivals of his verse. Yet even
the most * cultured " and *zsthetic” opinion must
allow that Scott’s best passages of rapid and warlike
flight remain unequalled in the language, while his
lyric note was entirely Iresh, entirely his own;
solitary, unique, in the poetry of Britain.
ANDREW LANG,




ELEVENTH SECTION

INSIGHT AND VISION

vl
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THE FUTURE OF MAN
(Mr. Huss speaks.)

“Wg do not realise what in a little while mankind
could do. Our power over matter, our power over
life, our power over ourselves, would increase year
by year and day by day. . ..

“ And such knowledge and power and beauty as we
poor watchers before the dawn can guess at are but
the beginning of all that could arise out of these
shadows and this torment. Not for ever shall life
be marooned upon this planet, imprisoned by the
cold and incredible emptiness of space. Is it not
plain to you all, from what man in spite of every-
thing has achieved, that he is but at the beginning
of achievement? That presently he will take his
body and his life and mould them to his will, that he
will take gladness and beauty for himself as a girl
will pick a flower and twine it in her hair. You have -
said that when industrial competition ends among
men all change in the race will be at an end. But
you said that unthinkingly. For when a collective
will grows plain, there will be no blind thrusting into
life and no blind battle to keep in life, like the battle

214
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of a crowd crushed into a rul-dz-saz, any more, The
qualities that serve the great ends of the race will be
cherished and increased; the sorts of men and women
who have these qualma Ieast will be made to under-
stand the of their i

You said that whcn men ceased to compete, they
would stand still, Rather it is true that when men
cease their internecine war, then and then only can
the race sweep forward. The race will grow in power
and beauty swiftly, in every generation it will grow,
and not only the human race. All this world will
man make a garden for himself, ruling not only his
kind but all the lives that live, banishing the cruel
from life, making the others merciful and tame
beneath his hand. The flies and mosquitees, the
thorns and poisons, the fungus in the blood, and the
murrain upon his beasts, he will utterly end. He will
rob the atoms of their energy and the depths of space
of their secrets. He will break his prison in space.
He wilt step from star to star 2s now we step from
stone to stone across a stream. . . .

“ It is not a dream I tell, but a reality. The world
is for man, the stars in their courses are for man—
if only he will follow the God who calls to him and
take the gift God offers. As I sit here and talk of
these things to you here, they become so plain to
me that I cannot understand your silence and why
you do npot bum—u I burp—with the fre of

God 's purpose.

H. G. Weus.
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rather remembrance- Necessity can set me helpless
on my back, but she cannot keep ™¢ there, nor-can
four walls limit my vision. 1 pass out from under ber
throne into the garden of God a free man, to MY

which is set with lights across the gloom; watch the
traffic which is for meé but so. many pass‘mg.lamps
telling their tale by varying height and brightness..
1 hear under M window the ‘sprint of over-tired
horses; the rattle of uncertain wheels as the street-
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sellers hasten south; the jangle of cab bells as the
theatre-goers take their homeward way; the gruff
altercation of weary men, the unmelodious song
and clamorous laugh of women whose merriment is
wearier still. Then comes a time of stiliness whers the
light in the sky waxes and wanes, when the cloud-
drifts obscure the stars, and 1 gaze out into the
blackness set with watching eyes. No sound comes
from without but the voice of the night-wind and the
cry of the hour. The clock on the mantelpiece ticks
imperatively, for 2 check has fallen on the familiarity
which breeds a disregard for common things, and a
reasen has to be sought for each sound that claims
a hearing. The pause is wonderful while it lasts, but
it is not for long. The working world awakes, the
poorer brethren take up the burden of service; the
dawn lights the sky. remembrance cries an end
to forgetting.

Sometimes in the country on a night in summer
you may shut the cottage door to step out into
an immense darkness which palls heaven and earth.
Going forward into the embrace of the great gloom,
you are as a babe swaddled by the hands of night
into helpless quiescence. Your feet tread an unseen
path, your hands grasp at a void, or shrink from the
contact they cannot realise; your eyes are holden;
your voice would die in your throat did you seek
to rend the veil of that impenetrable silence.

Shut in by the intangible dark, we are brought ap
against those worlds within worlds blotted out by
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in the darkness which paralyses those faculties that
make us men in the world of men. But surely. the
great mystics, with all their insight and heavenly
love, fell short when they sought freedom in complete

fruitful field. For the earth is gathered up in man;
he is the whole which is greater than the sum of its
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parts. Standing in the image of God, and clothed
in the garment of God, he lifts up priestly hands
and presents the sacrifice of redeemed earth before
the throne of the All-Father. * Dust and ashes and
a house of devils,” he cries; and there comes back
the answer, * Rex concupiscet decorum tuum.”

The Angel of Death has broad wings of silence
and mystery with which he shadows the valley where
we need fear no evil, and where the voice which
speaks to us is as the * voice of doves, tabering npon
their breasts.” It is a place of healing and prepara-
tion, of peace and refreshing after the sharply defined
outline of a garish day, Walking there we learn
to use those patural faculties of the soul which are
hampered by the familiatity of bodily progress, to
apprehend the truths which we have intellectrally
accepted. It is the place of secrets where the humi-
lity which embraces all attainable knowledge cries
“I know not "’; and while we proclaim from the
house-tops that which we have learnt, the manner
of our learning lies hid for each one of us in the
sanctuary of our souls

The Egyptians, in their ancient wisdom, set in the
desert a great androsphinx, image of mystery and
silence, staring from under level brows across the
arid sands of the sea-way. The Greeks bom.wcd
and debased the image, turning the inscrutable into
2 semi-woman who asked a foolish riddle, and hurled
herself down in petulant pride when Edipus answertd
aright. So we, marring the office of silence, question
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s mystery; thwart ourselves with riddles of our
Wi suggestings and turn away leaving our offering
sut half consumed on the altar of the upknown god.
[t was not the theft of fire that brought the ven-
geance of heaven upon Prometheus, but the mocking
sacrifice. Orpheus lost Euridice because he must

The universe is full of miracle and mystery; the
darkness and silence aré cet for a sign we dare not

in the light of immensity under 2 tossing heaven ©
stars. The dawn preaks, but it does not surprise us,
for we have watched from the valley and seen the

until we are fulfilled in the sunrise of the great Easter
Day, and the people come from north and south and
east and west 10 the City which lieth four-squaré—
the Beatific Vision of God.

MICHAEL FAIRLESS.
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VISION
{IN THE TRAINING CAMPS OF IG14)

Wito of all those who were in camp at that time, and
still are alive, will not remember until he dies the
second boyhood that he bad in the late frosts and
then in the swiftly filling and bursting spring and
early summer of 19157 The awakening bird-notes of
Réveillé at dawn, the two-mile run through auroral
mists breaking over a still inviolate England, the
men's smoking breath and the swish of their feet
brushing the dew from the tips of the June grass and
printing their track of darker green on the pearly-
grey turf; the long, intent moming parades under
the gummy shine of chestnut buds in the decpening
meadows; the peace of the tranquil hours on guard
at some sequestered post, alone with the sylvester
midnight, the wheeling stars and the guiet breathing
of the earth in its sleep, when time, to the sentry's
sense, flcets on unexpectedly fast and life seems much
too short because day has slipped into day without
the night-long sleeper's false sense of a pause; and
then jocund days of marching and digging trenches
in the sun; the silly little songs on the road that
seemed, then, to have tunes most buman, pretty,
and jolly; the dinners of haversack rations you ate
as you sat on the road-makers’ heap of chaopped
stones or lay back among buttercups.
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picked, bered and ings of boy-
hood when everything that ‘there was became ever-
lastingly memorable as though it had been the
morning or evening of the first day. Ten o'clock
came and Lights Out, but a kind of luminous bloom
still on the air and a bugle blowing Last Post in some
far-away camp that kept worse hours than we. 1
believe the whole hut held its breath to hear the notes
better. Who wouldn't, to hear that most lovely and
melancholy of calls, the noble death of each day’s
life, 2 sound moving about hither and thither, like
a veiled figure making gestures both stately and
tender, among the dxm thoughzs that we. h:ve about
death, the app and
sadness and unfulfilment and triumph all coming
back to the overbearing sense of exti: in those
two recurrent notes of Lights Out? One listens
as if with bowed mind, as tbough saying: *Yes;
out, out, brief candle.” A moment’s silence to let
it sink in and the chaffing and laughter broke out
like a splash of cool water in summer again. That
hut always went to bed laughing and chaffing all
round, and, though there was no wit among us, the
stories tasted of life, the inexbaustible game and
adventure. . .

The world secmed clean that mght such a lovely

unreason of optimist faith was astir in us all,

We felt for that time ravusb'd above earth

And possess’d joys not prommsed at our harth.

C. E. MoxTacue.
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picked, remembered mornings and evenings of boy-
hood when everything that there was became ever-
lastingly memorable as though it had been the
moming or evening of the first day. Ten o'clock
came and Lights Out, but a kind of luminous bloom
still on the air and a bugle blowing Last Post in some
far-away camp that kept worse hours than we. I
believe the whole hut held its breath to hear the notes
better, Who wouldn't, to hear that most lovely and
melancholy of calls, the noble death of each day’s
life, 2 sound moving about hither and thither, like
a veiled figure making gesturcs both stately and
tender, among the dim lhou"bts that we have about
death, the approach j ion and
sadness and unfulfilment and triumph “all coming
back to the overbearing sense of extinction in those
two recurrent notes of Lights Out? One listens
23 i with bowed mind, a3 though saying: “Yes;
out, out, brief candle.” A moment's silence to let
it sink in and the chaffing and laughter broke out
like a splash of cool water in summer again. That
hut always went to bed laughing and chaffing all
round, and, though there was no wit among us, the
stories tasted of life, the inexhaustible game and
adventure. . . .

The world scemed clean that night: such a lovely

unreason of optimist faith was astir in us all,

We felt for that time ravish'd above earth

And posseas’d joys not promised at out berth.

C. E. MONTAGOE,

s



y many children and artists. It necd not be lost, 0

1e end of nis days, bY anyon
his is the power of taking delight in 2 thing, O

ather 1M anything, everything, not as & means to

will put his hand flat on the summer turf, fecl it, and
jve a little <hiver of private glee at the clastic firm-
ness of the globe. He is not thinking how well it will
do for some game OF to fecd sheep upon. That woul

pe the way of the woocrf whose mind runs on his
mistress's money- The child's is shec affection, the
true ccstatic sense of the thing's inherent charac
teristics. No matter what the things may be, NO

with its little dry omell of the sun and of hot nettles;
cach common thing a persona\ity marked by delicions
aitfcrences.

This joy of an Adam new to the gardén and just
1ooking round is prought bY the normal child to the
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things that he does as well as those that he sees. To
be suffered to do some plain work with the rcal spade
used by mankind can give him a mystical exaltation:
to come home with his legs, as the French say, re-
entering his body from the fatigue of helping the
gardener to weed beds sends him to sleep in the glow
of a beatitude that is an end in jtself. Then the
paradoxes of conduct begin to twinkle into sight;
sugar is good, but there is a time to refrain from
taking it though you can; a lie will easily get you
out of a scrape, and yet, strangely and beautifully,
rapture possesses you when you have taken the
scrape and left out the lie. Divine unreason, as little
scrutable and yet as surely a friend as the star that
hangs a lamp out from the Pole to show you the way
across gorse-covered commons in Surrey. So he will
toe the line of a duty, not with a mere release from
dismay, but exultantly, with the fire and lifting of
heart of the strong man and the bridegroom, {ecling
always the same secret and almost sensuous transport,
while he suppresses a base impulse, that he felt when
he pressed the warm tur! with his hand or the
crumbling elay trickled warm between his fingers.
C. E. MONTAGUE.
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expression jound 2 tl ridiculous; as if elec
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was chiefly jmportant for the beauty of its sounds,
by its possession of words resonant, glorious to the
ear, by 115 capacitys when ex uisitely arranged, of

of the sensuous art of literature, it was the secret of |
suggestion e art of causing delicious sensation by

the use of words. In a way, therefore, literature was
'mdependent of thought; the mere English listener,
if he had an ear attuned, could recognise the beauty

Here was the e_xplanation of the magic of Lytidas.
From the standpoint of the formal understanding it
was an affected jament over some wholly uninterest-
ing and unimportant Mr. King; 1t was full of nonsense
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about ““shepherds” and “flocks” and “muses* and
such stale stock of poetry; the introduction of St.
Peter on a stage thronged with nymphs and river-
gods was blasphemous, absurd, and, in the worst
taste, there were touches of greasy Puritanism, the
twang of the conventicle was only too apparent.
And Lyeidas was probably the most perfect piece of
pure literature in existence, because every word and
phrase and line were sonorous, ringing and: echoing
with music.

“Literature,” he re-enunciated in his mind, “is
the sensuous art of causing exquisite impressions by
means of words."

And yet there was something more: besides the
logical thought, which was often a hindrance, a

bl though inseparable accident, besides the
sensation, always a pleasure and a delight, besides
these there were the indefinable, inexpressible images
which all fine literature summons to the mind. As
the chemist in his experiments is sometimes astonished
1o find unknown, unexpected elements in the crucible
or the receiver, as the world of materjal things is
considered by some a thin veil of the immaterial
universe, so he who reads wonderful prose or verse
{s conscious of suggestions that cannot be put into
words, which do not rise from the logical sense, which
arc rather parallel to than connected with the sensu.
ous delight. The world so disclosed is rather the
world of dreams, rather the world in which chil-
dren sometimes live, instantly appearing and instantly
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that was thus effected, and often, though he himself
had done the work, he could scarcely describe in words
how it was done. But it was clear that in this art
of manner, or suggestion, lay all the chief secrets of
literature, that by it all the great miracles were per-
formed. Clearly it was not style, for style in itself was
untranslatable, but it was that high theurgic magic
that made the English Don Quixote, roughly traduced
by some Jarvis, pcrhaps the best of all English books.
And it was the same element that made the journey
of Roderick Random to London, ostensibly a narra-
tive of coarse jokes and common experiences and
burlesque manners, told in no very choice diction,
essentially a wonderful vision of the eighteenth
century, carrying to one’s very nostrils the aroma
of the Great North Road, iron-bound under black
(rost d:u'kcncd beneath the shuddenng woods,

2y , With an wamng
beyond every tum and great old echoing inns in
the midst of lonely winter lands.

It was this magic that Lucian sought for his opening
chapters; he tried to find that quality that gives to
words something beyond their sound and beyond
their meaning, that in the first lines of a book should
whisper things unintelligible but all significant. Often
he worked for many hours without success, and the
grim wet dawn once found him still searchmg for
hieroglyphic for words
On the shelves, in the upper part of his bureau, he
had placed the books which, however various as to
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ont of check? Do you not think that we should
look with a disapprobation amounting to scorn upon
the father who allowed his son, or the state which
allowed its members, to grow up without knowing
a pawn from a knight?

Yet it is a very plain and elementary truth that
the life, the fortune, and the happiness of every one
of us, and, more or less, of those who are connected
with us, do depend upon our knowing something of
the rules of a game infinitely more difficult and
complicated than chess. Tt is 2 game which has been
played for untold ages, every man and woman of us
being one of the two players in a game of his or her
own. The chess-board is the world, the pieces are
the phenomena of the universe, the rules of the game
are what we cail the laws of nature. The player on
the other side is hidden from us. We know that his
play is always fair, just and patient. But also we
know, to our cost, that he never overlooks a mistake,
or makes the smallest allowance for ignorance. To
the man who plays well the highest stakes are
paid, with that sort of overflowing generosity with
which the strong shows delight in strength, And
onie who plays ill is checkmated—without haste, but
withont remorse.

My metaphor will remind some of you of the
famous picture in which Retzsch has depicted Satan
playing at chess with man for his sonl. Substitute
for the mocking fiend in that picture a calm, strong
angel wha is playing for love, 23 we say, and would



an extreme case. Suppost that an adult man, in the
full vigout of his faculties, could be suddenly placed
in the world, as Adam is said to have beem, and

would be 10 extras and very few accompﬁshments.
And if to this solitary man entered @ second Adam,
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or, better still, an Eve, a new and greater world,
that of social and moral phenomena, would be
revealed. Joys and woes, compared with which all
others might scem but faint shadows would spring
from the new relations. Happiness and sorrow would
take 'the place of the coarse monitors, pleasure and
pain; but conduct would still be shaped by the
observation of the natural consequences of actions;
or, in other words, by the laws of the nature of man.

To every one of us the world was once as fresh and
new as to Adam. And then, long before we were
susceptible of any other mode of instruction, nature
took us in hand, and every minute of waking life
brought its educational influence, shaping our actions
into rough accordance with nature’s laws, so that
we might not be ended untimely by too gross dis-
obedience. Nor should I speak of this process of
education as past, for any one, be he as old as he may.
For every man the world is as fresh as it was at the
first day, and as full of untold novelties for him wha
has the eyes ta see them. And nature is still continuing
her patient education of us in that great university,
the universe, of which we are all members—nature
having no Test Acts.

Those who take honours in nature’s university,
who learn the laws which govern men and things
and obey them, are the really great and successful
men in this world, The great mass of mankind are
the “* Poll,” who pick up just enough to get through
without much discredit. Those who won't lean at

*g
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pleasure all the work that, as a mechanism, it is
capable of; whose intellect is a clear, cold, logic
engine, with all its parts of equal strength, and in
smooth working order; ready, like a steam engine,
to be turned to any kind of work, and spin the
gossamers as well as forge the anchors of the mind;
whose mind is stored with a knowledge of the great
and fundamental truths of nature and of the laws of
her operations; one who, no stunted ascetic, is full
of life and fire, but whose passions are trained to come
to heel by a vigorous will, the servant of a tender
conscience; who has learned to love all beauty,
whether of nature or of art, to hate all vileness,
and to respect others as himself.

Such a one and no other, I conceive, has had a
liberal education;- for he is, as completely as a man
can be, in harmony with nature. He will make the
best of her, and she of him., They will get on together
rarely: she as his ever beneficent mother; he as
her mouthpiece, her conscious self, her minister
and interpreter.

T. H. HuxLEY,

WHAT LIFE GAINS FROM DEATH

WEe are so accustomed to regard death from such
wrong angles and in such defective light that we
often fail to see the many benefits it confers on life.
Tradition has taught us to look upon death as an



Our mortality is a provision necessary for the
transmission of life. 1f there were 1o death, neither
;ou who read these words 1ot who write them
would ever have walked this earth; for long .before
we were ushered into life the world would have been
filled to overflowing with 2 jostling crowd of haman
beings, cursed with the gift of phys'\cal ijmmortality
and there would have been NO elbow OO for more.
Death makes possible the transference of life, with
all its opportunities, from one genera’don to another:
Tt quasi cursores vitai jampada tradunt.
aAnd death gives life dynamic. 1§ man knew that his
days on carth were t0 be endless, if he were conscious
that he would still persist, through infinite xons of

he has to-day, @ denizen of the same eaTtis all incen-
tive to bestir himsel except to seck food and clothing
would be lost- There would be 1o desire 10 make his
mark in the world; no stimulating ambition t0 leave
the world 2 Jittle better than he found it; 2O hungry
aspiration to be remembered after he is dead—ior
death is not t© lay hands upon him. 1f there were 10
death, life would become 2 thing stagnant, -Inono-
tonous and unspeakably purdensome-

Practically all the progress that man has made i
due to the fact that he is mortal. He has recognise
that he is in this world only for a little while, and thi
knowledge has been 2 goad to stimulate him to mak
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diligent use of whatever talents he is endowed with
The secrets of Nature have been wrested from ker
grudging fingers by men who, knowing they were
mortal, have sought to comprehend the mysteries of
the world around them in the hope that knowledge
might enable them, if not to circumvent death, at
least to ameliorate the asperities of life for themselves
and others, The consciousness of his finite life has
compelled man to overcome his natural inertia, with
the result that he ceases to live an entirely vegeta-
tive existence.

Every event of our lives is coloured and conditioned
by our mortality, Death gives to each of them a new
value, and we focus the facts of life more sharply
because they are hedged about by death,

All our insti and it are reinforced by
death, If we were not mortal, the paternal and the
maternal instincts would not dominate our lives so
strongly as they do. If we knew that we should never
die, we should have no desire for children to per-
petuate our names and carry on the succession of
the race. If we were not mortal, children would
be regarded as a superfluous encumbrance: unneces-
sary and unwelcome occupiers of earth-space already
sufficiently limited; impudent little interlopers for
whom the world has no need. Thus, ultimately, we
should arrive at a world without a child, surely a
drearier and more desolate world than the blackest
inferno ever conjured up by the morbid imaginatio
of some self-torturing anchorite of the Middle Ages.
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or of ancient brasses, but the love he bears his wife,
his children or his friends is something deeper and
more sublime; it is a love intensified and purified by
the thought that human life is a finite thing, which
may at any moment be touched by the finger of death.
In the moulding of the history of mankind, death
has played a supreme part. Without death human
progress would have been infinitely slower than it
has been, and the onrush of civilisation would have
been stayed by ancient tyrants and their tyrannies.
If Nero or Caligula had been physically immortal the
amount of human suffering would have been incal-
culably increased. But their power for evil was cut
short by the hand of death, which brings to an end
both despot and slave. Death is a great liberator: it
frees the individual from the trammels of life; but it
also frees the race from the shackles of the past. All
careful students of history, which, in the words of
Gibbon, * is indeed little more than the register of the
crimes, follies and misfortunes of mankind,” are fully
persuaded of the ultimate triumph of right over
wrong, It is a lesson that the poets have never
wearied of teaching, as witness Longfellow’s lines:
Though the mills of God grind slonly, yet they grind exceed-
Though with patience He stands waiting, with esactness
grinds He all.

or Bryant’s:

Truth crushed to earth shall 7ise again,
‘The eternal years of God are hers.
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metry of some great building until the seaflolding
which was a necessary accompaniment of Its ereetion
has been removed. Death clears away the seaffolding
that has hedged about the growth of man, and we
are what we are to-day because death Dhas lelped
to fashion us.

The psychological lasw of relativity teaches us that
we know things only by thelr opposltes, Withnnt
death we should be likely to hold life as of Jiitls
account. Its very finiteness gives life a special valus
and a special beauty—the beauty of the evanezcent,
And many of the qualities that make us ding to
life are qualities that have been conferred upon §t
by death.

‘ Roreer MacKruna,
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Or perhaps the summer fog was more general, and
the meadows lay like a white sea, out of which the
scattered trees rose like dangerous rocks. Birds would
soar through it into the upper radiance, and hang on
the wing sunning themselves, or alight on the wet
rails subdividing the mead, which now shone like
glass rods. Minute diamonds of moisture from the
mist hung, too, upon Tess’s eyelashes, and drops
upon her bair, like seed pearls. When the day grew
quite strong and commonplace these dried off her;
moreover, Tess then lost her strange and ethercal
beauty; her teeth, lips, and eyes scintillated in the
sunbeams, and she was again the dazzlingly fair
dairymaid only, who had to hold her own against
the other swomen of the world.

Troxas Harpy,

AN IRISH FUNERAL

AFTER Mass this morning an old woman was buried.
She lived in 2 cottage next mine, and mare than once
before noon I heard a faint echo of the keen. T did
not go to the wake for fear my presence might jar
upon the mourmers, but all last evening 1 could hear
the strokes of a hammer in the yard, where, in the
middle of a little crowd of idlers, the next-of-kin
laboured slowly at the coffin. To-day, before lhsy
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grandeur above the voices of the women, I could see
the faces near me stiff and drawn with emotion.

When the coffin was in the grave, and the thunder
had rolled away across the hills of Clare, the keen
broke out again more passionately than before.

This grief of the keen is no personal complaint
{or the death of one woman over eighty years, but
seems to contain the whole passionate rage that lurks
somewhere in every native of the island. In this cry
of pain the inner consciousness of the people seems
to lay itself bare for an instant, and to reveal the
mood of beings who feel their isolation in the face of
2 universe that wars on them with winds and seas.
They are usually silent, but in the presence of death
all outward show of indifference or patience is for-
gotten, and they shriek with pitiable despair before
the horror of the fate to which they all are doomed.

Before they covered the coffin an old man kneeled
down by the grave and repeated a simple prayer for
the dead.

There was an irony in these words of atonement
and Catholic belief spoken by voices that were still
hoarse with the cries of pagan desperation.

A little beyond the grave I saw a line of old women
who had recited in the keen sitting in the shadow of a
wall Deside the roofless shell of the church, They
were still sobbing and shaken with grief, yet they
were beginning to talk again of the daily trifles that
veil {rom them the terross of the world.

When we had all come out of the graveyard, and
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the globes, and her mother’s feathers sweeping down
towards her, and a great old repeater-watch of her
father’s in its tortoise-shell case, and a yellow rug,
and some friendly flounces of sprigged muslin, and
the'trees and the grass at Kensington.

LYTTON STRACHEY.

*" THE RETURN OF THE CHIFF-CHALF
{SPRING SADNESS)

O a warm, brilliant morning in late April I paid a
visit to a shallow lakelet or poad five or six acres in
extent which I had discovered some weeks before
hidden in a depression in the land, among luxuriant
furze, bramble, and blackthorn bushes. Between the
thickets the boggy ground was everywhere covered
with great tussocks of last year’s dead and faded
‘marsh grass—a wet, rough, lonely place where a
Yover of solitude need have no fear of being intruded
on by a being of hus own species, or even a wandering
moorland donkey. On arriving at the pond I was
surprised and delighted to find half the surface
covéred with a thick growth of bog-bean just coming
into flbwer. The quaint three-lobed Jeaves, shaped
like a grebe’s foot, were still small, and the flower-
stocks, thick as corn in a field, were crowned with
pyramids of buds, cream and rosy-red like i
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vouring to keep my attention on these extran

n i eous
‘llungs, to shut my mind resolutely against 5 thought,
Intolerably sad, which haq surprised me in that q;iet.
solitary place, 'Surely. 1 said, this springtime verdure
and bloom, this fragrance of the furze, the infinite

double not, i
little feathered neighbour in the aﬁm oy bl ricd

bither and thither, light and airy it o 20
fluttered alder leaf—surely thi 1 enough to £ill ang
to satisfy any heart, leaving 110 room for
vain and barren, which nothing in patgre
That it should find me out here in this wij
all places—the place to which a man miph

-to divest himself of himself—that second silftvm

thought, since that from which I sought to escape
came from nature itself, from every visible thing;
every leaf and flower and blade wag eloquent of it,
and the very sunshine, that gave life and brilliance
to all things, was turned to darkness byit.
Qvercome and powerless, I continued sitting there

ness in my mind, appeared something more than
mere memories and mentally-seen faces and forms,
seen for a moment, then vanishing. They were with
me, standing by me, almost as in life; and I looked
from one to another, Iooking longest at the ome who
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and it was as if one was standing there by me, one
who was always calm, who saw all things clearly,
who regarded me with compassion and had come to
reason with me. “Come now,” it appeared to say,
“open your eyes once more to the sunshine; let it
enter freely and fill your heart, for there is healing
in it and in all nature. It is true the power you have
worshipped and trusted will destroy you, but yon
are living to-day and the day of yonr end will be
determined by chance anly. Until you are called to
follow them into that ‘world of light,” or it may be
of darkness and oblivion, you are immortal. Think
then of to-day, humbly putting away the rebellion
and despondency corroding your life, and it will be
with you as it has been; you | shall know agaun the
peace which passes und the old ineffabl

happiness in the sights and sounds of earth. Com-
mon things shall seem rare and beautiful to you.
Listen to the chiff-chaff ingeminating the familiar
unchanging call and message of spring. Do you
know that this frail feathered mite with its short,
feeble wings has come back from an immense dis-
tance, crossing two continents, crossing mountains,
deserts illimitable, and, worst of all, the salt, grey
desert of the sea? North and north-east winds and
snow and sleet assailed it when, weary with its long
journey, it drew near to its bourne, and beat it back,
weak and chilled to its little anxious heart, so that
it could hardly keep itself from falling into the cold,
salt waves, Yet no soouer is it here in the ancient
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of flesh and bloed, or we should not have loved them.
i we cannot grasp their hands their continued exist-
ence is nothing to us. Grief at their loss is just as
great for those who have kept their faith as for
those who have lost it; and on account of its very
poignancy it cannot endure in either case. It fades,
returning in its old intensity at ever longer intervals
until it ceases. The poet of nature was wrong when
he said that without his faith in the decay of his
senses he would be worse than dead, echoing the
apostle who said that if we had hope in this world
only we should be of all men the most miserable.
So, too, was the later poet wrong when he listened
to the waves on Dover beach bringing the eternal
notes of sadness in; when he saw in imagination the
ebbing of the great sea of faith which bad made
the world so beautiful, in its withdrawal disclosing
the deserts drear and naked shingles of the world
That desolation, as he imagined it, which made hiz
so unutterably sad, was due to the erroneons idsx
that our earthly happiness comes to us from e
where, some region outside our plaret, I"_S =
one of our modern philosophers has fmagied =5
the principle of life on earth came eriz=x’r =7
the stars.

‘The “naked shingles of the werdd™ =
of our transitional day; the warld & ==
as it ever was, and our dead as == = =7
have ever been, even when fr=* v=*
They are not wholly, fretsr=s- 57




we cease to0 remember them, when their images
come 1O longer unbidden to our minds. They are
resent in nature: through ourselves, receiving but
what we give, they have become P and parcel
of it and give it an expression. As when the rain
Jouds dispers® and the sun chines out once mMOre,
heaven and earth are filled with 2 chastened light,
gweet to0 behold and very wonderful, SO because O
our lost ones: because of the old griei at their loss,
the visible world is touched with a new light, 2
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