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PREFACE

THIS volume contains, with some dight additions, the Fables published
by Messs Longman, under the tides Shrewsbury Fables Eton Fables
M or e Eton Fables and Final Eton Fables the remaining gock of which
has now been destroyed by enemy action. They have very kindly given
Basl Blackwell permisson to reprint the Fablesin the present for m.

When read in bulk they are inevitably rather monotonous. | hope
critics will be kind enough to remember that they were delivered at
intervals over half a century. A few pieces of 'tushery* which | am
tempted to expunge | have retained for the sske of variety.

| am qurethat the method is a good one, however faulty the execution
may be. | am proud to think that these Fables have ingpired some Head
Magers, and even a Bishop, to adopt it; nor do | doubt that in more capable
hands it has produced, and will produce, reaults more valuable than my
own.



INTRODUCTION

A FABLE FOR CRITICS

'WHAT arareand lovely flower V said the Enthusagtic Person.
'On the contrary,” said the Intelligent Man, 'it is merely a prickly
herbaceous plant of the genus Carduus—as common as weeds in many

parts of the country.’
‘It is a perfectly ordinary and tolerably nutritious thisde' said the

Donkey, and he ateit without further remark.

Vi



A FABLE

COACH MONEY

AN ARGUMENT

A DREAM

THE RECRUITING OFHCE
THEELM AND THE RIVER
THE DRAFT

A CONVERSATION

THE CHAPEL BAZAAR

THE CEDAR

THEMATCH
THEPBACEEXHIBITION

THE KNIGHT

THE LOST PROPERTY OFFICE
THE THREE GIFTS

SCHOOL YARD

THE TWO PALACES

THE AMPHITHEATRE

THE THREE SONS

THE TWO ISLANDS

TUB FRUIT-TREES

THE MOVING STAIRCASE
OLDWINBIN NEW BOTTLES

LEAVING BOOKS
ST. GBORGE AND THE DRAGON
CANDLES

CONTENTS

PAGE
1

2
5
8
14
18
21
24
32

39
42
47
50
54
60
63
66
68
70
71
74
76
79

84
87
92

TIME'S OFHCE

THE OAK TREE

ALL SAINTS DAY
CHANGES IN CHAPEL
THE PALACE OF TRUTH

THE BOY WHO WAS LATE FOR CHAPEL

THE SPBCTACLES
A FANTASIA ON STRENGTH
TOMUNSON

MEMORIES

THE HOUSE OF GOD

VISITORS IN CHAPEL

AN EASTER DREAM

A FEW WORDS WITH THE DEVIL
QUALITY STREET

A MILITARY DRBAM

MORE WORDS WITH THE DEVIL
PALM SUNDAY

THE END OF THINGS

THE SAINTS HOSPITAL

THE DISAPPOINTMENT BOOK
A DREAM OF JUDGEMENT

A CHRISTMAS PABLE

THE CLOCK
THE BUILDERS
THE PRICE OF LOVE

Vii

PAGE
96

99
102
106
109
114
120
125
128

132
135
138
141
143
147
150
153
156
158
163
167
170
174

177
179
185






SHREWSBURY FABLES

A FABLE
November 26,1912
THERE was a bitter dispute going on in the Grate; the Paper, the Wood,
and the Coal were all quarrelling, for each maintained that he was the
most important part of the fire.

'There cannot really be much doubt about it," said the Paper; 'they
would not have put me outside if they hadn't known | was the best
looking, and besdesthat, | have connectionswith highintellectual circles.
Why, abrother of minewasaNovel only the other day, and | have severd
cousins who are quite respectable Poems.'! The Paper was really a bit of
newspaper; and that, no doubt, accounted for its arrogance.

"How absurditisto hear youtalk !" said theWood, 'ssif aflimsy thing
like Paper could really be of any value; and as for respectable connections
—well, I may not be muchtolook at now, but if you had seen my home
in the forest before we came down in the world, you'd know what
beauty was. And | suppose even you have heard of the wooden walls
of Old England. Why, we were the backbone of the country !"

"How out of date you are!" said the Coal ; ‘everybody knows nowadays
that the strength of the nation depends on its coal, and if you knew the
trouble people take to get me, living underground for years, you'd have
some idea what was meant by value. Besides, |'m older than you, and
must know better.'

'Oh, do be quiet.' said the Grate, which had heard this sort of thing
very often before. 'None of you could get on without the other; besides,
you aren't even afire yet.'! 'Not afireV cried the other three indig-
nantly; 'what on earth can you mean? 'Wait and s=' said the Grate.
And sure enough, just at that moment, the housemaid put a match to
the Paper.

'Well, at any rate there's no doubt about it now,' said the Paper, asit
flared up triumphantly. 'Don't you sse what a tremendous compliment
| have had paid me? 'What'sitlike? said the Woo04, whichwasalittle
interested in spite of itself; 'doesn't it hurt rather? 'Oh no,' said the
Paper; 'or well, just alittle," it added honestly, 'but it's worth it all the
samel' it cried asit leapt up thechimney in fire.
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‘Well, thank goodness we shan't have any more bother with that
Paper,' said the Wood. 'Don't be so certain,’ said the Grate; and sure
enough, at that moment the W ood began to fed some curious sensations
It began to crackle and glow. '"Why, I'm on firetoo," it said, with some-
thing of digmay in its voice. 'That comes of kegping such shocking com-
pany,” said the Coal; 'now if you were a really solid and respettable
person like me'—'I'm on fire, I'm on fire!' cried the Wood, and it
followed the Paper exultingly up the chimney.

‘Do you know," said the Coal to the Grate, 'I'm really beginning to
fed a little uncomfortable mysdf; what do you think can be the matter
with me? '"Why, you have caught at lad,’ said the Grate. 'l really beieve
| have,' said the Coal, 'and | 'm not surethat it's so unpleasant after all.’

There was slence for a few minutes while the Coal began to glow and
dowly passinto ablaze. 'Do you know what istheuseof it all ?* aked the
Coal.'l am not quitesurethat | do, said the Grate, 'but sometimes some-
body comes and warms himsdf at the fire, and it is he who not only
made the fire but made me as well: and somehow, though | cannct
explain it, when heis pleasd, | fed asif we had all done what we were
meant to do. | made a little song about it the other day: | don't know if
you would careto hear it ? But the Coal wastoo much occupied to pay
any attention, so the Grate had to dng its song to itsdf. And thiswasthe
ong which it sang—

Thou that hag made usall, Paper and Coal and W ood,
Lo, we have heard thy call; lo, we have under stood.
Paper that flaresand goes W ood that cracklesin flame,
Coal that abides and glows, surdy their end isthe same.
All that we have we give, giving we know not why.
Nor for oursdves we live, and not to oursdves we die.

Not to oursdves we die, fulfilling our Lord's desre;
Coal, Wood, Paper, and I, we have made our Magter'sfire.

COACH MONEY
July 27,1913.
IN theearly hoursof thismorning | had rather a curiousdream, of which
| will try to tell you as much as | can remember.
My mind mugt have been running on Examinations, for | found myself
inavery large Hall in which there were a great number of sngle deks
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with some one writing busly at each. It was rather a shock to me to
discover that the writers were Angds, for one does not assodate Angels
with Examinations. But | soon saw that the Examination was not of an
ordinary kind. Each of the Angels was engaged in copying entriesinto a
book from a very mixed lot of material at his 9de There were old
Exerdses and Cricket Scores and Boating Cards, and notes of conversa-
tionstaken by a kind of glent gramophone, and all the entrieswer e being
bugly made up in alarge book. | had the curiogty to count the numbers
in theroom, and when | found it was 380,1 had no longer any doubt that
| was in the presence of the Guardian Angds of this School, making up
their books for the term.

| noticed that one of them ssamed to have finished hiswork, so | went
up to ak him to explain what was going on. 'lt isreally quite ample'
he said; 'weare only making up theterm's records’ 'But what do you
put in the books? said I. 'Oh, everything,' he said; 'the things they do,
and the things they say: but what really takes up mogt of the timeis put-
ting down the things they think. That's why | have got so little to do
just now," headded, 'for my young gentleman hardly thinksatalljust yet.'
And he showed me the name on the outdde of his book. ‘I suppose you
put the good on one 9de and the bad on the other,' | said, 'and balance up
at theend of theterm? 'No,' he said, 'it isreally not quiteso Impleas
that; we aren't allowed to balance up the accounts oursdves and it's
only at the end of their timethat it is really settled up; when they come
for their Journey Money, you know." 'Journey Money?' said I; 'but
where are they going to? And how do they get there? 'What an
abaurd question!" he said; 'of course they're going home to God; doesn't
one of the Hymns say something like that ? But how far they go, and
how fag they go, that of course depends on the amount of Journey
Money they take away from here. But | s they arejust getting ready
to giveit out, so you had better come and look.'

And sure enough there was a movement at the far end of the Hall,;
about fifty of the Anges brought up all their books, and some of them
had a very heavy load of volumes. The bookswererapidly teted by some
prooess that | could not understand, and then their value was paid down
to the Guardian Angdl who sood waiting rather anxioudy to sse what
his charge had ear ned.

Jug at the moment when | looked at them | saw an Angel recalving a
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large pile of Copper in return for a great st of volumes that he had
handed in. | noticed that he looked rather disappointed, and asked my
friend thereason. 'Y ou get paid in Copper for all the things you've done
to please yourself,' he said. 'l expect that would be one of those Athletes,
or dse one of the Scholars; they are as bad as one another,' he went on,
‘always inclined to think about themsalves | had noticed that the boy
in his charge was by no means distinguished in any way, so | was rather
amused at his attitude towards the dangers of success

‘Andwho gets paid in Silver ? | asked. 'Oh, those are the people who
have done what they have done for the sske of the School; you'd be
surprised to s what a lot of Silver money there is paid over every
year. | am trying to get my young man to s= the value of that, but it's
rather slow work," he went on gloomily, ‘when the fellow won't think
atall.’

'‘And what about the Gold? | asked, to change the subject. 'Ah, the
Gold," he said, and a change came over his voice as he spoke; 'that's
something worth getting. Of course we s a lot of Gold in Heaven,
but somehow I think it's not so fine as this Gold you human beings get.
We haven't got the same chances, you know." And he hummed under
hisbreath aline or two of aHymn, and | thought | caught the words—

A song which even Angels can never, never sing;
We know not Christ as Saviour, but worship Him asKing.

'‘But can't they exchange their money? said |. 'Oh, yes, you can
exchange the Silver for Gold,' he said, 'but you can't do anything with
the Copper. We're bimetdlists up here, he went on with a smile.
'‘But come and s the Luggage they have to take with them." And we
passed into another room where the fifty Angels were busy packing up.
Some had hardly any luggage at all. They had laid asde every weight,
as my guide explained to me. But others had a very curious collection
of things. There were some with childish toys, and old suits of clothes
that their owners had long outgrown, but they would not part with them,
and so they had all to be packed. And there was one poor Angel whom
| noticed rather sadly filling abag with mud, for the boy had got into the
habit of making mud pies, and he could not be persuaded to leave the
materials of his game behind him.

They wereall nearly ready to start when rather a bustling Angel pushed
his way through the crowd. | think he must have belonged to another
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schoal which had broken up early, for no one ssamed quite to know
him, though he was very ready with good advice. 'Aren't you going to
give them anything to read on the journey ?' he said. 'l always give my
people a sermon or two to read on the way.' 'Our people have got their
Coat of Arms and their M otto," said one of the Shrewsbury Angels, ‘and
| think that's enough.' 'It doesn't sound much," said the dranger. 'No,'
sad the other, 'but it carries you a good long way if you undergand it
properly; for the lions will teach them to be brave, and the lilies will
teach them to be dean, while the Motto has got the whole root of the
matter init." 'Let me hear it,’ said the dranger. "It is Intus 9 recte ne
labora said the Angel, 'and there are two trandations of it given. The
firg is "Blesed are thepure in heart, for they shall se God." But there
isanother and rather freer trandation which | think better mysdf, and
that is " For them that love God all things work together for good.” *

AN ARGUMENT

November 23,1913.
| HAPPENED to be in Chapel this morning rather early, when | became
consdous that, though there was nobody dse but me there, there was a
conversation going on. You know how often when you are in an empty
building you hear the ssts creaking for no apparent reason, and how little
it generally ssamsto mean. But thismorning | was able to make out what
they were saying, and | will give you the conversation as | heard it.

| had evidently broken in on the middle of a rather animated discusson,
for thefirst thing | heard was the Sets in the Body of the Chapd saying:
‘Well, of course | quite seethat it's not your fault; you arc made of Pitch
Pine, and it's quite right that you should make the bet of it, but nothing
will ever persuade me that a Pitch Pine st isnearly as good as an Oak
one. When al's said and done, it is a fine thing to come of a good
family, and | am proud of being English; you can't hdp coming from
Norway, but it is a disadvantage, and that's all there is to be said/

The Pitch Pine Sets had a rather mincing way of talking—('It comes
from all that over polish,’ | heard the Oak Seats mutter to them-
sves—but they had no doubt about the goodness of their cae 'We
do the bes we can,' they said, 'and that's all a seet can do. You don't
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uppose a man thinks more of himsalf because he happens to be born of
an old family, doyou ?

'Oh, don't they ? said the Oak Sedts 'Y ou ak the Organ; it has more
to do with men than mos of us and knows more about them. Do men
think more of themsdves because they are well-born ?

'I'm afraid they very often do,” said the Organ; 'but they are quite
wrong to do s0," he added; but after all he had a Pitch Pine cae himsdf,
0 hewas naturally alittle prgudiced.

‘I wasright, | told you 0, said both the Pitch Pine Ssts and the Oak
Sxtstogether.

‘It isnot so much a matter of the material you are made of,' said the
Choir Salls, 'as the use to which you are put. Some kinds of work are
obvioudy higher than others, now when | wasin Manchester Cathedral
| usxd to s== a Dean every day and a Bishop every now and then.'

'‘Quiteright,' the Chair in the Chancd said; 'and talking of Bishops |
wonder if you know what's going to happen to me to-day ?

‘| don't s what that's got to do with it," said the Salls at the Other
End. 'A Bishop is only a man after all, and to say a st is made better
because of the person who happensto st in it is like saying that one man
is better than another because he happens to have a fortune left him.
Good work's good work, and it doesn't much matter what work it isor
how it's paid, so long as you do your bes.

‘Hear, hear, said a lot of small voices proceeding from the Hassocks
who ssemed to represent the democratic part of the community.

‘| don't think," said the Choir Salls 'that you quite appreciate the
difference between work that is srictly religious and ordinary work.
Now in Manchester Cathedral—'

'Oh, gop talking about Mancheser Cathedral,’ said the Salls at the
Other End. 'l suppoeyou will tell me next that all clergymen are better
than all laymen; ask the Or gan what it thinksabout that*

'‘Perhaps they ought to be' said the Organ, 'but they very sddom
are’

'MYy dear children,’ said the Screen, which had been ligeningwith rather
a patient smile to all the conversation, 'when you have lived in the world
aslong as | have and in as many different places, you'll undergand
that it israther absurd totalk of onekind of lifebeing better than another.
Of course there is such a thing as being beautiful; | don't know if you
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ever happened to observe my carving; that's the kind of thing which
really does make a difference to onéslife.’

'| suppoze you think,' said the Bishop's Chair, which was rather sulky
at having been snubbed, ' suppose you think that a man with a handsome
body is better than a man with a plain face ? | should like to know what
the Or gan thinks about that.'

‘Beauty is a very ddightful thing," said the Organ, which hoped some
day to have a Screen of itsown, 'but of course it is not the only thing by
any means' it went on hurriedly before its case had timeto interrupt.

‘What's that you're saying about beauty ? asked one of the Stained
Glass Windows, which woke up suddenly as the light came through it.
'Of course beauty isthething that matters. Why, | was saying that only
the other day to the Plain Glass Window on the other dde of the Chapd:
* Anybody could s through you," | said!

'Yes, and what | said,” said the Plain Glass Window, 'was It doexn't
matter people seang through you, provided they s= nice things on the
other 9de. Now, through me you s Nature, and that's better than all
your artigic colours'

The Flowers had been dlent all the time, for, after all, they were only
vigtors, but at this they could not hep giving a little applause 'Yes,
yes' they sad, 'Nature's better than Art after all." The Stained Glass
Window blushed with anger. 'l likeyour talking about Nature,' it cried;
'‘where would you beif you hadn't been cultivated ? Before the Flowers
had time to think of the right answver——

'‘Hush, hush,’ said' the Pulpit, 'l think the Chapd is going to sy
something.'

And sure enough | heard a degp voice, though | could not tell exactly
where it came from; but it was evidently a voice to which the res were
bound to ligen, and, as became itsdignity, it pokein metre—

English Oak and Norway Pine,
Wrangle not before the Shrine,
Marring thus a work Divine.

Vile and common, rich and rare,
Y et they all one service share,
Seeing all God's creatures are.

Stones that live and flowers that die,
Arethey not one company
Serving the one L ord on high?
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Brick and wood and gass and stone
Serve their God, yet not alone,
For the Lord their God is one.

So may all that day by day
Gather in this House to pray
Serve together even as they!

There was a dlence when the Chapd had finished speaking, and then
the Organ began very softly to play a chord or two. Every one ssemed to
know the words: though the tune, at any rate, was familiar, the words
were drange to me, and yet they all joined in, the Hassocks in a rather
ueaky treble, though evidently very anxious not to be left out—

Praise, praise, O world, the God of love,
PraiseHim, ye sun and moon above,

Praise Him, all creatures upon earth,
PraseHim,yethingsof littleworth.

But most of all, ye sons of men,

Who come and go and come again,
Teach ye these walls to sound His praise,
And serve and love Him all your days.

Asthe chant died away | heard a cry from the Ante-chape: 'L ook out,
sad the Door, 'therés some one coming'; and everything had become
guite quiet again when the firs boy came in and knelt down to say his
prayers.

A DREAM
July 19, 1914

| DARESAY you've seen the account of the lates new invention: it's called
the Telephotograph, or something of that kind, and it enables you to se
things at a digance whether they want you to se them or not. At leas
that's how | underdand it, and | remember thinking when | read the
account that it sounded a very impertinent invention. Well, | suppose
it's the result of being very unmechanical, but | am sometimes per secuted
by mechanical dreams, and the other night | found mysdf dtting in my
sudy and arguing with a sranger "about this abominable machine. As
S0 often happens the dream began in the middle, and | found mysdf
saying, ‘It isn't digance in gpace that matters, it's digance in time: if you
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could make one look backward or forward over the years, that would be
worth having.'

‘MYy dear fellow,' hesaid, 'you don't want aninvention for that; you'll
find it in all the books aready." And he began quoting from Henry
Newbolt, the bit about the man who was going to be killed by the
Afghans—

"He saw the School Close, sunny and green,

The runner besde him, the gand by the parapet wall,
The digant tape, and the crowd roaring between,
His own name over all.’

'‘Or here's another bit," he went on, 'which you'll like better; it's a man
downwithfeverinindia—
'And lo, in @ moment
Thelandscapeis changed,
And | am no longer
Alone and estranged;
And | gand at the gate
Of the homely red wall,
And gaze down the court,
At the School-room and Hall,
At the sober grey Chapdl,
Thehouses, thelimes,
And gtraightway fall dreaming
Of happy old times:
Of soft summer mornings. . ..

Now | happen to know that old gate, for it was the gate of my own
old School, but | was rather annoyed with histrying to put me off with
poetry, so 'Oh, | don't mean that,' | interrupted; 'every one thinks of his
past life when he's dying, and every one has dreams when he's delirious:
| want something which will make you s the past again when you are
guite normal and ordinary.'

‘Well, there'snothing very difficult about that,' he said: just try looking
to your right front the next timeyou arein Chapel and sse what you see’

And then, in the absurd way that things happen in dreams, | found
myself in Chapel and found myself looking at my right front, and saw
the Tablet to Charlie Havers who died here just after the Bumping
Racesin '89. And as | looked at it | saw a good deal. | saw him as |
used to know him at our Private School, and | saw his younger brother
and myself going in first together, and | saw, if you won't mind my
telling you, the great day when we made fifty for no wickets, and we



10 FABLES AND FANCIES

both got out and we found we had made exactly twenty-five apiece;
and | saw a good deal more which would be rather tiresome to you if |
wereto tell it, and then | found myself back in the room with the strange
man looking at me and laughing; and | was rather ashamed of myself
for having been proved inthewrong, so | said, 'That's all very well, but
it's no good just seeing things. | want to hear people's voices as they
used to be: it's not half real unless one does that.'

'‘Oh, if that's what you want,' said he, 'l've got just the thing for you:
it's caled the Photopjionograph, quite an old thing though we've
brought it up to date; but you must give me something to fix it on.
Some old photographs will do, or a copy of the School paper.'

So | rummaged about and fetched a photograph or two and some
bound copies of the ‘Marlburian,' and he took them in his hands and said,
‘Now shut your eyes aminute, and | 'l repeat alittle poem to you to put
you in the right frame of mind." So | shut my eyes and he began saying
over quite softly apoem that I know quitewell, and | hope you do too—

'I'n awild moraine of forgotten books,
On the glacier of years gone by,

As | plied my rake for order's sske,
There was one that caught my eye;

And | sa by the shelf till | lost myself,
And roamed in a crowded mist,

And heard lost voices and saw lost looks,
As| pored on an old School List.'

‘That'll do," he said quietly, when he had gone through a verse or two,
'you can open your eyesnow.' So | opened my eyes and | looked at the
photographs of the two people | had known best at School, and sure
enough as | looked | heard some voices | never expected to hear again.
There wasafellow with whom | shared a study for two years, and | heard
ourselves arguingjust as we usad to do, for he was a mathematician and
very obstinate, about the date of the creation of the world and why our
Housemaster didn't like us. And | heard him explaining, for he was
Captain of the Shooting V111, what bad luck it was that we hadn'twonthe
Ashburton Shield. And | heard afellow who was in the Eleven with me,
and rather stupid, ragging with me on the cricket ground and saying,
‘What rot!" whenever | tried to be at all clever. And | heard what he
said when he beat me in the Final at Fives, and what he sad when we
won the School Rackets together. And just then | realized that my
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unknown friend was going on with the poem and he had got to the lagt

vere—

There were two good fellows | used to know,
—How distant it all appears!

We played together in football weather,
And messd together for years:

Those times are fled, and they're both of them dead
So long that they're hardly missed

Save by us, who messed with them yean ago:

But we're all in the old School List.

And | jumped up and said, 'Y ou brute! you've altered that las verse
For it'squitetrue; one of them isburied in India and the other isburied
hi Berkshire. But who are you ? and how do you know ?' He smiled at
me quite gravely, and he said, 'l know a good deal more than you think,
and the reason |'ve come to Shrewsbury . . ' And at the word Shrews
bury | brokein and sad, ‘Why, thisis Shrewsoury, not Mar[bor ough;
and what are you doing here ? And then he told me, but what he told
me about Shrewsbury | mug keep, if you will let me, for next Sunday.

July 26,1914.

'‘The reason |'ve come to Shrewsbury,’” went on my drange friend,
'Isjust to fix up a few of thee machines for those who areleaving: it's
very interesting looking into the pag when one can do it, or the future
either. Would you care to come round the sudies and s= me fix the
thingsup ?

| was getting rather impressed with what hesaid, but | thought | would
put himtoonefurther trial.'Did you say you could look intothefuture?
| asked. 'Of course' he said. 'And show me the future too ?' | went on:
'l would certainly bdievein you if you could do that.' 'Thereisnot the
faintes difficulty about it," he answered: 'would you care, for ingance,
to sse what's going to become of the people who are leaving now ?' ' Of
course| should,' | answered: ‘it would be rather exciting to ssswhat they
will beliketen yearshence' 'All right,' said he: ‘where would you like
to s them ? In Chapd i or at Calling Over, perhaps ?* 'Oh, Calling
Over,' sad |: 'that'sagood idea. Let'shavethem out on the Square and
make them come up and answer their names and s if | recognizethem.'
‘Very well,' said he, 'jus shut your eyesfor a minute or two.'

So | shut my eyes, and soon | ssamed to hear theringing of thebell and
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something like the trampling of feet outsde. 'They are nearly ready,
sad he, looking out through the window: 'in what order will you have
them ? There are a few parsonsamong them, and a doctor or two, and a
few soldiers, and some who look to be prosperous busness men; would
you like them to come up by professons or in School order 7 'Well,
School order will bebed, | think,' | said. 'Arethey ready for meto come
out now?' 'Nearly ready,’ said he, 'but there isjust one question before
you go—What areyou going to do about thasewho areabsant ?* Absent ?
sd . 'Yes absnt, said he 'you can't quite expect them all to be there
after ten years, can you ?* And then helooked at me, and | looked at him,
and we neither of us spoke for a minute, though the bell went on ringing.
‘Perhaps it would be safer to fick to the pad after all,' | said. And he
nodded hishead. 'Yes, you are all like that when it comes to the point,’
he said: 'let's come along to the dudies'

And the bell gopped ringing and the footseps died away, and we went
along to the dudies, and as he went he was repeating to himsdf a line
or two from something we have been reading in Schoal thister m:

' will deprive men of the foreknowledge of death which they possss
at present. This power Prometheus has recaived my ordersto take from
them.'

When we got to the dudies he went to the lockers of the people
who were leaving and began fixing his little machines to their books and
photographs and pape's and he kept up a conversation with me all
thetime. ' Of courss, avery smple machine doesfor the ordinary people,
he said: 'it only just repeats " Floreat Salopia’ and " Play up, School" and
possbly aline or two of the Carmen. Very smple, but | have known it
prove quite useful in difficulties Here's something a little bit more
personal. And he put it to my ear and | heard a lot of shouting and
golashing and screaming and voicescrying, 'Well rowed, Headroom' (for,
you s it wasin my own House). 'Thereisnot much variety about the
athletic records’ he went on: 'sometimes it's clapping and sometimes it's
cheering, and, of course, the names alter, but that's all. The Chapd
records are rather more complicated; perhaps you'd like to hear one of
them." And he gave mea Prayer Book with which he had been busying
himsdf. At first | could hear nothing at all except a noise of feet going up
the aide, and some indigtinct sounds from the organ. And then there
came aline or two of a hymn, | think it was 'Hills of the North,"' or
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perhaps'Onward, Chrigtian Soldiers’ And then there cametwo or three
sntencss repeated over and over again with rather gartling dearness
'Ordained and commanded that one man should be helpful unto ancther,
helpful unto another, helpful unto another;' 'your adversary the devil,
like a roaring lion'; 'made srong by faith in Thee, grong by faith in
Thee!

‘Well, | never should have thought he would have remembered those
things' | said, for of course | knew the boy whose Prayer Book | had
been holding. 'l wonder if hereally will remember them for long.' 'Oh
yes' hesaid, 'it takes a long time to wear out these machines, but you'd be
aurprised what afunny mixturetherecordsare. A text or two of a sermon,
aline or two of a hymn, and very often the very lag you would expect.'
'‘But | suppose they choose what they like,' said |. 'Choose what they
like?' said he: 'do you really think s9? Well, try this' And he handed
me a photograph, and as | ligened | heard a conversation about three
years old, and it wasn't a conversation which | should like to repeat or
you would care to hear. 'Do you think he wants to remember that ?' he
said. ' Of course he doe't, but hewill; he can fight it, but he can't for get,
until the machine is worn out; and they lag a long time, these machines
of mine.'! But | sat with the photograph in my hand, thinking what he
would give to forget it, for | knew he had tried already and was trying
still, and | suppose | can't have looked very happy, for he said, 'Here's
something you'll like better: thisis our combined record, and they all of
them take this away." And | ligened to what he gave me, and it was a
funny mixture of a lot of sounds There was the nase of the mowing-
machine going in the summer, and the tap of the ball againg the bat at
the nets and the trees waving about in thewind, and the rooks shouting
on the top of them, and the sound of a Choir Practice coming from
Chapdl, and a few barking dogs here and there; and then there came the
noise of the Schoal bell and some feet hurrying down Central, and the
bell ssemed to get louder and louder and the feet to get fader and fader,
and then the Clock struck, and with the noise of theold Clock still ringing
in my ears | awoke.
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THERECRUITINGOFFICE
November 22, 1914.

I T was certainly a Recruiting Officeinwhich | found myself. Therewas
no doubt about that. Therewere all the usua posters on the wall—"Y our
King and Country need you'—and the gopeds to the Young Men of
Shropshire—all ending with God save the King. And there was a man
sitting at a dek in the corner busy entering some names in a book. Of
course one is usually rather afraid of interrupting military people, but he
looked kind-hearted, so | plucked up my courage to ak him a question
or two.

'l begyour pardon,” | said, 'but canyoutell mehow recruitingisgetting
on ? | hear it hasn't been going very fas in Shropshire lately.'

'‘Oh, | don't know,"' said he, putting down his pen. 'lt's pretty much
as usual: seventy or eighty have come in from Shrewsbury to-day.'

‘That'srather good, isn'tit? sad|. 'l suppose that comesfrom lowering
the standard a bit ?

'‘Oh dear, no," said he: 'we never lower our standard; it's been the same
for generations.

And of course | knew that wasn't quite true, but | was too polite to
contradict him. So | simply said, 'And what about these recruits. were
they good specimens, do you think ?

'‘Oh yes, | think so," sad he: 'l don't know that they were specialy
clever, but they all seem pretty keen, and | think they will learn their
busness. Anyhow, their hearts are in the right place!

| thought this was rather an unprofessional way of looking at it, but
after all it was his office and not mine, so | decided to change the subject.
'| suppose what'swanted/,'l said, 'issomething like an invasion to quicken
things upi If the enemy was in the country people would soon s the
need.’

‘My dear man,' said he, 'the enemy's in the country right enough. We
got a poster out about that years and years ago.! And he handed me a
copy in which my eye caught the words, 'Y our adversary, like aroaring
lion, is going about seeking whom he may devour.' It seemed to me a
littleprofane, though | didn't like to say s0. So | only asked another
guestion.

'l suppose you mean Soies by that ? And, of course, | quite agree with
you: the way thee Germans—'
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And then he burst out laughing. 'Oh no, | didn't mean Germans,' he
said: 'and | wonder what you think we've been talking about all this
time?

'‘Why, recruiting,' said|.

'‘Ohyes, recruiting,' said he, 'but recruiting what for ?

‘Why, the British Army, of course,' sad .

'‘Oh, that's where the mistake comesin,’ said he: 'thisisn't only alocal
office; | am the Recording Angel making up my books, and | wasjust
putting down the names of those who were Confirmed this morning.'

| was rather indignant, thinking | had been made a fool of, so | said:
'l don't think you ought to mislead one by putting up all those placards
about "Y our King and Country need you," and the rest of them.’

'‘Oh, come,’ sad he: 'that's your own fault. Y ou are dways singing
hymns about having a greater King and a better Country somewhere
dse, and you can't blame us for having supposed you meant it.'

| didn't quite know what the answer to that was, so | thought | would
rather make a bold attempt to change the subject again. 'l should rather
like to ask you one or two things about Confirmation,' | said: 'does it
really do any good ? A lot of people say it doesn't.'

He looked about among the papers on his desk, and when he had found
what hewas|ookingfor hesaid: 'Y ou said you knew all about recruiting;
so tell me whether this oath docs any good to a recruit—

"I . . swear by Almighty God that | will be faithful and bear true
Allegianceto HisMgesty King Georgethe Fifth, HisHelrs and Successors,
and that | will, a in duty bound, honesdy and faithfully defend His
Majesty, His Heirs and Successors, in Person, Crown, and Dignity against
all enemies, andwil | observe and obey all orders of His Majesty, HisHeirs
and Successors, and of the Generds and Officers st over me. So help
meGod."'

'Of course it does,' | answered at once; 'a fellow must be the better for
saying a thing like that—at least, of course, he is if he means it. If he
doesn't mean it | don't suppose it would do him any good: in fact, he
might even be the worse for taking it like that. | suppose you can't say
whether he is the better or not,' | ended rather lamely; 'itdepends on him.'

'Just so,' said the Recording Angel, smiling: 'it'sjust the samewith our
oath too; it can't do any one much good to tell lies, whether he tdls them
to God or to man.'
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'‘But alot of the best people aren't confirmed,'l went on: 'l know quite
a lot of awfully good people who-'

‘My good fellow," he interrupted, 'do you realy suppose that the
British Army at the present moment congds of all the best young menin
the country? | haven't the least doubt that thousands of the people who
look on at football matches are far superior to a lot of people who've
joined up: you don'tjointhe Army because you fed good, but because
you want to do your duty.'

‘Well, alot of people have told me,' | said, 'that they never felt at all
the better for i t; they go on having just as many difficulties as before, and
they don't always conquer them by any means'

‘The other day,' said he, 'a recruit came to his Colonel after a month
and complained bitterly that his chest hadn't got any bigger, and that he
wasn't any taller than when he started. And do you know what the
Colonel said?

'No," sad I.

'‘Nordol ,'sadthe Recording Angel: ‘| made rather apoint of forget-
ting, for | think that the Colonel was quite right to lose his temper, but
the main point of his remarks was that if the recruit thought the British
Army existed for the sske of widening his ches he made a considerable
mistake. He added that he was under the impression that the young man
had joined the Army to try and serve his country and not to improve his
own physique, and that if he couldn't grasp that idea the sooner he
cleared out of it the better.’

'Yes, | sethat,’ said |, 'but surely it doesn't all depend onwhat afellow
does for himself; he does get some good out of it, doesn't he? What is
this Spirit we hear such alot about ?

The Angel wasjust going to answer me when there was the sound of
a bugle in the distance and he changed his mind. '‘Come to the window
for aminute,’ said he; 'it's a hard thing to put into words, and seeing's
believing, you know." And he drew asde the blind and we looked out
into the night.

| wonder if you remember what happened to Elishas servant when the
prophet prayed that his eyes should be opened. | think he must have
uttered that prayer about me, for | saw, as he did, that the mountain was
full of horses and chariots of fire round about. And what | saw, of
course, | can't describe, for it has been described once for all in the Book
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of the Revelation of St. John the Divine—but there were the armies in
heaven on white horses, clothed in fine linen, white and clean. And there
was a banner at the head of thewhole Army, and | don't imagine you will
need to be told what that was—but | read the motto beneath it, and
it was 'Greater Love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his
life for his friends' But there were banners, too, with other inscriptions
on them, and as | was looking at them, 'There go the local regiments;
said the Angel: 'they'll interest you." And | saw the banner with the
wordson it, 'Thy need is greater than mine," and Sde by sSde with it one
with a picture of a wounded officer dragging a soldier into a narrow
trench and putting him in the only place of safety.

"What jolly things those soldiers do,' the Angel said over my shoulder:
'l sometimes think they have the best of both worlds. You know what
your own Shropshire poet says about them, or rather about the 53rd—

To Kies that knit their heartgrings right,
Tofieldsthat bred them brave,

The saviours come not home to-night:
Themsdlves they could not save

But you mustn't forget the res, all the same!

And as | looked where he pointed | saw a crowd of civilians, doctors
and lawyer s and parsons, men and women, masers and boys, all marching
on with their heads in the same direction, and right at the tail of the
processon | saw a small company of people, some of whose faces |
thought | could recognize.

'Yes, they are the recruits, he said; 'they haven't got their uniforms
yet nor their rifles either, but they are learning to keep step. It's a good
tune to march to, that tune of Sullivan's’; and he hummed a bar or two
of 'Onward, Christian Soldiers.'

'And now," he said, shutting the window and turning round on me,
‘I can't tell you how much God does for them or how much they have
to do for themsdlves, but | know that that whole Army has one spirit in
it, and | think | know Whose Spirit it is, and | know that a man or a
boy is never the same when he has sworn to belong to that company and
tried to be worthy of it, for it is the Blesssd Company of all Faithful

People’
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THE ELM AND THE RIVER
July 25. 1915.

| F you gt up long enough at night looking over examination papers until
your brain is thoroughly muddled and then go out for a walk, you are
likely to hear some drange things, and that was perhaps how | came the
other night to overhear a conversation between the Trees and the River.
Thebiggest of the EImswastalking at the moment, and by sanding near
the Eag end of the Chapd | was able to hear both sdes The EIm was
evidently in a very bad temper and rudled a good deal as it sooke, but
there was no doubt at all about the general drift of itsremarks.

'| hate the end of the Summer term,’ it said; 'it always ssEEms to rain
then, and | haterain. | supposs by theway, | oughtn't to say that, asthe
rain mug beakind of reation of yours.

'Oh, please don't apologize' said the River; 'as a matter of fact the
raindrops might be said to be children of mine, and | fed that | ought
really to apologize for having such a large family. But you know what
children are: they're always coming back and dropping in just when
one doen't expect them.'

‘Well, I'm sorry,' sad the EIm, 'and | don't want to hurt any ones
fedings, but it's no good denying it, | do hate the rain. It gasinto
my sysem, and it rots my branches and they fall off, and then | shall
die. | shall die, do you hear ?' it went on excitedly, waving its branches
toand fro.

'I'm sure everybody will be very sorry when that happens' sad the
River politely.

‘Sorry? not they,” said the EIm bitterly; 'therés nothing more unjust
than the way people treat EIms: they like them to grow old, and then
they blamethem when ther boughsfall off, and sy it'stheir fault. Why,
| heard a poem some boy was repeating the other day—

Elm she hateth mankind and waitcth
Till every gud islaid
Todrop alimb on the head of him
That anyways truds her shade.
Jud asif wewereto blamefor it! And then when we die of old age they
sy we're rotten and don't even give us a decent funeral. Why, | saw
some oak being brought in the other day from another part of the country
to be buried in quite a nice house they had built for it; and what's it ever
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done for the place, | should like to know ? But when |'m gone, I, who
have been a credit to the place for thirty years, nobody will ever give me
another thought.

|'m sure you are not right there,' said the River; 'you will live in
people's memories for along ,time, and surely that's akind of lifeworth
having, isn'tit ?

But the EIm only rusded indignantly, and the River went on by way
of changing the subject, 'l should have thought you'd have disliked the
Winter more: surely thereé's more rain then.'

‘That only shows you've never had a leaf on you,' answered the EIm.
'‘But it isn't only the rain that makes me hate July, it's the way these boys
talk. | heard two of them at it the other day. They go moping about the
place saying, "Five yearsis a long time, isn't it? One haes leaving a
place after four or five years." Four or five years indeed, and I've been
here three hundred! What do they know about it? But, of course, you
can't gppreciate that: you never stay in any place more than a minute
together, so naturally you can't understand what one feels!'

'Oh, | don't quite know about that,' said the River; 'of course in one
sne |'m aways going, but then in another snse |'m always here and
sometimes | fed that | am rather more like the boys than you arc, if you
don't mind my saying 0. | know it's rather confusing at first, but |'ve
had along time to think over it. Y ou ssg from one point of view they
don't really go when they leave any more than | do; thereis a great dedl
of them that gays behind: in fact, really you might say they never go till
they die, and | don't much think that they atogether go then—at lest,
the best of them don't. | know my waters come back to me somehow,
but that's Science and | never did understand that, and | know |'m aways
here however far | go, and that sounds like Metaphysics which is harder
still. Of coursethisisall rather beyond me, and | am afraid it must sound
very confused to you.'

The River waited for an answer, but none came from the EIm, which
was only murmuring rather sulkily, so the River went on talking without
appearing to notice its rudeness.

'‘And so | dways rather sympathize with them when they are leaving,
and want to try to explain to them that they aren't really leaving the place
even when they think they are. | tried once to make a song to sing to
them as they drove over the Bridge for the last time, but | couldn't get
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on with it very far because it was in such a difficult metre, 1t began some-

how like this—

Theterm isended,

That can't be mended

Nor time extended
To keep you here,

So be forgiving

As off you're driving,

And hear me giving
This word of cheer.

Y ou seit wasavery difficult metre, and the rhymes didn't go quite right
at the end, so | tried again the other day and | hope this isjust a little
better. Anyhow therhymesare pretty well all right, | think, and | know
the sentiment's good, though | can't say much for the poetry.

From mountains famed in sory
And upland vales | flow,

And gather grace and glory
With every league | go,

But I, who flow for ever,

Am ill the same great river.

Through gloomy days and merry,
Through hours of sun and rain,
By bridge and ford and ferry
| pass yet ill remain:
Though all may change, the river
Flows on, the same for ever.

And you whose days are done here,
Take heart of grace and say,
" Things faithfully begun here
Pass not with us away" ;
Then make an end of grieving
Ther€'s no such thing as leaving!

And as my sons and daughters,
In migt and cloud and rain,

From ocean's mighty waters
Return to me again,

The dead you mourn for go not,

But live in ways you know not.

Though here their days be over,
From worlds beyond our ken
Their homing spirits hover
Round Shrewsbury again,
Brave spirits, unregretful,
Remembered, nor forgetful.
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All who for Right have dtriven
Andall whodied to sve
Have found the gift they'd given
And saved the life they gave:
Then make an end of sighing,
For such thereisno dying!

'Of course | don't professto be certain,’ said the River, 'but at any rate
that's what it looks liketo me." It paussd for an answer, but none came
from the EIm, and when | went to bed the River was till snging the
ong to itsAf. Perhapsit issnging it still.

THE DRAFT
November 21,1915.

| IMAGINE that the place mug have been 'somewhere near the coad' as
they sy nowadays—perhaps near Southampton, but you know how
confused the scenery isin dreams, and as | have never been to Southamp-
ton in my life, of course | can't be sure but anyhow there |l was, in charge
of a draft of about seventy men with ingructions to hand them over to
the officer who would se about ther embarkation. As mos of you
know, | am not a great expert in military affairs so that it is quite likely
that | have some of the details rather wrong, but anyhow | had managed
to get them into some sort of formation—two deep, | think they were—
and sanding pretty seady, before the officar appeared on the ene | was
too much flugtered at firg to notice what he looked like, but | saluted as
well as| could and waited for hisingructions. 'So thisis the Shrewsbury
draft, said he: 'of course you have got all the necessary papers about
them ?' | did not quite know what these paper's were, but | managed to
convey the impresson that everything that was possble had bean done
in the way of training. 'Right,’ said he, 'then | nead only just have a
brief ingpection; only their hearts and eyes | think.' | began to say some-
thing about their having passd their medical examination, but he had
already begun walking down the ranks and | followed him, looking as
inteligent as| could.

Thefirst part of the ingoection did not take very long. He had in his
hand a small dear pebble which he turned on to each man as he
pased. It gave out a bright light which seemed to show him all that
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he wished to s2  Once or twice he sopped rather longer before some
particular man, but on the whole theingpection ssemed satidactory. And

when he had bean all down the ranks he turned to me with a smile

'Yes not bad,' hesaid, 'on thewhole. The heartsaren't alwaysvery big;

| daresay you've noticed one or two fdlows in the ssoond rank whose
heartswer e only about the 9ze of a pea, and hardish too; you could almogt
hear them rattleasyou looked at them. But mog of them are quite the
usua 9ze and | think they areall in theright place at present. Let's hope
and pray they'll gay there' he added, ailmog under his breath.

‘| beg your pardon gr,' sad I, 'but |I've always wondered what that
phrase exacdy meant—"His heart'sin theright place' —would you mind
telling mejust what it doesmean ?

‘Well, where ought aman'sheart tobe ? sad he: 'l have known them
in very quexr places Some people kegp them in ther pursss and some
in ther pockets and some on thelr deaves But, of course none of those
things happen very often with boys: they are more apt to have them on
the colours they wear, or the prizes they get, and sometimes even on the
food they eat; and | have even known one or two who kept their hearts
in a pigsy—sat on the huksthat the swine did eet, as the parable sys'

'Yes gr,’ sad I, 'l know what the wrong places are, but what's the
right place for aman'sheart ? But he only smiled at me and said half to
himsdf, 'Sat your affection on things above and not on things on the
earth ... for whereyour treasureis there will your heart be alo!

‘Now, then, for the eyes’ said he: 'of course we've got to take two
things into congderation, what they've ssm aready and what they're
looking for." | did not like to ak for another explanation, but he saw
that | was puzzled and went on: It'squite Smple, just the same principle
as photography. The negative shows you the thing upsde down and
then you reverse it, and this machine of mine works on exacdy the
same principle’ | had no doubt that it was really as ample as he said,
but as | have never undersood in the leas how a photograph works |
was not surprised that | failed to follow what he meant. So down the
ranks he went again with what looked like a small camera in his hand,
which he turned on to the eyes of each man as he passed. And when that
was over, 'Now," said he, 'we will take thislot fird; this shows us what
they've ssm to-day.” As he gooke he was sorting them into two or three
hegps There was one that he tossad me over to look at: "Not much of a
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thing, that, for a fellow to be ssang on his Confirmation Day,' he said.
And | looked, and it was nothing but a confused picture of a few other
people, omewith ther hair not brushed quiteaswell asthat of thecthers,
some looking rather shy and awkward, and a vague blur of parents and
relations in the background.

‘Thank Heaven there aren't many of them likethat,' said he: 'thisisa
commoner kind." And he showed me a picture of a boy on his kness
with his face hidden, with the Bishop's hands raised for a moment in
blessng over his head. 'That's not a bad thing to have sen to-day,' he
sad. And amod all the rest seamed to be like that. But just as he was
gpeaking a change came over his face and he picked one photograph from
thered. | could make nothing out of it at fird, but then | wasjust able
to s very faintly thehem of a broidered robe and a hand sretched out to
touch it. 'Yes' sad my vidtor, 'there are some who have sn the
Vison." Hehad drawn himsdf up as an officer does when he hears the
National Anthem, and headded very gravely, 'For shesaid within her Af,
" | f I may but touch the hem of Hisgarment | shall be madewhole." '

*And now for what they se of the future,' he went on in ancther tone.
‘| am glad to sse they mog of them look forward to trouble ahead; it's
rather slly, after all, for a man to think heis going to get out of danger
and difficulty for the futurewhen heisreally going to the Front. There
areoneor twowho seam to think all therr troublesarc over, but they will
find out ther migake soon enough, poor fellows, when they are once
aooss the water. Well, well," he went on, rising to his feg, 'I'll take
them on now and march them down to the ship. You can trus meto
look after them: after all, dhipsareabit in my line, you know.'

And that made me put a question that had been on my lips for some
time. 'l beg pardon, gr,' | sad, 'but | do know your face, don't |?
Haven't | ssmn you in a dained-glass window at some schoadl or other,
put thereto look after the boysi Lower Chapd at Eton, wasn't it?'

'Yes, yes' hesaid, 'that's all right, Nicolasis my name; boys or ships
they both come alike to me. | like all fresh open-air things like that.
Good-bye, | 'l look after them all right: you'd better gay here; | expect
you'll hear the noise they make when the ship goes off

So | gayed behind, and waited and thought and tried to say aprayer or
two. And after a bit, aure enough, the noise came up from the harbour
as the people began to cheer when the great ship got under way. And
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whether it was really the cheering or the hymns that | had heard in the
morning | can't be sure, but somehow all the noise fitted itsdlf in my head
to a kind of tune, and these were the words | ssamed to hear: | know
many of them arerather tags from other places but, after all, you mustn't
expect too much in a dream—

Now the time of training's over and the lesson's learnt and done,
Truly learnt or half forgotten time will show;

New adventures lie before you in the life to-day begun,
For you're bound where every soldier wants to go:

Now the time has come upon you when your every thought and deed
Like true metal in the furnace will be tried:

No more time to talk and teach you,—no more time and little need,
As the troopship hangs a-swinging in the tide.

Will you taste the sudden glory of a battle in the light
With your friends to stand in honour by your sde?

Or adreary lonely struggle through the.dim inglorious night
W ith no comrade there to tell us how you died ?

Even there shall God be with you!—now the cheering dies away,
We can hardly se you waving from the side,

But your friends will not forget you, nor your gallant hopes to-day
As the troopship goes a-swinging down the tide.

When it's weary in the trenches and you're sick and out of heart,
When your home is far, and honour but a name,

When necessity comes on you and you're called to play your part,
Y ou'll remember what you are and whence you came:

Y ou'll remember those who cared for you, the words they tried to say,
And their hopes for you, their love and faith and pride,

And you'll pay the debt of honour that you promised on the day
When the troopship went a-swinging down the tide.

A CONVERSATION
July 23,1916.

OF course buildings will not talk much when boys are about: it isnot to
be expected that they should: they say a good deal when every one is
in school, or after locking-up. But the time they like bet is a Sunday
evening in summer just before Chapdl. It's the quigtest time in the whole
year: the only sound is that which comes from the choir in Chapel, and
therés never any one about but me, and they ssam to have got usd to
that, so that they do not mind talking in my presence
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And 0 | was't surprisad, this evening, to hear a conversation going
on at that timebetween the Dar win Buildingsand the Armoury: | wasn't
urprised, but | was a good deal pleasd, for | knew that they hadn't always
been on the bex of teems. There has been a dispute about a footpath
which had put things very crooked between them; and, besdes that, it's
rather ates of friendship to haveto live so dose together for solong, with
never a chance of moving.

And 0, | sy, | wasvery glad to hear the Dar win Buildingssay in quite
a friendly tone: 'And how do you think the war is going? The
Armoury wasevidently pleased. 'Oh, quitewell, I think,' it said, 'though
the casualty lids are bad reading. | sddom have that old song of the
Shropshires out of my head, when | s these people out on parade—

And you will list the bugle
That blows in lands of morn,

And make the foes of England
Be sorry you were born.

And you till trump of doomsday
On lands of morn may lie,

And make the hearts of comrades
Be heavy when you die.

It's pretty nearly literally true nowadays,’ ended the Armoury with a
dgh.

‘Do you know," said the Darwin Buildings, 'l have a confesson to
make. | usd to think you were a bit of a pro-German; no doubt it was
very supid, but in old days " blood and iron" ssamed rather too Prussan
for my tage It'svery different now.'

The Armoury laughed tolerandy. 'Well, | mug say your converson's
been pretty complete! And | can't say too much of the way you've been
helping us Not but what," it went on, 'I'm not at all sure you aren't
gpailing the game. Aeroplanes are all very well, though what Stonewall
Jackson or the Duke would have made of them | can't imagine. But
when it comesto gasand liquid fire and all that, | sometimes wish you'd
left it alone. It'sillogical, | know, and we gave the whole case away when
we took to guns, but somehow a man and a horse and a sword ssam the
right things to make a battle out of; and when | think of an old scentific
man who couldn't march a mile making all these devilish inventions, |
oconfess | wish you'd kept out of it. But that's just like converts; they're
aways inclined to overdo it.'
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| must own that | was alittle nervous when | heard this, for | was not
at all sure how the Darwin Buildings would take it. But to my great
relief it did not seem at all put out.

‘Perhaps my converson isn't quite as complete as all that, it said,
smiling; 'after all, thisis an exceptional war, isn't it?" 'Exceptional,
sai4 the Armoury, 'l should just think it wasl Why, | don't suppose that
therés ever been a & of people like the Germans, so completely——'
'Quite 0, quite 0, said the Darwin Buildings, 'but that was't exactly
what | meant. It's the object of this war that ssams to me so different
to any of the athers and that'swhy I'm so keen on it." 'l don't sse what
you'redriving at,' said the Armoury. 'MYy idea of the object of the war
isto beat the Germans, and when | think—' 'That's just it,' said the
Darwin Buildings, 'l don't think you think enough. The object of the
war is to finish war altogether: | don't say we shall do it thistime, but
that's what we're after. We've got to make this war as deadly and as
deypeate and asfinal aswe know how, and then at las peoplewill know
how abaurd it is!

Now, no one likes hearing his professon called absurd: and | wasn't
aurprisad to s that the Armoury was getting a little ruffled; but it kept
its temper nobly. 'l daresay it ssams very absurd to you,' it said; 'I'm
not a superior person. | can't say | se anything very absurd in a man
going and doing what héestold, to hep his country at the risk of hislife.
It's generally thought rather fine. | know |'d rather have a son of mine
dead with hiswoundsin front in awar like this, than have him a learned
dudent in alaboratory.’

'Oh, my dear fellow," said the Darwin Buildings, 'don't misunder sand
me; of course | fed that as much as you. We've had our losss too:

Haven't | held them on my kneg,
Haven't | laughed to s them growing,

Aslikely lads aswell could be,
Handsome, and brave, and not too knowing ?

'Oh, | doknow all that. But it'sthewagel mind. Surdy we've got a
chance after this of starting fresh again, and of getting a little more snse
into the world. Fighting is a slly budness when all's said and done.
What we have got to do is to "let the ape and tiger die' out of us as
Tennyson says'

TheArmoury chuckled.'And do you remember what Bishop Creigh-
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ton said ?' it aked. '"He said that, when you have got the ape and tiger
out of people there ill remains in them the donkey, a much more
subborn animal.'

'Quite 30, said the Darwin Buildings, 'that isjust what | say: people
fight because they're donkeys, and they are donkeys because they aren't
educated: and they aren't educated because we don't bdievein education.
Now if the people of this country were only scientifically trained they'd
know there were better things to do than fighting. Fancy wasting our
bet brains when there are countless things crying out to be done at
home! why, if | had my way and peoplewould ligen to mewe'd makea
new country of it. A healthy and happy place, indead of one where 125
children out of every 1000 die before they are one, and three-quarters of
the people live on the verge of starvation.'

‘Oh, come,' said the Armoury, 'that'srather srong. You'vegot your
scientifically trained nation in Germany, and how doyou likethereaults?
Givemeour old Public Schodls after all! I'd rather have Edward Grey
than Bethmann-Hollweg any day of the week: the Hall told methat the
Headmader sad that the other day, and | thought it very good snse
W hy, what istheobject of education ?"

And then a drange thing happened. | daresay you've noticed that a
quegtion like that is always sure to be answered by every one, whether
hesqualified or not; and there began a rare medley of sound—old prover-
bial phrases bandied about so that one could hardly detach the snsefrom
the sound.

‘A sound mind in a sound body," said the fives courts, and the cricket
fidd said, 'Hear, hear!" 'Train the eye and the hand,’ said the carpenter's
shop. 'Study Nature," said themuseum. 'Cleanlinessis next to Godliness'
murmured the baths. 'Rule, Britannia,' cried the flagsaff; 'what was
good enough for our fathers is good enough for ud' As the din died
down, | heard a voice which hadn't sooken before. '| know |'m very
young,' said the Moser Buildings, 'but, after all, I've had along timeto
think it over while I've been building, and | should like to say a word
or two. You'rebothrightin away, sofar as| can sse—and | don't like
hearing people quarrd when therésnothing to quarrd about—Dbut therés
the Chape bell beginning, and the boyswill be coming pas in a minute:
|'d rather keep my ideastill next Sunday.’
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July 30,1916.

'As | was saying/ said the Moser Buildings, 'you're both right in a
way, and yet you'reboth wrong: | know that'san irritating thing to say,
but one getsto be broad-minded if one hasto do with alibrary and sess
all the different kinds of things there are to be learnt in the world. And
my ideaisthat Beauty isthething that matters

TheArmoury and the Darwin Buildingswer e plainly alittle suspidous
'l don't know much about Art," said thelatter, 'and | can't say | seit has
much to dowith it. Both | and my friend here are plain people, and in
our different ways we both want to get things done; we haven't the time
to soend on consdering whether things look pretty.'

'Ah!" said the Moser Buildings, '| s you think of Beauty in the
narrow sne | don't mean that, though it'sa good thinginitsway. But
therés Beauty in a sdentific experiment, isn't ther€? You know a lot
better than | do the splendid nestness and precison with which your
people work. And therés Beauty in soldiering, too, though it's of a
different kind. | don't mean the Beauty of equipment: the Household
Brigade charging on foot at Ypres were far more beautiful than they'd
ever been on parade’

'Oh, that's all right,' said the Armoury, appreciably mgllified, 'but it
doesn't s|em to get usmuch forrarder. Supposng we are all after Beauty,
whereisit to befound ?

‘Well," said the Moser Buildings, 'there are two people whom |'ve
had to do with lately who've taught me a lot about it, and they happen
to repressnt your two professons onés Philip Sdney, and the othe's
Darwin. You'd be surprised to know how those two get on together;
and yet it'snot so very surprisgng after all. One gave hislifefor his coun-
try, and the other gave his to the world; but the point is that they both
gave their lives for a cause they thought good. They both cared about
truth more than anything dse, and they nether of them despised small
things. Sdney didn't depise the common soldier, and Darwin didn't
despise the common earthwor m; and that's why they both made names
that will live for ever. Love the Truth, and give yoursdf for it—that's
what Beauty is, and Education means knowing Beauty whenever and

! TheMoser Buildings contain alibrary, reading-room and picture gallery: Philomathes
and Pdumathes are two gone figures of Tudor schodboys oopied from those on the Old
Schod in the town, and representing, it is thought,” a boy when he comes and the same
boy when heleaves
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wherever you s it, and being ready to give your life for the cause
That's what they try to teach them here, and always have done. Ak
these young gentlemen standing outside; they're aways ready to talk
about their schooldays—rather nonsense it is sometimes, but they're
nice boys. What do you think, Philomathes ? | s there anything you can
say about what you learnt at school ?

Philomathes was evidently delighted to have a chance of talking, 'Of
course | can,' sad he, 'there are alot of old school songs | could repeat
toyouif youlike; of coursethey werein oldish English, but I've brought
them up to date. There's a nice one that begins—e

When | first went to school, | was stupid and silly;
Full little I learnt, but | learnt willy-nilly. . ..

'‘Oh, nonsense’ said the Moscr Buildings, 'that's just swagger; you
know you were dways avery industrious little boy, though you pretend
to be ashamed of it. Let's have something d<e'

‘There's rather a nice one' said Philomathes, 'about the school as a
whole: it's rather long, but you won't mind that.

For some the rule of alord they love
And for some of a prince they fear,
But for us the rule of a single school
Since the hour that brought us here.
For we bowed that day to the sovereign sway. . o .

'‘Oh, we know all that," said the Moscr Buildings, 'let's get more into
detail .
'I'm sorry you don't care for that,’ said Philomathes, 'there are some

nice bits later on.
At work and game, as the seesons came,
Our crowns we laid at her feet.

and
She sends us forth to South and North,
We range to East and West—

wouldn'tyoulikethat ?

‘No, no," sad the Moser Buildings, 'it'sall right, but it'sall so dreadfully
commonplace. | must ak your brother." 'He's not my brdther,’ sad
Philomathes, grinning, 'he's only me grown older." 'Older and wiser, |
hope,' said the Moser Buildings. '"Now then, Polumathes, can you tell
us any more about it? You're called alearned fellow; what was it you
learnt at school ?
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Polumathes ssamed to be thinking hard.

'It's not very easy to tell you,' he said at length, 'perhaps it would be
ampler if | sang you a little song I've made up about it. It's not very
good, | know, but it'sall true so far asit goes' He deared his throat and
began; the tune was one | didn't know, but he sang with great con-
viction—

There is one great rule that is taught at school,
To every Christian man;

Nay, Infidel, Heretick, Jew, and Turk

Know one commandment they may not shirk,

And that is the law that a boy must work
If he'd be a learned man.

And the second rule that is taught at school
To every Christian man

Is to seek for truth wherever it lies,

For truth it is that must make us wise,

And truth is the light that lightens the eyes
Of every learned man.

There's a third great rule that they taught at school,
And thisis the way it ran:

To fight for the things that a man loves most,

And to give hislife, not counting the cost,

For alife so given is a life well lost—
Saith every learned man.

These be the rules that are taught in schools
Since first my days began;
To learn to serve ere you learn to rule,
Not to serve yourself, but to serve the school:
And he that keepeth them not is afool,
As | am alearned man!

'‘Bravo,' cried the Armoury, 'that's good snss | agreewith every word
of it." The Darwin Buildings was not quite so enthugadic. 'lt sounds
very nice' it said, ‘and | don't deny a good deal of it'strue; but | can't say
that the part about work and caring for truth is so well observed as the
reg of it. And it'sall very well," it went on, turning to the Mosar Build-
ings, 'but you haven't really told us why a man should care about truth
and Hf-sacrifice and all thexe things, we aren't likely to find out thereal
object of education till we know that.' 'Ah, there/ sad the Moser
Buildings, 'you're getting a bit out of my depth; | know Beauty's a good
thing, and | know therés alot more beauty to be found than most people
look for, but when you ak me why it's beautiful, or what all the fight-
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ing'sabout, you get alittle beyond me. Let's ask the Chapel; it's morethe
Chapel'sjob to settle things like that. Have you been listening ?' it went
on, turning to the Chapel.

'Yes, I've heard it all,’ said the Chapel, 'and | think there's a great deal
in all that you've been saying. There's only one tiling you've left out,
but it's a biggish omission—and that's the Devil. No, don't say, "Hang
theology,” ' it added to the Darwin Buildings, which blushed scarlet:
'l only mean that when you said last week that there was lots of fighting
to be done in peace, it was what | call the Devil that has to be fought.
The Devil's the Father of Lies, just as much as he's the father of Selfishness,
and the father of Ugliness; and you three are all fighting him in your
different ways. He hates good soldiers, and he hates good artists, and |
haven't the least doubt that he simply loathes good men of science. And
as for our young friend here," it went on, looking at Polumathes, 'perhaps
what he said was a bit exuberant; but when isafellow to let himself go a
bit, if not when he's talking about his own school? And he's quite right
in what he said about the things they try to teach them here; some learn
better than others, of course, but | think they all learn alittle. And any-
how, just when they're leaving, they try and remember what they've
learnt. Y ou'd know more about it if you'd had my chances of hearing
them sing. There'sahymnthey're practisingto-night, for instance—why,
thereitis!" And in the distance we could all hear the music of the organ,
and all the buildings were very silent as we listened to the words that were

borne on the air—

Lord, Thou hast brought us to our journey's end:
Once more to Thee our evening prayers ascend;
Once more we stand to praise Thee for the past;
Grant prayer and praise be honest at the last!

For all thejoys which Thou hast deigned to share,
For all the pains which Thou hast helped to besr,

For all our friends, in life and death the same,

We thank Thee, Lord, and praise Thy glorious name.

If from Thy paths, by chastening undismayed,
If for Thy gifts ungrateful, we have strayed,
Ifin Thy house our prayers were faint and few,
Forgive, O Lord, and build our hearts anew.

If we have learnt to feel our neighbour's need,

To fight for truth in thought and word and deed,

If these be lessons which the years have taught,
Then gablish, Lord, what Thou in us hag wrought.
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So be our reg Thy palaces mod fair,

Not built with hands, whose gones T hy praise declare:
Wherewar isnot, and all Thy sonsarefree,

Where Thou art known, and all is known in Theel

THE CHAPEL BAZAAR
November 25, 1916.

Y ou know how when one thinks about things they have a way of falling
into threes good, bad, and indifferent; right, middle, and left; pad,
presant, and future, and so on. | say this because it hdps to account for a
dream | had lag night. Of course | had been thinking about the people
who were to be confirmed to-day, and wondering how they would turn
out. Would they be failures, or respectable people, or really first-rate;
would they go for comfort, or ambition, or the things that really matter;
would they care more about their bodies, or more about their minds, or
more about ther souls? And, of course | had been thinking about the
service we should have to-day. If you add these ideas together and mix
them up in your mind, you will undergand the kind of result that
happened in my dream.

One is getting quite usad nowadays to ssang buildings adapted to
drange purposss, but | confess that it was rather a shodk to find that the
whole ingde arrangement of Chapel had been so completely altered. At
firg | thought it had been made into a kind of Pay-Office, for there was
ome one dtting in the Ante-Chaped engaged apparently in changing
money. But when | got ingde | found the changes had gone further still.
The Eag end, for ingance, was boarded up with a door on which was
written, '"No Admisson except for those sricdy on Budness; and the
two gdes which both ssamed to have grown a great deal larger, had been
divided off and made into sparate rooms. And there was a notice up,
running all round the Chape beginning from the Eag end, 'Gold for the
Things of Gold, Slver for the Things of Slver, and Copper for the
Things of Copper.'

| went into the room on the left, which ssemed from the wording of
the notice to be devoted to Copper goods but when | got ingde | could
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g2 nothing which answered to that description. One or two of the
counters seemed to be given over to what were called 'Athletic Objects,’
such as bats and oars and pads and footballs, while the sde door, headed,
'To the Grown-up Department,' led to what was apparently a Garage
full of cars of all descriptions! Not being much interested in these | turned
to a counter labelled 'Abstractions,’ and found a most affable salesman
ready to explain the value of his wares.

‘Here, now, for instance, Sr,’ he said, 'are some packets of Health.
Quite indispensable for any gentleman, and particularly, if | may say o,
for an Englishman like you; and there is no doubt it's ridiculously cheap
at the price. | have known gendemen come back year after year and
gend practically all their money on nothing dse. Or then, again, there
are thexe packets of Popularity, wonderfully cheap they are, though, of
course, they do not lagt long.'

An elderly gendeman, who had been listening to our conversation,
cut in at this point.

'‘Nonsense, he said, 'that is a mere waste of money. But what yousaid
about Health was quite true. | have spent all my money on exercise and
health, and never regretted it. They tried to get meto spend all my money
in the Silver Room, but | was not such afool as that. What | like
about this shop, he went on confidentially, 'is that you are always
pretty sure of getting what you want. Don't expect too much and you
won't be disappointed, that's what | say. Now in the Silver Room
therésa great deal of luck about what you get; and asfor the Gold, from
all they tell me, that is a perfect gamble. No! no! Health, and exercise,
and comfort, you know where you are with them.

The gars and sounding vanities
That half the crowd bewitch,

What arethey but inanities
To him that treads the pitch?

And where'sthe wealth, I'm wondering,
Could buy the cheers that roll

When the last charge goes thundering
Towards the twilight goal?°

The salesman looked after him with a smile as he went off whistling
'‘He's one of the best of my cusomers’ said he, 'I wish they were all
as nice as that. Excuse me for a moment.! And he went away to serve
with visible dissatisfaction a rather stout customer, who had come to
c
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demand several large packets labdled ‘Comfort.' 'That is the more usua
type, he went on, as soon as his cusomer's back was tinned; 'and it
really israther sckening to see the way they wade their money on things
like that, when they might have got what was quite worth having even
at the Slver Shop. And it'sjust the same with boys. | never much mind
their spending their money on cups and shidds and colours. but | had a
young gendeman in here the other day who had changed all his slver—
and he had quite a good supply—and came and asked for a lot of the
cheapes brand of Popularity: | really thought that wasrather too strong
and very nearly turned him out of the shop.'

‘Forgive my mentioning it,' said I, 'but you don't ssam a very enthus-
adic sdlesman.

‘Why should | be? said he, 'I am only here because some one has to do
it; and | am not such a fool as not to know that the other shops give
better value for money than we do here. You had better go and s for
yoursdf,’ hewent on, and as| went away | heard him tellingtwo or three
boys, who came up with ther pennies to oend on packets of Notoriety,
to go and apply at the Children's Corner.

So | took his advice and went aaross into the hop where the things of
Slver were on e and certainly | found mysdf in a very different
atmogphere. The large room was full of beautiful things, books and
pictures and furniture and mudcal ingruments There were cass of Sars
and Garters, and ribbons of all Orders, and the walls were hung with
pictures of the mogt famous men and women in history. But, here again,
| was more interested in the counter labdled 'Abgractions’ and there |
saw all kinds of Fame made up into neat packets Military Glory, and
Artigtic Digtinction, and Literary Suooess and Popularity of a more
expensve brand than | had ssen across the way.

‘"How isbugnesswith you ? | aked a salesman at this counter .

'Oh! wenever have any lack of cusomershere’ said he; 'barrigersand
Oldiers and politicians, artigs and authors, | am sometimes surprised
that thereis Glory enough togoround.' 'Do you get many boysin here?
| aked. 'No," said he, 'not many; the things we sl are mostly beyond
their means. But a good many come in to look round, and save up their
dlver till they can afford to get something wor th having.

'l s you arelooking at these pictures of Nelson," he went on. 'They
are a wonderful advertisement, for he soent all he had to goend at this
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shop; and | have never heard that he was dissatidied with the bargain.
But, of coursg he was mogt particular always to have the very beg
quality: dlver gilt alot of it was'

‘Are any of them ever dissatidfied 7 | asked.

'Oh, yed' he ansvered. '"We have some rather painful ssenes some-
times, because though we do the bes we can, a good deal of this Glory
tarnishes rather eadly, and people sometimes come back and make com-
plaints. We had several paliticians back here complaining only the other
day: and then therearethe poets It wasreally very difficult, for ingance,
to explain to Lord Byron that we had never guaranteed that his Glory
would lag for ever. And then there was poor old Milton, who only
found, after he was dead, that he had got into the wrong shop through
being blind; and had gpent a lot of his money on things of Siver when
he meant to have spent it all on things of Gold. That was a very sd
caxe'

‘But what isyour own opinion about it all ?' | asked; ‘do you really fed
judtified in letting them spend so much money here; and change ther
gold into dlver for thingslike thee ?

'Oh! that isnot my busness' he answered. 'Y ou had better go to the
Gold Shop yoursdf and form your own opinion.'

So | went away, though | confess | was sorry to leave so attractive a
room, and made my way to the Eag end where, as | sad, there was a
heavy door tightly shut. | knocked timidly and it was opened at once by
a charming young salesman, who dosed it rapidly behind me.

‘We have to be 0 careful,’ said he, 'in cae of fire | am wure you
undergand.’ | did not undergand in the lead, but | did not like to ak
him, so | said nothing and tried to look intdligent. "What can | do for
you? he aked. 'l hardly know,' | said. 'l just wanted to look round.
| am afraid | ought not to have come in without being sure of what |
wanted.'

'Oh, don't bother about that,’ he answvered. 'We arc always having
people here in that frame of mind; you have no idea how vague some of
my cugomers are.  Sometimes they say they want Goodness and some-
times they want Strength, and sometimes they just come and say they
want a Quality which some one d< had got and they are not quite sure
what it is!

*And how do you deal with them ?' | asked.
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'Oh, one does the beg one can, he answered. 'Onejust gives them a
sampleon trial, and tdlsthem to come back if they find it suitsthem; but
perhaps you will like to look round the shop and s for yoursdf.! The
light wasvery bad and | could hardly make out what there was for sle
but | was much too shy to tell him so.

At firg gght there was hardly anything to be seen; but thefirs thing
that caught my eye was a certain number of quits of khaki, lying on a
counter.

'| thought | had sen those in the other shops ?* sad .

‘Ah, yed' said he; 'they do kegp them in both the other shops but these
arerather afiner quality; and we don't exactly sdl them," he went on,
‘we give them away. In fact, he added, in a burg of confidence, ‘'thereis
no doubt that is the difficulty in this shop. You s thee bigjars, for
indance, labeled "Peacd’ and "Happiness" Well, people are always
coming here and asking for some of them, and what the priceis, and they
get s0 annoyed when | tell them you cannat sdl them retail, and that the
price is everything they have got. Of course it suits me all right,' he went
on, 'for | never had a head for figures And it issuch asmplerule to sy
that you have got to give everything for everything, but | know it is
confudng to the cusomers at fird. Fire, for ingance' he went on, 'that
Isthe thing we sl mogt of; and, of course thereis no such thing asreally
sling a little bit of Fire. You sl it small and it turns out big.'

'And then, | uppose, they blame you ?' | said. 'It mug be very awk-
ward for them to find that they have got so much more than they
bargained for.'

'No,' he said, 'they never complain. You s the fact is they usually
get consumed themsdves Perhaps you will undergand it better if | show
you the pictures. We have exhibitions of them every hour or 0. There
IS onejust beginning now.'

S0 | looked over the Altar and there| saw in front, where the Cross
usually gands there was a fire burning, and as | watched a man came
and sood by the 9dewar ming hishandsat the blaze.

'Of course thefireis really indde him," whispered my guide in my
ear. 'Butitisvery difficult to represent that in apicture.

And as | watched, the man began to make up thefirefor himsdf. He
had a good deal of luggage with him, and he threw on, first of all, a
cricket bat or two, and then some books, and then by degress everything
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that he had. And ill the fire burnt higher and higher. At lag he had
nothing dse |eft to put on.

"What will hedonow ?' | whigpered tomy guide.

'‘Look and s=' he answered.

And aure enough, as he was geaking, the man gathered himsdf to-
gether and sprang into thefire himsdf. | jumped up with acry. But my
guide put his hand on my shoulder.

‘It will be all right,’ he said," just wait a minute or two." And as |
watched, | saw that, though thefire ssamed to have no power over him,
the blaze burnt up higher and higher than before; and a voice sounded
in my ears though | could s= no one that poke, saying—

'L et us ang the song of the three children, which they sang when they
blessed the L ord in thefurnace of fire." And thewholeroom joined in the
words that rose—

'O all yeWorksof theLord, blessyethe L ord: praise Hi m and magnify Him for ever.
O ye Spirits and Souls of the Righteous, blessyethe L ord: praise Hi m and magnify Him

for ever.
Oyeholy and humble M en of heart, blessyethe L ord: praise Hi m and magnify Him for

ever.'

As| wasligtening, therecameahurried knocking at the door behind us
and the salesman hagened away to ss2what waswanted. And | heard an
anxious voice saying—

'‘Can you possbly let mein? | have spent all my money and | have
changed all my gold, but | do want to comein.’

'Oh, plealet himin,' I cried. 'He would like to s the pictures, at
any rate’ But my petitions were quite neadless

'Itisall right,’ said theshopman.'W e never refuse anybody here. That
isthe other secret, he went on, turning to mewith a smile. 'Y ou must
give everything that you have got for the things that really matter, and
then you will find in theend that they are given away after all.

Earth tekesits price for what Earth gives us,
The beggar is taxed for a corner to diein:

Itisonly Heaven that isgiven away,
It is God alone can be had for the asking.®

And with thosawordsringing in my ears| awoke.
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[Hymn written for Founder's Day 1921, heingthe 500th anniversary of the birth of King Henry Vith.
[Tune, Darwell's 148th.

Ye holy saints of yore,
Who wore an earthly crown,
And now, God's throne before,
Have cag your glories down,
Teach us to sing
As best we may
On this his day,
Our Founder King!

Y e humble men of heart,

Who lived to praise your Lord,
And bear to-day your part

In Heaven's al-blest accord,
His praise acclaim,

Whose deeds have brought,

By him unsought,
A degthless fame!

Y e mourners, who on high
Lift up your joyful head,
Y our tears for ever dry,
Y our sorrows comforted,
Praise him who trod
Through grief and pain
That pathway plain
That leads to God!

But chiefest, Thou, hisLord,
. His praise attentive hear,
Who drove to keep Thy word
And share Thy sufferings here:
For all he willed
Be glory Thine,
Hisgreat desgn
In Thee fulfilled!
38
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THE CEDAR
Summer 1917.

| DO not think | have had any dreamsworth recalling sncel left Shrews-
bury, but | will tell you of what may be called, perhaps, a 'waking vision,'
and hope that you will not find it too trivial. In order that you may
understand it, | must explain that in the garden in front of my house in
the Cloisters there stand two trees, a Cedar under which | sometimes take
my Division in the hot weather, and an old Mulberry. Y ou ought, per-
haps, also to know that some of the grass has lately been dug up to make
room for vegetables. The other day | had been taking a Divinity lesson
out there and had been speaking about the value of humility, for our
subject was the Episde to the Philippians, in which we are told that
'Christ humbled Himself and became obedient unto death.' After the
boys had gone away | sat on under the tree and must, | suppose, have
dropped into a kind of doze, from which | was aroused by a voice speak-
ing to me from overhead, which apparently proceeded from the
Cedar.. ..

‘Thank you so much,' it said. 'l cannot tell you how glad | was to hear
you say all that: it has wanted saying in this garden for a very long time,
| have been here now for two or three hundred years, and you would
never believe the constant squabbling which goes on among the Flowers.
Poppies and Peonies of course you might expect it from, but the very
Daisies here seem to think a lot of themselves. there is no repressng them:
" Cut down and up again as blithe as ever," asthe poet says, and the Roses
too, you would think that they ought to know better, but they are really
the worst of the lot. There is a song they have got hold of, which they
simply sing to annoy the other Flowers; and when you speak to them
about it, they make the excuse that it was written by a Provost of Eton,
so that it must be all right. It begins—

Y ou Violets that fir st appear,—

therearen't really any Violetsin the Garden/ the Cedar interrupted itself
to explain, 'but that makesit all the worse, for the other Flowers all know

what they mean.
Y ou Violetsthat fir st appear,
By your pure purple mantles known,
Like the proud virgins of the year,
Asif the spring were all your own,—
What are you when the Rose is blown?
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Y ou cannot expect the other Flowersto like that sort of thing, epedally
when it isgoing on all thetime.'

It must be very didressng, sad I, trying to soothe the Cedar, 'but |
uppok it istheartigic temperament: our artigsand poeasareall likethat,
dreadfully critical of one ancther's work; and when you are your own
work of art, asa Flower is it mug make thingsworsethan ever. | suppoe
if they were really engaged on something ussful, they would be more
inclined to work together happily.'

'‘Not a bit of it,’ said the Cedar; 'the Vegetables are worse if anything.
Snce you dug up the grass and put in that new patch of them, there has
been one continuous wrangle going on from morning till night. The
ones that have flowerslook down on the ones that have roots, or tubers,
or whatever you call them; and they quarrd about ther different shades
of green; and the Cabbages tell the Carrots that " only a donkey would
eat them" : and the Potatoes! well, | suppose it's their Irish blood, but
they always ssan to have a grievance, and always manage to prove
that they are in the right. No, no, there is no doubt of it, all Vegetables
badly need preaching to. S. Frands preached to the Birds, and .
Anthony of Padua preached to the Fishes but no one ever thinks of
preaching tothem, and | can tell you they want it; and the special sermon
they want isjust one about humility.'

This all ssemed very reasonable, but a question had been rising in my
mind, and very apologetically | ventured to put it:

'l beg your pardon,’ | said, 'but | suppose some people would say you
were a Vegetable, wouldn't they ? | don't mean, of course that | should,
| went on quickly, 'but you know that old game one usad to play,
Animal, Vegetable, or Mineral—and | suppose you have got to come in
somewhere?

| was afraid the Cedar would be annoyed, but he only smiled in rather
apityingmanner.

'Oh, | amall right,' hesaid; '| am afraid you don't know your Psaims
very well, or you would remember that thereis a gpedia Psalm all about
me: | will repeat it to you if you have forgotten, and you will se that |
am in pretty good company—

Praise the Lord upon earth: yedragons, and all degps
Fire and hail, snow and vapours. wind and storm, fulfilling Hisword;
Mountains and all hills: fruitful trees and all cedars
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Beads and all cattle: worms and feathered fowls;

Kings of the earth and all people: princes and all judges of the world;

Y oung men and maidens, old men and children, praise the Name of the L ord: for His Name
only isexcellent, and His praise above heaven and earth.

| am rather sorry that he put in that about the worms; but you s=' said
the Cedar, '| am the only treethat gets mentioned by name, and of course
that does make onés podtion rather different.’

| heard a sort of chuckling behind me, and then | heard the Mulberry
tree say—

'Now then, all together, giveit to him again!" And all the Flowersand
Vegetables garted gnging as if they knew their cue—

'Though we with Mcscch have to dwell
And in the tents of Kedar,

And you aone on Lebanon,
Unconscionable Cedar!

To one and all, both great and small.
One rule the garden teaches:

The simple rule that wise or fool
Must practise what he preaches.’

They werejust beginning to sng the whole thing right through again
when | interrupted them, for | felt doubtful how the Cedar would takeit.
TheMulberry treereassured me.

‘It'sall right,’ said he, 'he often talkslike that, and we have had to make
that little song to kegp him in hisplace; but weareall proud of him really,
and heknowswedon't mean it unkindly, and after all I'm, older than heis,
30 he has to put up with it from me.'

And, in fact, the Cedar did takeit likea man'.

'Oh, all right,' he said, 'you can gop that slly song. | daresay | did
desrveit; but it isvery hard not to forget onedf a little now and then.
But let's show the Head Magter we can 9ng something better than that.
Give him a few varsss of the Garden song.

'I'm afraid you won't like this' hewent on, turning to me; 'it'sa song
that we and the Fishes and the Birds made up to show that it's really your
fault and not ours if we aren't as good as we might be. | daresay you'll
remember that St. Paul said something of the kind: " The whole creation
groaneth and travaileth in pain together until now." Hasit ever occurred
to you to ak yourself why it groans and travailsi Well, lisen and you'll
undergand.’



42 FABLES AND FANCIES

And then the whole Garden joined in a chant in which each took its
proper part—
Before Man took to sinning, -
And hearts began to harden,

We read at the beginning
The Lord God made a garden.

With every herb He planted it
(So runs the ancient story),
And then to Man He granted it

Totend it for Hisglory:

That each with all the rest of us,
Forbearingandforgiving,
Should make the very best of us

And life be worth the living.

But Man, who might have shown to us
The laws of true behaviour,

Taught vices of his own to us—
And still we want a saviour.

For though we think you know the way
To make us kind and humble,

Y ou can't be said to show the way—
And so we boast and grumble.

So far, as| say, they had all been snging in harmony, but the lag verse
they all sang in unison, and all ssamed to be aiming directly at me—

Till Man his mission owns, my friend,
All tribes of finand feather

And every garden groans, my friend,
And travails all together.

And perhaps it was the louder snging which awoke me, but | sometimes

think it may have been the echo in my consoence which told me that a
good deal of what they were Snging was perhapsrather truer than | liked.

THE MATCH
September, 1917.

| WAS gtting in my study trying to think of a subject for an address and
had made up my mind that the thing to say to you, and epedially to the
younger boys among you, was that you have got a real piece of work to
do for the Schoal, and for your parents and for God, although at the



ETON FABLES 43

moment it may not ssem a very big one; and there ran in my head some
words of a Russan Painter which | happened to have ssan the other day—

'l can only light a little candle to the Glory of God. Perhaps it is not even of the finest
wax, but it is offered from my inmost heart.'

Whilel wasturning thisover in my mind, | was rather surprised to hear
a voice which appeared to come from the mantdpiece, and in particular
from a match which was lying there with some othersin an open box.

'‘Rather a good idea,’ sad the Match encouragingly; 'l have always
wondered why people don't preach sermons about candles or rather
about us, for every oneknowsa candle wouldn't amount to much without
the match.'

Now of course | knew that matches had gone up in price, so that it was
natural that they should be rather above themsdves but the suggegtion
was a bit gartling: till | was anxious to be polite. 'Well,' | said, 'l can't
sy that the idea had occurred to me; and to be quite hones | don't s
what precise connection there is between you and the boys in a Public
School Chapdl.

'We'veagreat deal morein common than you think," said the Match.
'To begin with, we're both typically Englisn. | suppose you'd agree that
therés something in a good English match which no other nation ges
near ? Think of thase horrible things one medts abroad! French matches
areall sulphur and smell, and Italian matches crumplein your fingers, and
Swedish matchest why, the very name is enough to frighten you!"

'Oh, | &' | said, 'you want me to preach apatriotic ssrmon and say
that all English things including English boys, are far better than those
of any other nation. That'sjust a little too ample even if it were quite
true. We'rerather proud of not alwayswaving the flag and talking about
our own merits.'

'No, | didn't mean that," said the Match. 'And of courseit's absurd to
lump all English things together like that. Why, there are all sorts of
differences among us wax matches for ingance—whao'd think of putting
them in the same dass with us ? They're ussful, no doubt, and cheap,
but that's not the same as being the bes of ther kind; and every one
knows you human bengs have dasss something like ours!

| was amused at his suggesting that we had learnt dass divisons from
them. 'Thisisreally gettingworseand worse," | said. 'Y ou can't serioudy
want me to go and preach to a lot of Public School boys and tell them
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they're the finest spedmens of their kind? Even if it were true it would
be uncommonly bad for them; and that spirit of thinking they'rethe only
dass that counts isjust the thing one wants to get out of their heads If
that's all you've got to sugged, | think you'd better let me preach this
srmon my own way.'

'‘But | have alot more to sugged, said the Match; 'don't bein such a
hurry! 1'll soon make you s the paralld. To begin with, herewe are,
al lying in a box: we look just alike and you wouldn't know us apart
perhaps but we'rejust as different really as those boys you're talking
about. | daresay they look pretty much the same to people who don't
know them, but you know they aren't. And it'sjust the same with us
we've got our different charatersjust as they have!

This ssemed rather more promising, and | decided to question him a
little longer. "What do you mean by differences of character in matches ?
| aked. 'l should have thought you were all pretty much of akind.'

'‘Nonsense' said the Match; 'every match has two parts. therés the
wood which breaks off if it's badly made (as a rare lot of matches are
nowadays), and theres the head which may go out at once, or may give
you all the light you want: therés room for any amount of character
there!

'‘But what's that got to do with boys?' | said.

‘Everything,' said the Match. 'They've got two parts just as we have,
and unless both are sound you won't get the bet out of them. Firg
of all therés the natural boy, with his grength and his soirits and his
brains all three ready to be usad. But that's not all; if it was, hed be no
mor e use than a match without a head: he might get lit from some other
match and hep some ones fire to burn up for a second, but hésnot a
man. And what makeshim aman ? Why, just the same thing that makes
a match a match! It'stheres of him that doesit!

'l don't ss=what you mean,’ said |. "What isthe part of the boy which
corresponds to the head of the match ? It can't be his brains, for you spoke
of them just now in the other part of him.'

'My dear gr," said the Match very serioudy, 'have you ever conddered
what the head of amatchis? It isalittlebit of theonly thingin theworld
that matters. it's a bit of the sun imprisoned: it's a fragment of the fire
that Prometheus gave hislifeto fetch down to earth: it'sabit of fire—the
only thing in nature that's wor th wor shipping. And can't you se what
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there isin a boy that corregponds to that! They've all got a bit of the
divine fire waiting for the moment when it's wanted for use and then
their chance comes, and ether they take it and give some light to the
wor ld, though they may haveto diein doing it, or they may break under
the drain and the light's wagted, or the light itsdf may just soutter and
go out. Can't you tell them that ?* said the M atch, dancing about on the
mantepiece in its excitement. 'Can't you tell them that's the one thing
that matters—to have their brains and body and the res of them fit when
the great time comes, so that they'll do what they were made to do and
not fail in the hour of need?

'l begin to s’ said I, for | confess | was rather excited by the idea.
'‘But what isit they're sruck on ?

‘Struck on ? shouted the Match indignantly. 'Can't you se that for
yoursdf? Why, something rough of coursed That's what all the rough
thingsin thewor ld arefor—to srike matches on; but for them, theworld
might be a dark place: a smooth place, in which men and women lived
smooth lives;, but asit is therés enough trouble and difficulty for every
one to get his chance—

Welcome each rebuff
That turns earth's smoothness rough.

sad old Browning, and he knew what he was talking about. Tell them
not to be afraid of the difficulties and temptations and troubles of School:
tell them they'rejust the chances they've got of showing whether they're
the right stuff or not, just as a brave man may welcome danger. There's
my sermon for you,' said the Match. 'And if you think it would be any
use |'ll tell you the song we've made up to chexr us when things seem to
be going wrong: of course we've had to put it in human language, because
it's the only language there is, but perhaps that makes it all the better for
your purpose It's not meant to be fine poetry, but just a good marching
LONG—
Some lift their eyes to the hills for help,
If thence their help may be,
And some look Eagt and some look West,
And some look over the s
But we have a surer faith, my friends,
And when other hope is none

We praise the Lord and grasp the sword
And turn our faceto the sun!
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The sun that riseson evil and good
He cheers and blesses them all,

Wi ith flowersfor pleasure and corn for food
And fruit for both on the wall!

And cousins of his are we, my friends,
With awork like his to be done,

So lift your heart and play your part
And turn your face to the sun!

Though he like a giant may run his course,
And we but stumble along,

Our share we'll take for the family's sake,
And cheer the road with a song;

For the sun will be shining still, my friends,
L ong after our journey's done,

So dtiffen your back and lift your pack
And turn your face to the sun!'

'‘That's rather good,' said I, for | wanted to ssem grateful; besdes |
really did think that it was rather a good performance for a match. 'I'il
try and tell them something of what you say. And then | thought that |
would put his philosophy to the tes—

‘Look here' | said, 'l am just going to light thisfire; would you rather
| took you, or one of those young friends of yours ?

‘Why me, of course!" said the Match. 'It'sjust what |'ve been waiting
for all this time: just give me a moment to say good-bye to the other
fdlows' And as| picked him up, directly afterwards, | heard a sort of
rugtling in the box which perhaps before | should not have understood,
but now | was able to diginguish the words they were snging—

Our share we'll take for the family's sake,
And cheer the road with a song.

So | took the roughest thing | could find to strike him on, and he sruck
with a splendid spurt, like the good little match that he was, and he

burnt geadily right down to theend and lit thefireall by himsdf. Yes:
he was a very good little match.
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THE PEACE EXHIBITION
Summer, 1919.

PERHAPS | was thinking of what | had to say to-night, or of what | had
been reading in the papers, but anyhow the fact remains that as| lay in
bed | fancied myself standing outside a large building which had on its
front a large poster—'Great Peace Exhibition," it said. 'Every possble
kind of Peace on view at once' As admisson appeared to be free, | went
in and found myself in an entrance hall from which various doors opened:
the building itself was rather like the Darwin Buildings at Shrewsbury,
with a central hall with doors leading into it from the smaller rooms all
round. But this| found out later; at the moment | was almost deafened
by the noise, for each various exhibitor was loudly proclaiming the merits
of his own variety of Peace: they were a curious collection—a soldier, a
busness man, and a Salvation Army lass were among the noisest, and
the whole thing was so far from suggesting peace of any kind that | was
turning away in disgust, when | noticed a man standing by one door who
was taking no part in the hubbub. He caught my eye and smiled sym-
pathetically. 'lsn't it awful ?* he said, 'and all done in the name of Peace!
Come in here and I'll show you the genuine article’ He opened a door
on theright, and shut it carefully behind meas| entered. The scenewas a
complete contrast to that outside: it was absolutely quiet, except for some
soft music which was being gently played on some sweet instrument:
the light was shaded, but | could make out a few inscriptions on the wall,
of which this was the one | remember bes—

Scepe after toyle, port after stormic s
Ease after warre, death after life, does greatly please

In the middle of theroom | saw alot of people all sound adegp, middle-
aged people mostly, though there were a few boys among them, and all
with a look of supreme happiness on their faces | turned round to my
guide: he was gently beating time and murmuring gently to himsaf—

There is sweet music here that softer falls
Than peals from blown ross on the gass'

'‘But don't they ever wake up ?' | whispered to him—for it seemed
wrong to raise onésvoice in such a place. ' Wake up ? he said reproach-
folly, 'why, that would spoil it all !" and he went on, perhaps realizing
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that | knew something about Shrewsbury, with some lines of Sir Philip
Sdney—

‘Come Segp, O Semp, the certain knot of peace,

The baiting place of wit, the balm of woe,

The poor man's wealth, the prisoner's reease,

The indifferent judge between the high and low.’

But | wasnot convinced: 'l think 1'l1 goon,'| said. 'Can | get through that
door ? for there was one opening out from the sde of the room. His
fedings were rather hurt. ‘No,' he answered amost sharply, 'you must
go out the way you came in, if you really won't stay,' and as | left the
room | heard him beginning again-

'O demp, O gentledep .. '

Outside the door | fell into the arms of the soldier. 'Not much doing
in there, is there? said he with a grin: 'it's the most dead-alive place |
ever saw: the other day we got in while they were all adegp and pinned
up a big picture of a cemetery on one wall and a valley of dry bones on
the other: that's where that kind of peece leads to: come in here, sir, and
I'I'l1 show you how Peeceisto bewon.' He opened his door as he spoke
and | found myself in avery different scene. It wasliketheinsde of abig
munition factory: wheels were whirring and lathes turning, and one
could hardly hear onesdlf speak. My guide was rubbing his hands with
enthusiasm, and 'There you are, sir,' he shouted in my ear: ‘those old
Romans knew what they were about. If you want peace prepare for war!
S vis pacem, para helium | If we'd had guns and shdlls enough when this
war began .. ." But | wasn't in the mood to be quite fair to him. "Il
giveyou another bit of Latin," | shouted back. 'They make a solitude and
call it peace, Solitudinem faciunt, pacem appellant: that's what a Briton
said of the Romans two thousand years ago, and that's what you'd have
us do again to-day. Let me get out of here!' and | pointed to the side
door. 'That's blocked up," he answered angrily. 'l didn't know you were
apacifist or | 'd never haveletyouin.'

| was too angry to argue, and went out quickly into the hall, where |
found the city man ready to pounce on me. 'Dreadful nonsense they talk
inthere, don't they ? said he: 'waste of money andtime, | call it; comein
here and |' [l show you what Pesce really means.' Inside his room there
was again plenty of activity, but of amorevaried kind: all kinds of in-
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dustry were going on, and helooked at it with a complacent eye. 'Trad€es
thething, sir!" said he. 'Peace and Prosperity, that's our motto, and these
arethemen that giveit us' and he pointed to thewall, where| saw many
portraits of disinguished satesmen: some of them | didn't know, but |
saw John M i1l and John Bright among the Englishmen, and Prince Albert
opening the Great Exhibition, and | recognized old Sr Robert Walpole
from the picturein College Hall at Eton. | couldn't help being impressd
by the busness and activity all round me. 'lt looks splendid,’ | said, 'but
can it lag ? Where's your guarantee ? Even old Walpole had to fight at
lagt, and the Great Exhibition didn't bring us much peace, did it ? Trade
doexn't make every one happy or good by itself There came into my
head a quotation which many of you have heard from me before—

As| st in the cafe | said to mysdf,
They may talk as they please about what they call pelf;
They may snexr as they like about eating and drinking;
But help it | cannat, | cannot help thinking,

How pleasant it is to have money, heigh-ho,

How pleasant it is to have money!

And | went on, 'A hundred years ago, when England made all that money,
we didn't solve the problem of making people happy: what about child-
labour, and women in mines, and dums? Money doexn't lveit all. Can
| get through into that inner room?' 'l1'm afraid those bales of cotton are
in theway," said he; 'and you take my word for it, we don't want senti-
ment: what wewant isTrade.' | wasn't convinced, and themore| looked
at him theles | liked his progperous, Hf-satidied air and the hard lines
round his mouth—so | went out into the front hall again and fell an easy
prey to the Salvation Army lass She took me into her room, where a
preache was holding forth with great doquence to a mixed assembly.
He was a powerful speaker, and as he talked of turning from ther ans
and finding Peace in God his congregation was visbly moved. At times
he aked them if anyone felt he was saved and had found Peace and
people all over the room jumped up with drange cries and tedified to
ther happiness It was impressve in a way, but when my guide turned
suddenly to me and asked, ‘Have you found Peace? | remembered the
old gory of thefine old clergyman who had that quegtion put to him and
cried loudly, '"No,War!" and was not so ready with my answer. They
D
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had garted singing a hymn by then, and the words did not ring quite
true—
"Nothing has been Ieft to us
Nothing, snners no!
Jeus did it all for us
Long, long ago !"

"You haven't got the whole truth,' | said to her; 'l must go on," and |
pointed to the side door which | saw open at last, and though she shook
her head reproachfully | left her and went in.

It was a big room and the light was dim, but | could s some figures
on their knees, and as my eyes got accustomed to the gloom | could make
out the inscriptions and paintings on the walls: one wall had on it averse
from S. Augustine and under it a line from Dante: the first was the
famous words which you all know, 'Thou hast made us for Thyself, O
Lord, and our heart knows no peace until it find Peece in Thee,' and
Dante's words seemed, as it were, a further definition, 'In His will is our
Peace’ And on the other sde wall was a picture of Christ parting with
His frightened disciples and saying, 'Peace | leave with you: My Peece |
give unto you,' and as He spoke they seemed to be asking what He
meant, and His hand was lifted and pointed towards the East, and there,
just as in this Chapel, was the figure of Christ on the Cross, as though He
sad, 'The road is hard and long, but | have travelled it before you, and
when you have learnt that Peace has to be won by endurance and courage,
that joy comes from the depths of sorrow, and life from the midst of
death, then at last you will know what old Zacharias meant when he sad
that | came "to give light to them that sit in darkness and in the shadow of
death, and to guide your feet into the way of Peace" '

THE KNIGHT OR EVERY MAN HIS OWN DRAGON

Summer, 1920

THE Knight st in his ancedral hall and gazed around him gloomily.
There were many things on which his eye resed that recalled the glories
of the pag. At his feat lay the skin of a dragon, which he had brought
homein triumph on that great day when he had rid the country for ever
of its destructive presence and rescued the fair maiden whom it had held a
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prisoner. On thewall hung the picture of that samefair maiden, who had
now for many years been his devoted wife, and dose by he portrait
hung some of the Saracen gpears and shidds which he had brought home
from the Crusade when he marched with hisroyal mader to rexcue the
Holy City.

But to-day none of these objects had the power to please him: rather
they rousad his dissatidaction as he compared those padousdays of the
pag with the narrow and wearisome present. 'The times are changed
indeed!" he murmured gloomily to himsdf. 'Nowadays there is no
knighdy enterprise to undertake and no glory to bewon. My armisno
weaker and my courage no less but to-day there is naught for meto do;
the neighbours are beginning to forget what | did for them of old. They
no longer yield me the firs place without quegion: 'tis an ungrateful
wor ld! nay, the very peasants murmur beneath their breath and call me
tyrant—me, whom they usd to hail asther ddiverer. Oh for that old
day when they cametowelcome mewith songsand flower sand accaimed
me as their saviour!" A servant entered to put logs on the fire, but he
scowled at him so fiercely that the man withdrew in terror. His little
on ran into ther oom, intent on some childish gamewhich hewould have
had his father share, but he drove him away with a cursa His faithful
dog rubbed againg his knee, but he kicked him asde, and the poor
creaturedunk away with histail between hislegs

There was no doubt that the Knight was sordy vexed with dismal
thoughts. ' 'Tis a dull world, a dull, ungrateful world," he repeated
gloomily. He drode axoss to the window and saw without one who
ssamad to haveridden with hage For a moment his hopes rose it might
be that he was called to some new dead of daring; but he had been
disappointed before, and he turned gloomily back to the fire.

But now the door was thrown open, and the messsnger good before
him, bowing totheground. 'What isthy errand ?' he aked impatienty.
'S, an it please thee,' said the messenger, bowing again, 'my good lord,
thy near neighbour, and his friends have bidden me ride with sead to
summon thee to desroy a terrible monger which hath wrought great
degpite on this countrysde, and they hold before God that there is no
hand that may day him save only thine; therefoream | come with geed
to bring theethesetidings and to call theeto the fight." 'Tell mewherehe
lies!" cried the Knight, his eyes kindling with joy. 'Even herewithal,
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said the messenger, bowing yet again, 'have they snt a packet which shall
make thee fully ware how thou mayest meet with him, and they nothing
doubt that for theeto meet with him will beto day him where he gands!
And the messenger placed in the Knight's hands a parcd, which done, he
made yet another obesance and retired.

The Knight's heart leapt with joy. To be called thus by his neighbours
was indeed an honour, and his pleasure was all the greater because of late
he had begun to doubt whether they held him in due repect. 'Ah,' he
said to himsdf, 'when danger comes they know to whom they mus
turn! | will even s where this beag hath his lair," and with burning
fingers he began to undo the packet. It ssemed large and of srange
shape for its purpose; he unfasgened one wrapping after another and came
at lag to the end of them: but lo and behold there was nothing there but
amirror, and around it an inscription quaintly carved: 'Thisshall bethe
guide to him that would day the Beas.'" He cad one glance at it and saw
in it his own face s0 distorted with rage that at first he barely recognized
it, and asheturned themirror over he saw written on the back in Greek
characters the words 'Know tyadf! That was enough; with a cry of fury
he flung the mirror from him and it broke in countless fragmentson the
floor.

And even as he did s0 hiswife came into the hall; seang her husband's
evil cae e hadened to his 9de crying out to him to tell her all. In a
voice half broken with fury hetold her of theinsult, and shewith loving
wor ds essayed to soothe him. At lag his anger grew less and as he felt
her gentle hands caressng him, hesaid with agroan, 'Ah, my love, where
are they gone, those great days of old ? When there was fighting to be
done|l could prove mysdf afit husband for thee, but now | am worthless,
fit only to be insulted by these neighbours of mine—usdess alike to mysdlf
and to thee' And she bent down and kissed him, and he said again: 'Oh
for the day when thou wast a captive and | came to thineaid! Why are
there no such deads of glory for menow ? and she, stroking his hair .with
her hand the while, made answver: ‘O my dear love, methinks thereisyet
full many a maiden in captivity and needing thy strong ar m to help, and
fain would | that thou should's aid them, and thee many days have |
hoped to tell theethereof, but yet | dared not'; and heto her; "Wherefore
dids thou doubt ?* and she made answer yet agairi: 'Oh, benot angry, my
lord, and | will speak! For indeed it ssemeth to methat in the heart of
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every man, and not leag in thine, there are shut up in foul durance the
fair maidens of Pity and Meskness and Gendeness and there is but one
hand that can rdease them; and the bars behind which they heimprisoned
ome call Pride and others Honour and others Cruelty—but in thy heart,
my dear lord, it is thine own Glory that hath fashioned the prison bars
and this it is that maketh thee to be harsh to those that love thee not, and
to s/am cardess at times of those that love thee!

And as he ligened he groaned aloud, and said: 'Is it then all true?
Well wasit written by thewise man of old, "Benot asalion in thy housg,
nor be frantic among thy servants!; for now | am become asit werea
monge unto many and am no longer worthy to be thy hushand. | will
away from here, that | may go to the war again and die there, having
gruck but one more blow for the Holy City! | am good for naught save
for the rough life of the camp, and even for that perchance | am fit no
longer .

And, even as he spoke there rang through the hall the sound of a
trumpet, and behold one cried aloud, 'A messanger, my lord, a messenge
from the King!"; and as he leapt up withjoy to greet him they saw a
pries come forward, and he said: 'Srr Knight, my lord the King has sent
to bid thee come to fight once more for the Holy City, which is sore bedt
by the bands of the infidels, and knowing well thy valiance of old he calls
theefirg of all hisknightstojoin the battle; and indeed it istimefor every
good man to gird on his armour to the fight; and here is his warrant
plainly written, " Hethat overcometh shall inherit." ' And the Knight, all
trembling and agonished, answered him: 'Nay, fair gr, but am | in truth
a good man such as thou sskes ? | count not mysdf worthy to march
in such an array, for indeed | have looked of late into my heart and s
therein many foul gains such asill become a Christian soldier.'

And the pries smiled on him and answered: 'Nay, dr, it is even duch
as thou that my lord the King would call, for indeed the name of the
Holy City is Mansoul; and the foes that best it are Anger and Lug and
Cruelty, and they have marshalled againg it their hods of petty cares and
petty plagues and petty pains and it is very sore bed; yet it needeth but
a brave heart to overcome them, and for that thou sayes thy heart is
weak, hag thou never read this saying, " God is greater than thy heart
and knoweth all things' ? Knedl then on thy knessand | will send thee
forth with two words of comfort." And as the Knight knelt before him
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helifted up hishandsin blessng and said: 'Remember who it isthat hath
said, " Be of good cheer; for | have overcome” and again, "in your
patience ye shall win your souls" ' And thereto he added these words:
‘Now unto Him that isableto kegp theefrom falling, and to presant thee
faultless before the presence of His Glory with exceeding joy—to the
only wise God our Saviour, be glory and majesty, dominion and power,
both now and for ever. Amen.'

THE LOST PROPERTY OFFICE
Summer, 1921.

IT was certainly aLog Property Office: the board over the door said as
much, and there was a0 a large notice sating that 'Applications for all
ortsof Real Property, which hasbeen lost and which theownersarereally
desrousto recover should be made within.'

| wasjust looking at this, when the door opened and a benevolent-
looking old gentleman came out and began to take down the shutters.
'Ah, | s2you arelooking at our notice,' he said, after we had grested one
another. 'l had that put up to avoid confusion: so many people would
kegp coming for thingsthey hadn't really logt or didn't really want back.'

'Yes, | wasrather puzzled,' | answered, ‘and |''m not quite sure that |
undergand even now: | thought Real property meant things like land
and housssand so on, and peoplewouldn't cometoa L ost Property Office
to look for them.'

'Ah," sad he, 'that's the lawyer's definition, but lawyersdon't go very
dep into things, why, they diginguish between Real and Personal
property just as if being Personal wasn't just what made things Real:
any philosopher would tell you that, and | expect to get more truth out
of philosophers than out of lawyers. Now, when | say Real | really
mean real, you s and that makes all the difference! But comeindgde and
you will undergand it better.'

Wewent in, and | found mysdfinaroom quiteunlikewhat | expected:
there were none of those neatly ticketed piles of log artides—books and
bagsand gicksand so on—that one usually sses but only an officewith a
dexk, and some pictures on the wall, and two or three doors opening
out of it.
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'‘But wherearethethings?' | asked, turning to my guide. My question
ssamed to trouble him, for he was pressng his hand to his head and giving
ggns of extreme confusion.

‘| do wish you wouldn't use such hard words," hesaid; 'l really haven't
any idea what you mean by "things" '

'"Why, thingslikeumbrédlas' said I ; 'that'sthe sort of thing ' m always
losing.’

'Oh," said he, with a look of rdidf, 'isthat all ? | thought you meant
real things, and | couldn't show you those could | ? But umbrdlas' he
went on, without giving metime to ak any more, 'l don't think they're
quite property, arethey ? Y ou sse we mean by " property" something that
really and truly is yours and wouldn't be quite the same if any one dse
had it, and your umbreélla, though no doubt you would be very sorry to
part with it, would bejust asgood an umbredlawhoever had it. Wedon't
deal with that sort of loss here, but only with really persona property,
such as time, and temper, and opportunities, and so on.'

| saw that | had an original old fellow to deal with, and | decided to
humour him.

'‘But surdy Time doen't beong to any one in particular ?* sad I. "I f
| lose my time, that doesn't prevent other people from having it.'

'‘That's quite a misake, my dear gr," said he, smiling and rubbing his
hands 'other people can have their time, but your time is log all
right.’

'‘But what do you do for people who've logt their time? | aked. 'Can
they ever get it back ?

'Of course they can,’ said he. 'Didn't | hear you sSnging the other day

Timethat's los may all retrieve?

and that would be humbug if the thing couldn't be done. Not but what
it'srather a painful process |'ve got alot of them at it in there,' he went
on, pointing to one of the doors, "hard at work trying to make up for lost
time.'

'| suppose they have to work like niggers? | asked sympathetically.
My friend seamed pained.

'Oh no," he answered; 'that'sjust what they don't do, for niggerswork
without thinking, and they've got to learn to think for themsdves You
can hear them if you like to go near the door .’
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| crept up on tiptoe, and indde | heard a lot of voices Snging together—

Gather ye rossbuds while ye may,
Old timeis still a-flying,

And this samerose that bloomsto-day
To-morrow may be dying !

'‘They don't sound very gloomy,' | said.

'‘Not at all,’ sad he. ' Of course that's only the first gage, and we make
them learn that becauseit'ssuch ajolly tune; and after all, there are plenty
of worse things than rosbuds and if you learn to gather them at theright
timeit'sagreat thing. Then you can go on and find that there are other
things that have to be gathered in at the right time, like wisdom, and
knowledge, and love, and so on.’

'I'm not sure that | quite undergand yet,' sad 1.

"You'll undersand better if you watch a bit,’ he answered. 'Here are
some people coming in: if you'll gt in the corner, you can ligen to what
goes on, and that'll make things clearer.

So | sat and watched the people as they came in, and there was a very
quear mixture of applicants. there was a man who had log histrain, and
alady who had log her purse, and a boy who had logt his stuation, and
it had to be explained to each of them that nothing could be done for
them, because the things hadn't really ever belonged to them at all: they
took a good deal of convincing, espedally the lady. And after them there
was a sream of commonplace inquirers after gicks and books and um-
brdlas, mog of which had been left in railway carriages, and they all had
to be sent away uncomforted.

| was beginning to get a little bored, when a man came in in a great
date of excitement: it was quite unnecessary for him to say what he had
logt, for he had clearly logt his temper. He didn't know it himsdf,
though: he thought he had logt his character, and was very angry with
a friend of hiswho, as he thought, had taken it away. | was much inter-
esed to s how the superintendent would deal with him, and couldn't
help admiring the way he did it. He began by explaining that ones
character was one of the things one couldn't possbly lose, 0 there was
no reason to be afraid about that (in fact, as he added, he had known
people who would have been very glad if some one would take away
their character and give them another—but the thing smply couldn't be
done). And then he went on to explain to the man very gently that it
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was histemper he had really logt, and ashewas at bottom a good-hearted
fellow it wam't long before he saw it and began to laugh at himsdf.

'‘Well, well,' hesad, 'l daresay you'reright, and | should like to get
my temper back: can you manage that for me?

'It'squitesmple,’ said the superintendent; 'you'veonly got to advertise*

"What do you mean ? aked the other.

*You've only got to let it be known that you've logt it, and that you
know you've logt it, and you'll find it'll come back all right. Beddes,
lots of people are sure to know about it, and they'll be only too glad to
hep you. Every one always knows about that sort of loss—generaly
before the owner redlizes it himsdf.'

‘Well, | hopeit will come back a bit better than it waswhen it went,’
said the vistor.

'‘Oh yes' said my friend, 'l think they generally do—but don't forget
to advertise: it's far the quickest way.'

After thistherewas another dull period of ordinary inquiries, the only
exception being a young man who said he had log his heart, but as it
proved on inquiry that hed got ancother in exchange he was soon con-
s0led, and he went away, after a little talk with the superintendent,
humming happily to himsdf—

My true love hath my heart, and | have his.
By just exchange the one to the other given.

Hewasfollowed by ayoung man in great digress because he said he had
logt hisfaith; but after someinquiry the superintendent showed him that it
hadn't ever been his own, but was only his mother'sfaith which he had
found lying about at home and had picked up and bean uang as hisown.

'It'saglendid thing for a pattern,' said thesuperintendent, ‘and | hope
you'll get one of your own that will be as good. Therés any amount of
thesamematerial to behad: you may not make one quitethe same shape,
but the thing that mattersis what it's made of and not the predse cut:
only every one mugt do some of the work himsdf.

Then there were some people who had lost opportunities, and they
wererather asad 9ght, for they had been told that opportunities once lost
never come back: one of them quoted a sad little bit of poetry—

For with the dream forgone, forgone,
The ded forbornefor ever;

Theworm Regret will canker on
And timewill turn him never.
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And ancther quoted a proverb about Opportunity having all his hair in
front, so that if you don't take him by the forelock you can never catch
him by his bald back head. And so they came in great didress to ak if
anything could be done for them. The superintendent was very sym-
pathetic: he didn't try to pesuade them that they'd ever have quite the
same chances again, but he told them that they would have others. 'And
after all,' he sad, 'if the chances aren't the same, you won't be the same
ether, for any one who knows he has missad a chance and is sorry he has
missd it, ismorelikely to takeit next time. No one need make the same
migtake twice, and if he does' he went on, turning to the one who had
guoted the gloomy proverb, just remember another proverb which says
"Therés no failure except ceasng to try." And ingead of your gloomy
poem,' he added to the other, 'l recommend you to kegp on saying this

verse of Keble—

"Thetrivial round, the common task
W ill furnish all we need to a,
Room to deny oursdves—a road
To bring us daily nearer God."

And what mor e opportunity can you want than that ?" | say untoyou,""
he went on, half to himsdf, ' "that many prophets and kings desred to
g2 the things that you sse and saw them not, and to hear the things which
you hear and heard them not"—yes and to have the opportunities for
knowing and serving God which you have and had them not.'

And so the day went on, with a continuous string of inquiries—some
srious some trivial, some pathetic, and some absurd. Later in the day
there came a lady in degp mourning, and from the few words | heard |
quessd that she had log her son: he mug have died, | think, in the War .
| felt rather an intruder and didn't like to lisgen too dosdy, but I could
e that the superintendent was giving her some passages to read from one
or two of the books on his table, and as | knew the books | could gues
at what he was saying. One was the memoir of a very gallant Etonian
who had logt his bes friend—he was to be killed himsaf a month later—
and | think the passages he showed her were something like this. 'And so
one mug just go on, never doubting that the time will come when | shall
se him again'; and once more, '| wonder why awooden aossand alittle
plot of earth should mean so much—when he is far away—and yet |
don't suppoxe so very far. And then | saw him take a book of poems,
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and | knew that he was reading to her that splendid passage about Death
which begins—
Think that thou hear's thy knell, and think no more

But that, as bdls called thee to church before,
So thisto the Triumphant Church . . .

And then he led her to one of the doors in the wall behind, and as he
opened it | could just s hanging on the wall the picture of One Who
gave Hislife for others and rose again from the dead the third day: and
from within there came a sound of musc—of trumpets sounding on the
other gde

As| was left alone, | went over to hisdek and picked up another of the
books he had shown her, and it fell open at a poem which began—

Lest Heaven be full of greybeards hoary,
God, Who made boys for His delight,

Soops in an hour of grief and glory
And calls them in—out of the night.

He was in there for some time, but luckily no one ds came in: it was
getting late, | suppose, and near to cdlodng time. But he came back at last
and began to talk of shutting up for the night. But just then the door
burg open and a man rushed in in terrible excitement: he took no notice
of me, but burg out, 'I'm logt, I'm lost! | have snned againg the Holy
Ghost! Has not Chrigt Himself said, " What is a man profited if he gain
thewholeworld and lose hisown soul ?* And | have denied Him Whom
at the bottom of my heart | love. Log, logt, all log between Earth and
Heaven!'

The superintendent did not try to argue with him, but there came on
his face a amile of great tendeness and he said, 'Then blessd art: thou
indeed, my son, for isit not written that it was such as thou that the Son
of M an cameto ssk and to save? No man islost beyond God's power
to find. Come into His presnce and learn His will for thee' And he
drew him with him to the third door, and what | heard and saw as that
door opened | may not tell, but | think | know better now why it is
written in the Gospd that there isjoy in the presnce of the angds of
God over one 9nne that repenteth.

The door dosed behind them, but as | sood outsde | was able to
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read the varsss written above it, under a picture of Our Lord on the

aoss—

Hereisthe Faith that wise men dimly groped for,
The evidence of things as yet unseen,

The full asurance of the tidings hoped for
That what Christ is God has for ever been.

Hereis the Hope that shone afar to guide them,
Prophets and kings—although their eyes were blind

Yet they desred to s the light denied them:
Hereisfulfilled the Hope of all mankind.

Hereis the Love that saints and snners sghed for—
Paul in his prison, David on his throne—

The Love that will not fail the souls He died for
But claims the very outcas for His own.

THE THREE GIFTS
Epiphany.
'THAT'S the suff to give them!" said the Captain of the Eleven, as they
finished the story of the Crusades (he was asp, it should be added, an
officer inthe O.T.C.). 'l only wish I'd been there!'

'You remind me,' said the History Magter, laughing, 'of that blood-
thirsty old ruffian Clovis, who said, " Why wasn't | therewith my Franks ?"
when they told him the sory of the Crucifixion.'

"You wouldn't convert them much that way," observed the Scholar. 'l
think it was a hopdess idea.’

'They weren't trying to convert them,' said the History Magter, 'only
to get liberty for pilgrimsto go toJerusalem.’

'Anyhow, fighting for religion isn't a Chrigtian ideg, isit ? persged the
Scholar. 'l thought it was only Mohammedans who ran reigious wars.

'I| wish it was' said the History Mager with a sgh; 'but you're quite
right-converson by force isn't a Christian principle.'

"Weéll, how areyou goingtodoit then ?" asked the Captain of the Eleven.

'You've got to go for ther brains, not ther bodies' said the Scholar.
‘Show them the Bible's a lot better book than the Koran.'

'‘But how areyou going to get them toread it ?asked the Captain of the
Eleven. 'It'll take a rare lot of pesuason and want some jolly good
preachers won'tit, ar ?

'| quite agreg’ said the History Master; 'and alot depends on what you
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mean by "good preachers” I've known lots of good preaches who
weren't particularly good men. There was onewho tried it—St. Frands
of Asss—and | expect it was his life more than his preaching which made
the Soldan ligen to him. | cameon an old sory the other day which you
may like; 1'm not surethat | do, for it putswordsinto our Lord's mouth,
which is a dangerous thing to try—»but at leas the author meant well.'

Inthefourth chapter of S. Lukeyou may read how Our Lord preached
in Hisown village, and how He found it true that, in His own words, no
prophet is accepted in his own country. You remember how after they
had heard His sermon 'they werefilled with wrath, and rose up and thrugt
Him out of the city, and led Him unto the brow of the hill whereon ther
city was built, that they might ce2 Him down headlong' Of what
actually happened we are only told that 'He pasang through the midst
of them went His way.'

But the story goes that He was till dtting on the brow of the hill to
which they had brought Him, and as He thought of what had happened
that day His heart was heavy within Him. He knew the reason of their
anger: it was because He had told them that the merdes of God were not
gnt to the Jews alone but to drangersalso, and it was of thexe grangersthat
He thought as He st gazing westwards over the ss|a He had heard
the gory of the Wise Men from the Eag and their gifts He had heard
how Simeon had hailed Him as the light that should lighten the Gentiles,
and now that His own people had refused Him He pondered the more
what those words might mean; and in His prayer He cried aloud to His
Father and said, 'O My Father, if indeed | have come to Mine own and
they recave Me not, grant that | may show forth Thy merdes to Thy
children that are scattered abroad! Show Thou some token upon Me for
good, that I Who love Thee may s it and take comfort'; and sretching
out His arms towards the s He cried, 'O great and wide s, if indeed
for Me thine ides are waiting, bring from afar those who shall hear My
wor d, so that the name of the Father may be praised from therisng of the
un unto the going down ther eof!"

ThusHe prayed asthe sun sunk into the seg, and after Hisprayer Helaid
Himself down to red.

And asHe dept He dreamed, and it ssemed to Him in His dream that
three ships came sailing in to the shore but though they came with the
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same wind yet were they different to look upon, for one was a ship of
war with pennons streaming from its mass and another a goodly
mer chant vessd, and the third but a poor fishing boat. And from these
boats He saw men descend and climb the hill towards the place where
Helay. And lifting up His eyes He saw two men sand before Him, and
they came forward as though they would have speech with Him. And
thefirst was clad asa warrior in coat of mail, and a red cross shone upon
his breast, and in his hand he held a mighty sword. And, bowing low,
he came and stood beforeJesus, and said to Him, "My Lord, in the West
| have sen Thy gar, and am come to bring Thee the begt gift | have, my
sword of sed. 'Tis a blade well tempered, besde which the swords of
Greeksand Romansare but things of naught, and | bring it that therewith
Thou may eg smite Thine enemies beneath Thy feet.'

And Jeus smiled on him and took the sword with words of thanks,
but as He looked on it His face grew sad, and He said: 'O Sword of sted,
wilt thou indeed fight in My battles? A strong friend art thou, and in
years to come full many a brave deed shall be wrought by thy means:
yet may not | put My trust in thee, for the legions of My Father's angels
wait still Hisword to fight. And yet | thank thee, friend, for thy gift.'

And the second sranger took his place; and he was dressed like a
clerkly man, and in his hand he held a book, and he bowed low and said
toJeus '"My Lord, | too have seen Thy dar, and | bring Thee from the
West a book newly imprinted by the art of man. It isindeed the bes that
| have to offer, and therewith aswith atrue sword that proceedeth from
Thy mouth shalt Thou day the powers of error, and bring to naught the
wiles of the Devil and his lying words.'

And Jewus smiled on him and thanked him and took the book, and as
Helooked onit Hecried: 'Ah, herein thisprinted book isindeed a mighty
power, for great isthe Truth and it shall prevail.'" But even as He spoke,
He sighed, and looking once more upon the book He said, 'And yet the
wor ds of man wher eof thou shalt bear record are but as the thoughts of
his heart, and from that fountain comes bitter water as well as sweet. In
the years that come there shall be many that trust in books, and through
books shall they come to sorrow and to strife, and the Sword shall rage
againgt the Book and the Book shall but sharpen the Sword.’

And there was dlence for a while, and Jeus turning to them said, 'Saw
| not three shipsi And whereis he of the third?* And the soldier made
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answer, "My Lord, | rebuked him because he followeth not with us and
indeed he seemed but a poor mean fellow and ill-clad, and though he
voyaged with us from the West it seemed that he had no gift to bring.'

But Jeus beheld him where he stood behind the others, and called
to him to come forward, and he came with speed and threw himself on
his knees and spoke and said: 'O my Lord, indeed | have no gift to bring,
and yet | needs must come when | had ssen Thy gar.! And Jeus
beholding him loved him and said, '"Hast thou indeed no offering ? And
he answered, '‘Nay, my Lord, for | am poor and come of poor folk, and
can bring Thee but the love of my heart: and indeed there are full many
in my cae both men and women, for they s= in Thee their hope in
sorrow and their strength in weakness, and yet have they naught to give.'

And Jexus lifted him from his knees and kissed him, and 'Friend,' said
He, 'thou hagt brought Me more than they all. The gold, the frankin-
cenxe, the myrrh, the sword of sted, and the printed book, gladly do |
take them all, for they are freely given. But it isfor the L oye of men and
women that | come: for therewith must My battles be fought, and on
their hearts must My words bewritten."And He let them depart with
His blessng, and as they departed He awoke, and behold it was a dream.

And the day after '"He came down to Capernaum, a city of Galilee,
and taught them on the Sabbath day, and they were astonished at His
doctrine, for His word was with power.'

SCHOOL YARD
End of Summer half, 1921.

| HOPE you will forgive meif | tell you something in the nature of a fable
to-night, and if the moral is a trifle obvious—well, you must forgive
that too.

| was standing in School Y ard the other night and thinking, as was not
unnatural, of people leaving—and remembering how horrid athingit is
to leave school—and wondering how much any one who left was taking
away, and how far it was our fault that they weren't taking away more,
when | heard a voice saying: 'And yet it may happen perchance to be
more than you believe; | know full well what it is to be downcast in
heart; yet in very truth 'tis from the devil that such gloomy thoughts
proceed.'
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| looked about, but there was no one there, and somehow | wam't
aurprisd to find it was the Founder talking, for, after all, no one has a
better right to talk in Schodl Yard than he: so | ansvered him without
any quedion. 'l hope you're right, dr; but somehow one doem't fed
quite happy about it. The end of a Summer half always makes me fed
a bit depressd!

"Tis indeed from the evil one that such thoughts come,'id King
Henry; 'l had need in my own day to learn that lesson: yet was| dow to
learn. But was it not for this that | founded this schodl, that, after my
sorrowful years | might have happy faces about me? And through all
these years they have not failed.

'‘But, sir," said, 'do you really think they learn much ? And are they
the things you want them to learn ? We do our bed, but one doem't s
much result, and perhapsthey aren't very good at expressng ther fedings,
but it'shard to be sure what they really take away.

| could s that he was amiling at me. 'Y ou take too much upon you,
my friend,'aid he; 'l have athers besdes you to teach my schdars and
thar teaching may be of greater worth.'

'Oh yes sir," ansveed, rather abashed, 'of course | know-'

‘Nay, nay,"'aid he 'l meant not that, though that may well be true.
But it wasin my mind that Beauty teaches better and mor e potently than
any word of man: let Lupton's Tower eak!" he went on, raigng his
voice. And from behind him there came a degp tone which | ssemed to
recognize, though | had never heard it before—

"My brick that glowswith tints of rose,
My vanes that catch the sun

And glitter bright with golden light
As ech fair day is done;

The shadows, lingering on the tower
That Lupton built for thee,

Bid Eton's sons to learn the power
That comes to those who s=

For Beauty opens blind men's eyes
And bids the dumb man sing;

Thus day and night, in shede and light,
| do thy work, O King!"

'Yes,'aid King Henry with a dgh of pleasure, ‘he does my work as|
fain would have it done; but he does not work alone: my sthdars mugt
learn to carefor Truth aswell asBeauty, for Truth it isthat makes men
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free. Let Upper School speak,'e cried, 'and tell me what is done here

for the cause of Truth!'
And from the other sde of School Yard an answer came—

* A harder task of us you a,
For Truth is hard to find,

And those who learn that Truthis stern
May dream that she's unkind.

Y et piece by piece, as years increase,
We do thy work, O King,

And point the way to all the Truth
That wiser years may bring !"

‘Itiswell,'aid the Founder; 'but Truth and Beauty arc not all, and it is
Goodness that | most would have them learn. And for that | must call

other witness!'

'Isit the Chapel, ar ?' | asked.

'Not so,'aid he, and again he spoke with a smile on his lips; 'the
Chapel, my own great building, is the place where | desgned that Truth
and Beauty and Goodness should meet together and should kisseach other.
But | have other witnesses nearer at hand who can tell of their lives of
every day, and so shall | s&e most clearly what they have learnt of Love.'

'‘But what witnesses, gr, arethese?' | asked, 'for indeed the boysthem-
sves will not talk of the things they care most for.'

'Isit not written,'aid he, 'that if these shall hold their peace the very
gones shall cry out ? Speak to me then, O litte sones of mine, and tell
me what ye know!" And a sound arose as of many voices singing softly
together, and the song they sang ran in this fashion

'We've seen them all a thousand times—so like, but none the same,
Now loitering here for absence, now hurrying to a game;

We've watched them here for many a year: we know their very tread,
We guess the things they think about: we hear the things they've said.
And if they know not what they owe for all that Eton made them,
Then ak the stones, the little stones, and they will all upbraid them.

We've seen them all five years or more: what wonder at our knowing
The memories that fill their mind, now that it's time for going ?
They're thinking mostly of the friends they work or play or mes with,
And friends perhaps of early days they shared each small sucoess with:
Those who forget how great their debt to those they leave behind them
Must ak the gones thelittle gones and surdy they'll remind them.
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Friends teach a man heis not made to live and die alone,

Till in their pains and pleasures he perhaps forgets his own;

For every friend is taught of God to love and serve another,

And there be friends (saith Solomon) stick closer than a brother;

So if they count alittle thing the friends that Eton gave them,

From such asin, thy stones, O King, thy little stones shall save them."

'‘Thank God, thank GodV said King Henry, half to himself; ‘then are
they in truth my own children if they have love one to another, and have
grateful hearts!'

Hewassilent for awhile, and at length | plucked up courageto ask him:
'‘But, dir, isthere not yet one song that | may hear—the song of the Chapel
wherein, asyou said just now, all these are blended ?

'Y ou have but to listen,' said he, ‘and you shall hear the song which my
Chapel sngs to me every day: the words indeed are old, and yet | never
grow weary of the hearing.'

| stood still and listened with all my ears, and there came from Chapel
a song which you know very well, and wewill sing it once more to-night
before we go. | need not quote it all to you but | will tell you how it
ended—

'O pray for the peace of Jerusalem: they shall prosper that love thee.

Peace be within thy walls, and plenteousness within thy palaces.

For my brethren and companions' s&kes | will wish thee prosperity,

Y ea, because of the house of the Lord our God, | will ssek to do thee good.'

THE TWO PALACES

THERE Was in a certain country a great King who would fain have two
palaces built for himsef in the provinces of his dominion. Therefore he
summoned to himsdf two of his great nobles and gave them the charge
of the building. He bade marble and wood and sone in abundance to be
prepared for them, and came himsalf moreover to lay the foundation of
the building, and thereafter departed, laying upon them this command—
that the building should be exceeding magnificent and should be ready
to receive him when he should come again.

Now when the first of thee nobles saw the greatness of the tak that
was laid upon him he was dismayed in his heart, and said, 'How may |
hope to build a palace which shall be worthy of my King? It will be
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better that | wait till | have more certain word of his dedres, for perchance
his fancies may change, and it were apity that | should build that wherein
he would take no pleasure; but, seeing that | must have where to live
myself, and that the material be not wasted, | will build nearby a house for
myself, that | may have at the leest where | may dwell until the King shall
come, and then, when | have more certain news, | will proceed further in
the matter of thisbuilding.'

And it came to pass that after many years the King came. Now the
time when he arrived was by night, and he was received with all honour
in the nobleman's house. A nd when he saw the house fairly arrayed, and
the floors paved with marble, and the ceiling adorned with costly wood,
hesadwithinhimself, 'How wiseisthisnobleman of mine! and how fair
shal my own paace be, seeing that he has lodged himself so well!" And
thereafter he inquired of the nobleman concerning hisown palace, and the
other made answer: 'Sir, | have waited these many years to know with
more certainty what kind of a pdace thou didst desre, and that the
material might not be wasted, and that | might be housed withal, | have
made this small lodging for myself; but now that thou art truly come,
thou hagt but to speek the word and we will begin the work indeed.’
But the King was angry and said to him, "Thou fool, did | not straitly
charge thee to build a paace for myself? Did | not lay the foundation
with my own Royal hands ? Thisnight shall thy life be required of thee.'
And he bade them to hang that | ord from the windows of hisown house.

And he came on his way to the other nobleman, that he might sc
whether he had fared any better with his building. And when he was
yet a great way off that lord heard of his coming, and came running to
meet him, and said, 'Sir, forgive me that | have done so little! | have
indeed planned for thee a noble house, and have laid the marble floors
of thy hall, but the pillars thereof have but begun to rise, and thou cangt
but s the design of the great door whereat thou art to enter in; and
moreover | have no house that is worthy to receive thy Majesty, for |
have lived myself in this small wooden shelter that | might be near the
work. Forgive me, dir, that | have wrought soill!" But the King was
well pleesed, and said, 'Nay, sir, but thou hast wrought full well!" And
even as he spoke the sones came into their places before men's eyes and
the palace was wrought right nobly. And the King entered into his
palace with all glory, and as he entered in men sang the hundred and
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thirty-second Psalm, and these were the words wherewith they began
their Inging—

Lord, remember David: and all histrouble;

How he sware unto the L ord: and vowed a vow unto the Almighty God of Jacob;

I will not come within the tabernacle of mine house: nor climb up into my bed;

I will not suffer mine eyes to deep, nor mine eyelids to slumber: neither the temples of my
head to take any rest;

Until | find out aplacefor the temple of the L ord: an habitation for the mighty God of Jacob.

THEAMPHITHEATRE

[Thefollowing cannot strictly bedescribed asafable, butitishopedthat i
general similarityin tonetotherest mayjustifyitsinclusion with them.]

IN the eighth chapter of his Epistle to the Romans® S. Paul triesto throw
some light on what we call the 'problem of pain.' He aks himsdf what
can be the explanation of all the sufferings of men, and | expect he would
have added of the animals and, for all | know, of the tress and flowers
aswell: what can be the reason or the justification of it all. The answer
which he suggess is that all creation—suffering men, suffering animals,
all thewholewor |d of sufferers—iswaiting to ssewhat the human race can
do; is waiting, in his own words, 'for the revealing of the sins of God.'
His vison, like mog of those of the greates writers among the Jews,
does not admit of being put into the form of a picture, not even, perhaps,
into words, but ill the attempt must be made, and if it transcendsthe
power of language, or even of imagination, you must blame S. Paul as
much as me.

Y ou may then, perhaps, put it somewhat in this way: imagine a vas
amphitheatre—and vag indeed it mug be, for it is to contain the whole
of creation—and therein its sets the whole creation is gathered: 'M oun-
tainsand all hills; fruitful tressand all cedars beegsand all cattle; worms
and feathered fowls" Therethey areall assambled: all thewhole suffering
creation, including the beggar Lazarus himsdf; and as they wait for the
revelation which they have come to s we can imagine this one anthem

! Romans viii. 18,19: 'For | reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not worthy

to be compared with the glory which shall berevealed to usward. For the earnest expectation
of the creation waiteth for the revealing of the sons of God."'
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rising from their midst: 'Lord, what isman ? What isman that Thou art
mindful of him, or the son of man that Thou so regardest him?'

And into this amphitheatre, before the gaze of this waiting creation,
we human beings have to send forth our representative: to send someone
whose appearance shall reconcile the whole world to its woes. Let us
uppose that first of all we send into the arena the most perfect specimen
of manhood that we can imagine: an athlete with every power of the
body developed to its highest point. Is this, we ask, what the world
awaits? But even as we ak the question it dies upon our lips: a perfect
athlete is a fine sight indeed, for all perfection is glorious; but the very
trees can claim an equal perfection for themselves. even they know that
this is not that for which the whole creation is waiting.

And then let us suppose that we bring before them some man who has
reached to the highest pinnacle of human glory. St. Paul, perhaps, would
have thought of Caesar; we think more naturally of Napoleon, and so
we send him into the arena, followed by his train of conquered kings—
the man so great that 'he has thrown a doubt on all past glory, and has
made all futurerenown impossble’ And here, perhaps, we have reached
a greatness which the trees cannot know; but the lion can tell some at least
of its secrets, and Lazarus will cry that it is but Dives in disguise. The
revelation of the glory of the sons of man is not the answer to the problem
of the world.

And then, lagt of all, let us suppose that there enters the arena one with
no form or comediness that men should desre Him; not followed by
troops of captives or by applauding crowds, but bearing His cross and on
His way to die; and that as He enters the anthem is heard, 'Greater love
hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends' Can
we not believe that at the sight theanimals cry: '"Hereisthevirtue which
we dimly feel after, when the mother lays down her life for her young':
can we not believe that the mountains and hills break forth before Him
into singing, and all the trees of the field clap their hands; and that even
Lazarus himself may feel his sufferings atoned ?

[Thethree Fableswhich follow were delivered on three consecutive Sundays
in Lower Chapel by way of illustration to three sermons on the Fatherhood of
God, Temptation, and the Christian Society. They should be regarded as an
attempt to illustrate particular aspects of their respective subjects, and not in any
senseasproviding afull treatment of them.]



70 FABLES AND FANCIES

THE THREE SONS
Michaelmashalf, 1921.

ONCE upon a time, many years ago, a Dominican friar was preaching in
a heathen country. He had told the people that God was their Father and
that they need fear Him no longer, nor the idols which they wor shipped.

The people heard him gladly, but the heathen priests hated him and his
teaching, and one day as he taught in the market-place of their city they
lay in wait for him that they might trip him up in his talk.

And at first they made a show as though they too were glad of his
tidings, and they said, 'This is indeed good news that thou bringest—and
thou wilt show to us without doubt the reason of many a thing that we
understand not; for if God be indeed thy Father, and the Father of us all,
He will not hide anything from thee, nor from us His other children.
Tell us then, whence come the sorrows of the world—the storms that
destroy our crops, the scknessss that plague us, and whence come the evil
thoughtsand evil deeds of men ?"

And the people crowded round him, and they murmured: 'That is
true! Show us now how these things can be, if God be indeed our Father
as thou sayed!

And the friar looked upon them and said, 'This is a hard thing that ye
ak, and | know not if | can answer you aright; but some little portion of
the truth | can show you perchance in a parable’ And he called to him
three boys who stood among those that listened; and to the first he said,
‘Tell me, my son, if thy father loveth thee in very truth.'

And the boy laughed at the asking and said, 'l know right well that he
loveth me. My father isthe King's gardener, and | work every day by his
dde, and all that he doeth | s and share'

'And dogt thou understand all that thou seest ?'

‘Nay, dr, | said not that, for oftentimes the things that he doeth seem
hard to me: aswhen he cutteth and breaketh the tender shoots of the fruit-
trees;, and | ak him wherefore he must needs hurt them so, and he telleth
me that it is for their good, that they may bring forth more fruit. And |
know not how that can be, but | trust him, for heis a wise gardener, and
| believe that | shall sse the reason in a later year.

And to the second he said, 'And thy father, doth he deal with thee
in thismanner ? Dost thou share hiswork as this other doth ?'

And the boy smiled and said, 'Nay, sr, my father is a great merchant,
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and he hath ventures in far countries whereof | have no knowledge. Y et
he loveth to tell me stories of his great ships and the voyages that they
make—and now and again when his captains come home he bringcth
them to his house, and they tell me strange taes of the wondrous things
they do and se afar. Y et why they travel thus | cannot rightly tell; but
when | amfull grownthey promise methat | shal journey with them and
learn the things that | cannot know to-day.'

And he called thethird child and said to him, 'And what of thy father,
my son? Doth he tell thee of all his works and show thee clearly the
counsds of his heart?

And the boy laughed on him and said, 'Nay, sir, that might hardly be!
for my father isthe King's minister, and it is not right that he should ek
lightly of his master's busness. But such things as a father may spesk of
to his son, of those he speaketh full readily, and there is not in all this
realm a more loving father than he.’

And the friar looked round upon the priests and said, 'l will now
ask onething of you: which of these three fathers |oveth his son the most ?

And they could not answer him, and they said, "We cannot tell.'

And the friar turned to the people and said, 'See ye, my people, it is
even so as| have said. Our Father in heaven dcaleth with us even as our
fathers on earth: there be things we may not know, for that we arc as
little children and our understanding is but weak; but such things as a
child needeth to know, those things He showeth us right clearly. He
leaveth not Himself without witness, as one of His own Apostles said,
giving us "rain from heaven and fruitful seesons filling our hearts with
food and gladness" *

Andthepeoplecried, 'Itiswell spoken!'

THE TWO ISLANDS
Michaglmas half, 1921.

Now that samefriar of whom | spoke to you abode for along timein that
city and made many disciples. and they came to him in the evening and
questioned with him of all the thingsin their hearts.

And there was one among them who was much cas down by reason
of the many troubles and sorrows of his life, and he said, MYy father, |
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fain would follow thy teaching, but lifeistoo hard for me. For every day
there come to me new difficulties and temptations, and though | fly from
them as bet | can, yet they ever come on me again and in new dhapes
and | havenojoy in my life. And yet thou sayet that lifeisa good thing,
and that our Father would have us to be happy. Tell me, | pray thee,
how this may bein so hard a world as this!

And the friar looked on him and said: '‘My son, | will tell thee atale
which was told to me of old by one who was a mighty traveler and had
¥ many countries and dties of men. And whether all that he said be
true | know not, but he told me that once he came in his voyaging to a
certain idand. And the idand was fair to look upon, with good green
plains and pleasant valleys, but he saw no sgn of men thereon. And at
firs he deemed that it was desolate, but, when he landed thereupon, there
came to meet him a forlorn man, meanly clad, who looked on him with
fear. But, gpoeaking him fair, he bade him lead him to his house and he
took him graightway to a dark cave wherein he dwelt with hiswife and
children. And there was st a great bar to the mouth of the cave that one
might hardly enter, and within there was naught of comfort, but they
dwelt therein in great fear, making their living of roots and herbs

‘And my friend said unto them, " Wherefore live ye always in this dark
cave, ssang that without are pleasant fiddsand the fresh air, yea, and good
food to be had for the getting ?"

‘And the man ansvered him and said, " Ah, dgr, ye little know the
nature of this idand! for herein dwell many ravenous beads so that we
may hardly live safe even in this cave There be fierce wolves and tigers,
both great and small, and wild animals that run exceeding fad, and great
cattle to gore us with their horns. And even in this cave, as thou s,
there be plagues of rats and mice that devour our small sore of fruits and
frighten our children.”

‘And the traveller looked on them and said, " Thisis indeed a sad tale
that yetell: | will go forth and look on these wild beads" And he went
out with his crew, but of theidand folk durs none go with him, but they
abode within, quaking at heart.

*And when he was come back again he said to that poor man, " | f thou
wilt come in my ship to my home | will rid thee of thy fear, and that
peedily, and thereafter thou cang come again hither in peace” And with
many wor dshehardly persuaded him, but at thelast he consented ther eto.
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'And when they wer e cometo the land wher ethe captain had hishome,
draightway at his landing there came bounding to meet him a great
hound of histhat loved him well, and for j oy of hisreturn heleapt about
him with loud barking. And the idander drew back in terror, and he
cried, " I tisthewolf! thewolf!"

‘And the other said to him, " Nay, friend, this is one of my trusy
comrades, who liveth at my Sde and goeth with me to the chasg and
though perchance his forefathers were of the savage kind, yet have my
fathers by courage and by care brought him over to be our friend and
helper."

‘And as he saw the harsssin the fidds, and the cattle grazing, he asked
him again with trembling whether these animals were not crue enemies
to mankind, and the other made him the same answer.

‘Now it fortuned that they passad by a flock of shegp that fed by the
roaddde, and the sallor aked him, "And what say et thou of thee
creatures ? For | think that it isnot possble for any to fear them."

‘And the other answered, " Nay, chem we feared not, but they ssemed
to us fesble and usHess creatures and we chasd them away."

‘And when they were come to the housg, they saw a cat that st by
the fire, and the sranger was Sore afraid yet again, and clutched his arm
and said, " Itisalittletiger!" And he made asthough hewould havefled
once more, but the other laughed at his fear and said, " That he may once
have been, but now heis a friend of the house, and riddeth us moreover
of those mice and rats that plague thee in thy cave"

‘And the granger looked on him with wonder and said, " Then are
there no animals that are your enemiesin truth and which ye neads mugt
fear?"

‘And the other made answer, " Nay, | said not that; for indeed thereare
some wher eof a man must bewar e, but againg them too we make a bold
face, and hunt them down and day them if we may. But we should think
shame to hide oursdves away in fear of them, for it is to man that the
Lord God hath given to have dominion over the beeds of the field." '

And thefriar turned to hisdistiple and said, 'Hast thou understood the
tale, my son?

And hemadeanswer, 'l know not, father, if | have undersood it aright,
but methinks thou wouldst teach me ther eby that a man should meet the
troubles of his life with courage, and not fear them overmuch.'



74 FABLES AND FANCIES

‘Even 0, my son,' said the friar; 'for some pains and dangers there be
which, if aman looketh on them with courage, hewill know for a blessng
and not for a curse and others there be which a brave man may turn to
his own good and to the good of others; and though there be some which
he mus nexds fear in very truth, yet even then he may call to mind the
brave words of &. James how he said, " Count it all joy, my brethren,
when ye fall into divers temptations,” and "let patience have her perfect
work."'

THE FRUIT-TREES
Michaelmas half, 1921.

WHEN | was young | had a friend who was very learned in the ways of
animals and birds. he could undergand all their ways of gesch, and had
many drange dories to tell of their dealings with one another. The dories
he told reached into the days of long ago, and | would ligen by the hour
while hetold methereason why the ssa was made salt, to punish thefishes
for their gan, and why the peacock’s voice was made harsh, to cure him
of his foolish pride. But once | remember, he sooke of a different subject,
and thiswas what he told me—

'You know,' he said, 'that in the beginning the Lord God made a
garden, and you mug not think of it as being a wild place full of drange
tress and plants there were drange tress there, of course, and patches of
wild ground, but much of the garden was astidy and well ordered asthe
bes garden that you know, and there grew the plants and tress much as
we e them now. But there was one great difference No doubt it has
often gruck you how quiet and peaceful a garden is, particularly in the
evening, when the birds have gone to res and the bess have finished their
busness But in those daysit was very different, for all thetressand plants
could seak, and a rare lot of talking there was! The tress that only
whisper now, talked very big then, and it was quite hard, unlessyou knew
their different voices, to be sure who was speaking, for there was chatter-
ing going on -the whole long day. Now | don't profess to tell you when
or how the change came to them all, but only how it happened to the
fruit-trees, for that isa gory all by itsdf.

"It so happened that the Lord God was walking in Hisfruit-gardenin



ETON FABLES 75

the coal of the day, and He thought that He would ligen to their talk. He
had heard man speaking all day long, and perhaps He was a little weary,
for we know that though Heisrighteous and srong and patient, yet Heis
provoked every day. And He thought that in His garden He would hear
words of peace and happiness But it so chanced that that evening there
was a bitter dispute in the garden as to which fruit pleasad God the bed,
and thequarrd wasvery fierceand angry. And you mug not blamethem
too much or be surprised, for you know that even Chrig's own distples
often disouted which of them was the greated. But, as | was saying, the
fruit-treeswerevery angry, and the peach and the grape and the nectarine
said, "How can you doubt that we are the best and find mog favour in
His aght ? Arewe not more cared for than others and is not our flavour
far finer for Histage?' But the apple and the plum and the pear mocked
at them and said, "Is it not just for this reason that ye are s0 cared for,
because ye are o niggardly and will not readily give your fruit ? Needs
mug He love us bes because we give without gint and ak no goedal
favour!" And then thelittle currant bushes and the blackberries and the
goosebarries began to Peak, and the Lord God thought, " Surely these at
leag will be humble, and | shall get comfort from their gpesch.” But ther
voiceswere asloud astheres and moreshrill, and they cried and said that
because they wer e small, and not great tressliketheres, and because some
of them had thorns and were not beautiful to behold, therefore they were
dexpisd by the others but that they wereas good as any and better than
mog, and that they too were very dure that God loved them the bed.

‘And when the Lord God heard this He was very sorry, and He gooke
among them all and said, " How is it that ye are not content each of you
to do your part, without wrangling thus among yoursdves? Is it not
honour enough for you all to sarve My need ? It is your part to be the
bet ye may, to bring your own fruit to perfection, and to envy not the
gifts of others. But, 9nce ye use your goeach to such ill purpose, ye shall
be dumb henceforth and gpeek no more at all." And even as the Lord
God sad 0 was it done, and from that day the fruit-trees opoke no more,
sve that every morning very early, when the sun is hardly risen, and no
man isthereto hear, they ang all together alittle song of penitence; for they
said in ther hearts " Though we may not gpesk for our own honour, yet
it cannot beamissthat wesdngto Hisglory who madeusand lovesusand
nexdsusall."
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'‘And thisis the song which they ang, and perhaps now that | have told
you, you will be able to hear it for yoursdf, for it is a very smple and

humble little ssng—
Grape and nectarine and peach,
We have lost the gift of speech;
Silent, every kind of berry,
Silent, apricot and cherry,
Fig and apple, pear and plum,
Silent all the days to come!

Little profit 'tisto gpeek

When reward is all ye seek;
Little good your voice will do
Whenitstalk isall of you;

Now the garden every morning
Ligtens to the fruit-trees’ warning.

Up and work, and envy not
Each his neighbour's happier | ot!
Cheerfully your task fulfil,

Each content to do His Will;

Be the best that you can be:
God hath need of every tree!

Praised be God who needeth each,
Grape and nectarine and peach,
Needeth apricot and cherry,
Needeth every kind of berry,

Fig and apple, pear and plum:
Prase Him all the days to come!’

THE MOVING STAIRCASE

MY unde is a man who has the habit of finding moral lesons in un-
expected places but | oonfess that | was rather surprised the other day,
when, after wehad just left the Tube gation at Paddington, he dapped me
violently on the shoulder and cried, 'There! that's what | call sfish
religion!"

Asheismy godfather, | fed bound to treat his eccentriatieswith regped,
30| looked in the direction in which he pointed. | saw before me only the
two moving darcasssrevolving in their oppostedirectionswith the other
darcazein themiddle. | turned again to my unde for moreinformation,
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and saw that his gaze was firmly fixed on a lady—by thistime about half-
way up—who had depodted a large bundle by her 9de, to the evident
diggus of a boy who was trying to pass her.

'What exactly do you mean, my dear uncle?' | aked in a soothing tone.

'Why, that old woman!" he snorted; 'dhe is exactly the type of person
who makes her religion a nuisance to other people: $eés not content with
going to heaven hersdf, but mug carry with her a mass of fads and
ceremonies which are nothing but a sumbling-block to every one ds
I've no patience with them!"

| knew my uncle was a grong anti-ritualist, so that the latter part of
hisoutburs did not surpriseme, but | was ill in the dark asto his general
meaning.

*But why does the poor woman sugget religion at all? | aked
patiently, following her with my eyes as she disappeared triumphantly
at the top.

'I really bdieve you've no eye at all for a parable’ sad my unce
'‘Surdly it'sasplain asa pikestaff that a moving daircase representsjust the
help a true religion gives you: once lay hold on the truth and there you
are! Of course you can go fade if you like, and provided other people,
like that ritualistic woman, don't get in your way; but hold on to the
truth, and you'rebound to arrivein time. But sheésbreaking all therules:
it saysclearly don't 9t on the gegpsin case otherswant to pass and don't
put parcds on them ether!”

‘But isn't it just a little mechanical ?' | suggested. '| ssem to remember
having been told that you'd got to have Works as well as Faith: didn't
S. James fall foul of &. Paul for thinking Faith only was good enough ?
And what about giving up religion ? Surely some people do that, and they
won't fit your parable’

But my uncde doex't like having his parables criticised. 'St. James
wasn't half as big a man as . Paul,’ he said; 'Luther said his epidtle was
an epidle of sraw, and Luther knew a lot more about it than you High
Church parsons' (It is always a favourite trick of my Uncle Richard to
asume that his critics, and espedally his nephews, are Jesuits in disguise)

But | wasn't prepared to surrender without a struggle. 'l don't ssc why
demightn't beasturdy Evangdlical lady,' said I, 'the sort of old lady who
prevents the parson from going as fag as he wants to go in the paths of
Catholicism.'
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'Oh, you Jeauits!" wasall my unde vouchsafed toreply, 'you can always
twist thingsround! But asfor givingup religion,’ hewent on, war ming
to hissubject, 'why, | saw some young idiots the other day running down
the risng farcase running down true religion—just what the clever
young fellow thinksit funny to do," he ended, beaming with dehght at his
unexpected pun.

'And what about the other daircase ? | asked, leaving the disputed point
of mechanical salvation, though not with entire conviction. 'How does
that comein!"

'Why, that's ampler till,' answvered Uncle Richard: 'the people on
that are the poor brutes with a false religion—Mahommedans, infidds,
heretics and all that lot. Mind you, | don't say none of them are good
men, but | do sy it'sin ite of ther religion and not because of it.'

"You might sy it takes them all the running they can do to Say in
thesameplace' said |, anxiousto propitiate him.

'Quite o, quite 0, said he; 'it's predous hard wor k walking againg a
moving daircaze—and look there!’

Hedutched my arm triumphantly, and pointed to a man with two big
bundles laborioudy climbing up the middle sationary daircase

'‘Therés your freethinker for you! No rdigion for him! Hewon't
even try and s if therés anything in it. There he goes too proud to ak
for help, or even take it when it's offered! | don't deny he may get there
in the end, but it's a dow budness and think of all the labour he'll
wastel Why can't he take God at Hisword indead of ingging on going
his own way ? Surely even you can se the point of that ?

'Oh well,' sad I, anxious to make out a cae for the poor fellow,
‘perhaps hes afraid of getting in the way of the other people with all his
private belongings you remember he mustn't block the geps'

'‘Nonsenss' saild my uncle, ‘it's all his glly pride. Half what calls itsalf
consdentiouness is only Hf-consdousness He ought to take what's
given him and bethankful. Well, well, you think it over and you'll s
therdsalot init. But | mug be off now. Good-bye''

He moved towards the qarcase, but just as he was going a question
came into my head—he was already some little way up.

‘W hat about gepping off with theright foot first ?' | called after him.

'Oh, that's all right,’ he shouted cheerily down; "'a happy death-bed,
my boy, that's what it is!'
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And he disappeared up the stairs two steps at a time, glaring fiercely
at a lady as he passed, who showed a tendency to pusher parcel on the

step.

OLD WINE IN NEW BOTTLES

MY Uncle Richard was staying with me the other day, and had picked
up in my study one of the more recent treatises of our advanced theo-
logians. As he glanced through it | noticed that his countenance grew
more and more gloomy, and he could not refrain at intervals from
snorts of disapproval

'I'm afraid you don't care for that kind of literature ?' said | tentatively;
‘of course it's very clever, but——'

'‘My dear nephew," said he, 'it's not the cleverness of the man | mind,
it's his confounded Conservatism!"

| was a good deal startled, for Uncle Richard has the reputation in his
family circle of being an orthodox Churchman of the most Tory type.

'‘What do you mean, Uncle Richard? | asked; 'surely hisviews about
miracles are rather far from being Conservative? He's generally con-
sidered quite a dangerous Radical.'

'Oh, it's not his conclusions | mind,'said my uncle; 'they may be right
or wrong: it's his old-fashioned type of mind.'

| confess that | was a little doubtful whether my good uncle had quite
followed the drift of the book, which was designed to prove that all the
miracles of the New Testament, with the doubtful exception of a few
miracles of healing, were due to the misunderstanding of the chroniclers,

'l don't quite s=2 how you can call him old-fashioned, Uncle Richard,'
| said; 'most of the things he says are pretty new in this country. |'m sure
hewouldn't like being called that!"

'| daresay he wouldn't," saild my uncle grimly, 'but he's got an old-
fashioned type of mind for all that, and if you'd suffered as much from it
as| have, you wouldn't be inclined to admire it either.’

'l do wish you'd explain what you mean by an old-fashioned type of
mind," said I.

'My dear young nephew," answered Uncle Richard, 'you young
people always think you're very enlightened and very advanced because
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you sy a lot of things which you expect to shock your dders—and |
don't say they aren't a bit shocking sometimes. But "shodk tactics' in
theology aren't any wiser than they arein war, and certainly they aren't
any novelty in @ther case’ he added, chuckling at hislittlejoke." They're
asold asHomer in one cae and at leas asold as Ariusin the other .

'‘But | ill don't s=' | sad patiendtly, 'why you call this book old-
fashioned. | quite s that the syle may be cheap and objectionable, but
dill theideasin it may be new and valuable all the same'

'‘My dear boy," answered Uncle Richard, 'therés only one thing the
heretics have been saying snce time began, and that is that nothing can
be true unless you can undergand it. They've been proved wrong any
number of times, but they always come up smiling in every generation.
Poor old Athanadus (or whoever wrote that Creed) thought he'd setded
their hash oncefor all, but he didn't allow for human nature.’

'‘But surdy,’ | rgoined, ‘we know so much more about the laws of
natur e nowadays that we can undersand more; and we can say that some
things couldn't possbly have happened.

‘Do you ever read Donne ? asked my undle, with apparent irrelevance.
‘No? | thought not! | suppose you think him too old-fashioned. Well,
if you did read him you'd find a good many suggestions asto the limits of
our knowledge—

Why gassis green and why the blood is red
Are myderies that none have reached unto.

No, don't talk to me about the spectroscope’ he went on, fearing an
interruption; 'I've no doubt you can talk a lot of learned nonsnse
about it, but how much do you really know ? And anyhow,' he added,
'you'll hardly disagree with him when he sys—

Thou know'st s0 little that thou knowest not
How thou wilt die nor how thou wast begot.

Thereareagood lot of myseries sill remaining before you can say you
undergand the laws of nature!’

'l quiteagreewe don't know everything,' sad I, 'but surdy it'sright
to use what knowledge we've got ?

'Of courseit is' answered Uncle Richard, 'but don't useit to bar out
the possbility of more knowledge coming. | tell you thething|'m really
afraid of is being made to look a fool at the Day of Judgment. " Why
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didn't you believe this?" they'll say to me, and | shall say, " Oh, | didn't
think it was possble” "And what do you know about possbilities?"
they'll say, and | shouldn't know what to answer. No, you can take it
from me that Samuel Butler was right when he said—

There lives more doubt in honest faith,
Believe me, than in half the creeds
And he wasn't exactly a Conservative, either.'

| didn't fed quite equal to so large a topic, so with the view of bringing
the conversation down to earth again | asked: 'What did you mean just
now when you said you'd suffered so much from the Conservative
type of mind?'

‘Well," said Uncle Richard, 'lI've log a fortune and a mother by it,
and | suppose you'll allow that amounts to something !'

‘Do explain what you mean, Uncle Richard," said I.

'l suppose you don't remember your grandfather?' he replied; 'no, of
course you couldn't. Well, he was what's called a hard-headed man, had
no use for new ideas or anything of that kind; he believed in sticking to
the old ways, and very well he did it. When he was a young man rail-
ways werejust coming in, but he wouldn't hear of them. Mind you, he
was full of good arguments—he didn't deny they could do something,
but said they never could get up any speed, or climb alittle hill, or draw a
heavy load unless they'd got cogged rims to work on a rack along the
rails. Oh, he proved it all right to his own satisfaction! So he kept the
railways out of his district, and they sent them into the next valley
ingtead, and that's why all his property fetched so little when it had to
be sold in the saventies, while the railways developed a thriving little town
the other sde of the hill. I'm not sure that | approve of ground landlords,
but | shouldn't have minded the money, | daresay!

"However, that's a small thing, but the other loss | haven't ever quite
forgiven. My father was a Conservative like him, wouldn't believe in a
thing till he'd really got to the bottom of it, and didn't sse that might
takealongish time. Very well, when | wasborn in thefifties, my mother
was very ill and had to have an operation: there was this new invention
of chloroform just comingin, and her doctor wanted it and she wanted it,
but my father would have none of it—said it was flying in the face of
Providence if it was true, and usdess if it wasn't. And s, as she couldn't
face the pain of the operation without it, it couldn't be done, and she died

F
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—and that'sthat,' ssid my uncle, shorting angrily and blowing his nose
‘and now perhaps you s2 why | don't believe in limiting posshbilities too
much in thisworld or inthenext either! Y our young friend may beright,
and you may be right, but |'m not going to throw up my hat and,say
what wonderful people you are because you think you've proved some-
thing can't happen. Why, thirty or forty years ago you'd have proved
the tdephone abaurd and wirdess telegraphy insane. And then you have
the impudence to talk about the Victorian mind! Anyhow we did make
some inventions and get on a bit. | can't &2 why rdigion's got to be the
only thing that isn't allowed to benefit by these new discoveries!

‘I think | s said |': "and so you mean that Our Lord'smiradeswill be
easy to explain when we know a bit more ?

'‘My dear fellow,” he said very sioudy, 'l don't say that, at any rate
not about them all. | only say | don't know, and I' m not going to pretend
| do. | only know that a lot of those mirades of healing, which your
young friend iskind enough to allow, ssemed just asincredible asthe res
to the dever young felows of my generation. And now | read the other
day that a man in India—Hickson, wasn't it 2—had been healing crowds
of people there, and cading out evil spirits by the hundred. All | say is
don't dam the door!"

'Then you'd agree with Walt Whitman's poem on Miracles, | said;
'l remember hebeginsby saying-

Why, who makes much of a miracle?
Asto mel know of nothing se but miracle—'

‘Well, | don't know that | call it poetry,’ said Uncle Richard, risng
and going over to the bookshdves, '1'm too old-fashioned mysdlf for that,
but it ssams to me uncommon like good prose sne If you want it in
poetry, | can giveit you from a better man that Walt Whitman, that isif
you've got a Joensr among all these fine young poets of yours. Yes, here
it isl H€'s defending himsdf to Queen Elizabeth againg the people who
sid all his dories were absurd because there was no such place as
Fairyland—

Right well | wote, most mighty Soveraine,
That all this famous antique history
Of some th' aundance of an idle brain

Willjudged be, and painted forgery,
Rather than matter of just memory;



ETON FABLES 83

Sith none that breatheth living air doth know
Where is that happy land of Faery,

Which | $0 much do vaunt, yet no where mow;
But vouch antiquities, which no body can know.

But let that man with better sense advize
That of the world least part to usisred;
And daily how through hardy enterprize
Many great regions are discovered,

Which to late age were never mentioned.
Who ever heard of th' Indian Peru?

Or who in vent'rous vesssl measured

The Amazon huge river, now found true?
Or fruitfullest Virginia who did ever view ?

Y et all these were, when no man did them know,
Y et have from wisest ages hidden been;

And later times things more unknown shall show.
W hy then should witless man so much misween,
That nothing is, but that which he hath seen?

‘There, you can read the rest for yourself. | don't know if it was good
enough for Queen Elizabeth, but it's quite good enough for me. And
now, if you'll allow me, I'il have alittle deep, and | hope| shal dream of
fairies of the good old kind, and not of German theol ogians dressed up as
angds of light. Y ou'd better read the poets alittle more, young man, and
don't try and keep your religion in awatertight compartment!"

My uncle composed himself for slumber: following his advice, | took
down avolume of Francis Thompson from the shelf: it opened at his last
poem, 'In no strange land.' | read it through again—

The angels keep their ancient places,
Turn but a stone, and start awing!
'Tis ye, 'tis your estranged faces,
That miss the many-splendoured thing.

And as| gazed from the book to his recumbent and peaceful figure | was
bound to confess that there might be morein hisview than | had thought
probable at first.
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LEAVING BOOKS

AT this time of the Half | spend a good dea of time in Chambers, and
when | am there | am mostly occupied with Leaving Books, so perhaps
It wasn't very surprising that | should find myself there in imagination.
But what was rather a surprise to me was to find a stranger sitting at the
desk, apparently engaged in sorting a miscellaneous mass of papers which
lay before him.

Helookedupas Icamein. 'Goodmorning,' hesaid. -'Ithought weshould
probably meet some time or other, but you generally get your work done
in the day-time, and | keep pretty late hours. At this time of the Half one's
kept pretty busy, especially with so many people leaving.'

| was a good deal mystified, but | tried not to show it. 'Yes, there are
alot of people leaving,' | said. 'In fact, I'd come in to s= if there were
enough Leaving Books, but you mustn't let me disturb you.’

'Y ou don't disturb me in the least, he answered, 'but, talking about
Leaving Books, | am so glad you've gone back to giving them Gray.
But of course you knew that would please me: naturally | didn't fed that
Virgil was quite appropriate..'

| couldn't imagine who he was, and thought he might be some one
with a prgudice againg the dasscs, which did not predispose me in his
favour, but | didn't like to tell him that | hadn't been thinking of him
when | made the change. So | thought 1'd change the subject.

‘May | s what you're doing ? | asked.

'‘Oh, I'mjust getting ready the things | give them," he said. 'Your
books are all very well, but they're only a kind of symbol, and my
experience is that they like something alittle more definite. So I've had
these little s of pictures made up, and they each get one of them:
perhaps you'd like to ook at one ?

He gave me a packet as he spoke, and as | looked through them | saw
that they conssted of a few of the most familiar views of Eton—School
Yard, and Chapel, and the Playing Fields, and the river with the Castle
ganding up behind it

84
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That'sjust the genera s, he went on: 'of course, they all have in-
dividual views as well. Here's a nice one of Chapel by moonlight, but
that's mainly for the Collegers, and a few views of various houses, and
someinteriors, too: they mostly like to have apicture of their own rooms
and that sort of thing.'

He showed me some more samples as he spoke, and | was struck by the
deaness of most of them. There were pictures of house matches and
races, and one or two interiors of Chapel, and some schoolrooms, and |
noticed that a few boys had got a reproduction of a summer evening on
Agar's Plough.

'Here's rather an interesting idea,' he went on, turning to another heap,
'it's caled "the first time" series—the first time a boy goes into tails, or
stick up collars, or gets into Pop or whatever it is: they like having a
picture of that.'

'l suppose they aren't all pleasant pictures,' | said, as | turned over the
heap; for | had come on one which aboy could hardly wish to remember.

'‘Oh no, they aren't all pleasant by any means,’ he said, with a sigh,
'but | can't help that. | only wish | could.’

'‘But don't you give them anything but pictures? | asked. 'Somehow
you seem to want the sounds of the place as well as the sights!’

'Of course | do,' he answered, 'but they're rather harder to show you.
That's donejust on the same principle: they all have some of them, like
the clock striking, and Chapel bell, and the shouting at a house-match or
on theriver, or the tune with which the Corps plays itself home after a
field day, and then they have their own particular set aswell. Here'sthe
record of the clapping when afellow gets his colours, or makes a century
or whatever it is—and a few hymn tunes and an occasiona anthem, and
the cooing of the pigeons in School Y ard, and the general vague noise at
absence, the sound of house bells at Lock up, or the row on the bank at
Junior House Fours. There are a rare |ot of different records, besdes the
moreindividual ones.

‘But I've had another idealately," he went on. 'l thought it mightn't be
abad plan to give them abit of poetry of their own to remember, though
of course it's very hard to get anything that would fit them all. | did
think one might find something in the Psdms, but they none of them
quite do.’

'‘Oh, | don't know," sad |, 'ther€'s that one that ends " The Lord
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preserve your going out and your coming in": that fits in fairly
wdll.'

'Yes' heanswvered, 'but it begins, "1 will lift up my eyes unto the hills’
—and that's hardly the thing for the Thames Valley, isit ? | likeit better
in the Scotch verson,” he went on—'the one poor Mrs. Weir usad to Sng

in Weir of Hermiston, you remember
The Lord thee keep, the Lord thy shade
On thy right hand shall stay,

The moon by night thee shall not smite,
Nor yet the sun by day.

| like that, egpedialy of course because it was written by a Provost of
Eton. But it doex't quite do. No, | shall haveto try and write another.'

"You'd want to be a genius for that,’ sad |.

'‘Well, that'sjust what | am,’ he answered, with a amile. 'I'm what they
call the geniusloci. |'ve got a good metre, but it's very difficult, with alot
of double rhymes'

' " Old Eton places old Eton facss' 7 | suggested.

'No, not quite/ sad he, 'though that might come in. 1'll show you
what I've got s0 far, and you can se if it'll do. Thefirs versisjust a
general one for everybody, about the jolly things they all want to

remember.
Take this in token that thoughts unspoken
With chains unbroken will bind you still,
Y ou'll first discover how much you love her
When your time's over for good or ill.
As miners measure their hegps of treasure,
And count it plessure to watch them grow,
The games you've played here, the friends you've made here,
Y ou must remember before you go.'

'‘That's pretty good,” said I; 'but what about the people whose memories
aren't all 0 pleasant ?

'That's a bit harder,” said he, 'but I've written a verse that's meant to
encourage them a little.

'Have done with grieving that, now you're leaving,

There's no retrieving a failure here,

Y ou yet may borrow a hope from sorrow,

And face to-morrow with braver cheer.

What Eton brought you, what truth she taught you,

What good she wrought you, the years will show,

But vows you've made here and prayers you've prayed here
Y ou must remember before you go.'
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Hedidn't wait for my criticism, but went on: 'But the third varseis
the mog important of all and the hardest to write. The idea is that—
oh, well, you shall s for your sdf:

Enough bewailing of fault and failing.

Let faith prevailing take heart and say,

"The God who made us and lives to aid us

Has ne'er betrayed us, though we betray.

Five years for sowing, and now we're going,

It'stime for showing the crop we sow;

The God who chose us and loves and knows us

Will not forget us where'er we go." '

| ligened carefully. 'Thank you very much,' | said, 'but I'm not sure

the Psalm isn't bet after all. And to s if you agree with me, | think
we will dng it now: it is Psalm 121, "I will lift up mine eyes unto the

hills"

ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON

No doubt mog of you have ssan the sscond tapestry in Lower Chapd,
which represents &. George killing thedragon. It so happensthat | have
in my dressng-room a copy of the famous picture by Carpaccio of the
same event, and the two of them resulted in a curious dream. | want to
tell you firg the dream and then the comments on it made by one of
my critical friends.

| dreamt | was in a large room in which there were three tables far
apart from one another, and round each table a group of people busly
employed. | aked my guide—for one often has a guide in dreams—
what they were doing, and he answered, 'Jigsaw puzzes, of course
come and look. They won't sseyou, but you mustn't interrupt them.'

He took me over to the firg table and, sure enough, there were a lot
of people working hard at a puzzle: they looked very learned, many of
them bald-headed and spectacled, and they were disputing rather bitterly
with one another. One man had got together a lot of pieces of flowers,
while another had some revolting-looking skulls and pieces of dead
bodies, while some otherswer e putting together dark bits of wood, which
seemed to be just background.

‘I know what it is," | whispered to my guide, excitedly; 'it'sthe bottom
of that picture of . George!'
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"You needn't mind speaking aloud,’ he said, 'they won't hear you:
yes, it's the bottom of the picture, but thejoke is that they think it's the
whole. Jud listen for a bit and you'll hear them talking about the other
tables.

Just as we got there they all stood up round the table, like people saying
Grace, and all said together very solemnly, 'Truth is strong and shall
prevail," and when they had finished they all shook their fistsat the people
at the other tables: but they were much too busy to pay any attention.

| stood and listened, and soon one of the most learned rapped on the
table and said, 'My friends, | think we have now got far enough to be
aure that the pictureis a picture of still life.

‘Nonsense!" said alittleman angrily. 'I'vejust found a toad.'

‘And I've found a snake,' said another.

'l don't ssewhy you call flowersand grass still life,' said a third.

But the majority were againg them.

‘What he means,' said an old gentleman in soectades, 'is, that thepicture
shows no trace of conscious life, or at any rate of human activity. It
represents Nature in its true character: some of it is ugly, some of it less
ugly, but that does not matter much. The point is that it is a picture of
theworld asit isto-day, and we ssethat in it thereis no trace of Goodness
or Purpose: it is a mere mass of detalil .’

'l quite agree about there being no sign of Goodness,' said another. 'l
always said that was a silly idea, and a waste of time to look. But about
Beauty, |'m not so sure—'

And then they all began to shout at once, some crying, '‘Beauty and no
Purpose, and some crying, '‘Purpose and no Beauty,' and a few crying,
'‘Goodness rather feebly, and the rest shouting them down.

'"You'd better come away,' said my guide; 'they'll go on squabbling
for along time now: let's try the next table!’

At the next table was quite a different st of people: they looked more
like poets or artigs, and they seemed rather more peaceful than those we
had left. As | looked at the table | saw that they had fitted together all
sorts of beautiful things: one had got a lovely patch of blue sky, another
a ship in full sail, and one had put together a beautiful lady, whom |
recognized as the princess whom St. Geor ge was saving from the dragon.
They were all full of delight in what they had done, but some of them
werevery critical of thework of theres, and said that the blue of the sky
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was a crude colour, and the lady's face was out of drawing, and so on.
They were trying, as they talked, to put the pieces together, and couldn't
agree what the subject of the picture was.

‘'Don't they know they've only got part of the picture ?' | asked my
guide.

‘No,' he said: 'they think they've got it all: of course they know the
other tables are hard at work, but they don't think much of them. Listen
and you'll hear.'

A young man was making a speech about what he called Values,' and
he said that it was time to realize that Beauty was the only thing that
counted. 'As for the people over there,' he said, 'they've forgotten that
Beauty is the only Truth and the only real Goodness. We ought really
to go and kick their tables over, but it's not worth while. They'll never
find anything worth putting together, but we may as well leave them
alone, for it may come in as a background to our picture. What we've
got to do is to put this bit together. Now | think the human form is the
real thing, and we want to get that in the centre.’

And then the trouble began. It wasn't quite so violent as at the first
table, but it wasjust as bitter, for some said it didn't matter what the
picture was about, but Form was the only important thing: and another
said it was Colour, and athird said it was Proportion—and they all were
a good deal excited. There was one old man who said that they couldn't
get on without Goodness, but nobody paid much attention to him, and
after abit he slunk off to the third table, followed by the laughter of those
whom he had |eft.

'‘That comes of mixing things up," said the young man; 'l knew he
wasn't really an artist: he'll come back with some silly ideas that a man
can't be an artist unless he's moral, as if every one didn't know that Artis
enough in itself.'

'| suggest, sir,' said alittleman, who looked like a poet, 'that we calm
our minds by singing our usual hymn." And they all stood up and very
solemnly sang, to a tune | didn't recognize:

Beauty isTruth: Truth Beauty: that isall
We know on earth and all we neaed to know.

And, as they sang, they glared fiercely at the people at the other two
tables, none of whom paid any attention at all.

| daresay you have noticed that it takes a great deal longer to describe a
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dream than to dream it, 0 | must keep till next Sunday what | saw and
heard at the last table.

'l wonder what we shdl find at the third table,' | said to my guide as
we crossed the room.

'‘Oh, they're the people who think Art is all awaste of time," said he,
‘and asfor Truth—well, they think they've got hold of all the truth that
really matters.'

'l suppose they have, haven't they? | asked. 'At any rate, they've
got St. George and the Dragon, and that's what the picture really is
about.'

My guide hesitated for a moment.

'l think they've got the most important part,’ he said at last, 'but you'l|
g they don't find it very easy to put it together.'

When we got to the table there was a great uproar going on. One man
had just put together agreat piece of the Dragon, and hewas holding forth
about his discovery.

'‘Now you see' he sad triumphantly, 'the picture is a picture of a
Dragon, or of theevil intheworld: we know that the important thingis
not what artists call Beauty or what scientific people call Truth: what
mattersisthe Moral nature of theworld. And here we s clearly that the
world is an evil place, and the Dragon or Evil is the central figure.'

And all the people who had helped to find little bits of the dragon said,
'Hear, hear!"

But there were some who disagreed. One man had found bits of a
horse, and he sad it was silly to say that a hone was evil or a kind of
dragon, and when the first man sad it was only there to be eaten by the
dragon, he said it seemed a very powerful horse, and he couldn't s any
sgns of its having got the worst of it.

And some others had found bits of a man on horseback, but the first
man pooh-poohed it and asked how a man could hope to fight a big
Dragonlikehis.

'I've found a bit of a spear,’ said one of the party.

‘Ah,' said another, 'but I've found another bit and it'sbroken! What's
the good of a broken spear?

And at that the champions of the lance were rather disturbed for it
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did look asif the dragon would be bound to win, and the Dragon party
wer e correspondingly elated.

But there was alittle clergyman in spectacles (rather like Father Brown
in Chesterton's detective stories) whom | noticed chuckling to himsdlf,
so | kept my eye on him, and after abit, when the rest had stopped talking,
he sad very quietly:

'It's quite true the lance is broken near the middle, but it's the end of a
lance that really matters, isn't it? No one ever killed any one with the
middle of a lance.’

'‘What do you mean ? asked the leader of the Dragon party.

'‘Well, I've got a small piece here which will show you,' sad the little
clergyman; 'of courseit's not very big, but it's good as far as it goes:

And he showed them the bit he had put together, and there was the
point of the spear going straight into the Dragon's eye.

'I'tlooksrather like afatal wound, doesn't it 7 he said, rubbing his hands
together. 'l never really thought the Dragon would have it all his own
way.'

'l don't call that evidence,' said some of the others, but a lot of those
who hadn't spoken before now began to talk all at once, and some
said:

'‘God's in His heaven,
All'sright with the world.’

And some said, 'Three chears for St. George,' and one pulled out a Bible
and read about the old serpent which is the Devil and Satan, and how he
was chained and cadt into the abyss. and they all gathered together and
sang, loud enough to drown the voices of the rest: 'The fight is o'er, the
battle—'

‘Well, that's my dream," said | to my critical friend.

'‘And what do you make of it?' said he.

'Surely it's pretty simple,' | said. 'There are three kinds of things that
people worry about—Truth, Beauty and Goodness and they all think
their own subject is the only one!

*And which of them do you think isright ?' he asked.

'Oh, thelad, of course | said. 'l dothink it'savery good pictureof the
things that matter most to have St. George killing the old Dragon, and
theres just comesin as a background. Don't you agree?
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He hestated for a moment.

'‘What was St. Georgelike? heaked at lad.

'Oh, the bits of him | saw werejust the usual thing: ared aosson his
armour, and a helmet on his head—no, | rather think the helmet had
fallen off.'

‘No wounds ? he asked.

'Not ascratch,' | said; 'he was ssimply driving his goear homefor all he
wasworth—rather afinesght.’

'‘That'sjust the bit | don't like," he said dowly. 'I wish hed had some
wounds.'

‘Why on earth—' | began.

'I't looksjust a bit too easy,’ hesaid. 'MYy idea of St. George isn't quite
s0 oick and span. Oh yes, he ought to have some wounds, |I'm sure!

‘What sort of wounds ?' | asked.

'Oh, any sort would do," he said, 'but if you ak me, | should have
thought hemight havethem in hands and feet, and Sde—and some marks
on his forehead where the thorns had pierced. After all, those are the
marks of the greates Conqueror we know.'

And, on Eager Sunday evening, | don't think you will doubt that my
friend was right.

CANDLES

No doubt thereis a great deal to be said for dectric light as opposed to
candles, but there are some loses to be st on the other sde. Electriclight
Is avery impersonal thing, and even when it goes off unexpectedly you
never fed that it'sdoing it of its own accord. That's the worst of living
in a scentific age. Y ou can't take the same sort of personal interest in a
heating apparatusthat you can in afire—especially in awood fire—and
| think I'd rather take therisk of being sometimes cold in a house with fires
than of being scientifically overheated in a house with the bex modern
apparatus.

But, all the same, it wasrather a surprise to me the other day, when |
had put out my candlesin an old-fashioned house and was just dropping
off to dep, to hear a discusson going on between the candles by the sde
of my bed. | mus have missed thefirst part of the conversation, and it
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was a little time before | could make out who were taking part in it, but
asit went on | discovered that they were a bedroom candle, another in a
tall candlegtick and a third which hadn't been lighted at all but was
danding by their 9de in resrve. Evidently the lag (whom we will call
the Young Candle) had been making enquiries of the others what it felt
like to be lighted, for thefirst thing | heard digtinctly was the Bedroom
Candle saying, in avery superior tone, 'Oh, it'sno good trying to explain
if you haven't tried it. | wish you wouldn't ak such slly quegions. Do
tell him to gop talking! | want to go to deep!”

The Tall Candle was more congderate 'l think you're quiteright to
try and undersand,’ it said, 'but of course it's difficult. The point is that
you fed you're doing something, and that's a pleasant feding.

'‘But what exactly are you doing? asked the Young Candle. 'l se
you're both getting amaller and amaller, and that doen't look very
attractive. | think 1'd rather gay as| am and beleft alone!’

‘| wish you'd let other people alone," said the Bedroom Candle sulkily.

'‘But if you were left alone' said the Tall Candle, 'you'd never do
anything.'

'l don't want to do anything particular,” sad the Young Candle; 'l
want to gay just as| am. | don't s the point of doing anything at onés
own expenss, and all your idea of doing something ssams to involve
usng yourself up. What do you get out of it, when all's said and done ?

'It'srather fun making placeslight,’ said the Tall Candle rather apolo-
getically. 'l remember once—'

The Young Candle interrupted him rudely: 'But they are light about
half thetime asit is. | can't &2 why you want any more light than there
isalready.’

'Oh, hangit all,' dlid the Bedroom Candle degpily, 'you aren't going to
pretend that daylight is as good as candldight, areyou ? | call it down-
right didoyal nonsense'

'l think you'd better go to dep.’ said the Tall Candle soothingly, 'and
let me talk to this young fellow.'

The Bedroom Candle grunted, "Well, | hopeyou'll put some snseinto
hishead,' and then it dropped off to degp, mur muring drowslly, ' Daylight
as good as candlelight, indeed! Stuff and nonsensd!'

TheTall Candlewaited till the murmurshad died away: then he went
on, turning to his young neghbour, 'Of course you're quite right:
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daylight ismuch better than candldight. It'sthefines thing in theworld
—and that'sjust why I think it'safinejob to be allowed to carry on the
un'swork when hes had to go away. | dhall never forget thefirg time
| was lit, and how proud | was to s the darkness running away as if it
was afraid—jug as it does every morning when the saun gas up.’

TheYoung Candlewasalittlebit impressad. 'But it does mean wagting
away onedf, doexn't it?" he asked; 'and are you aure it's worth it?"

'‘My dear fellow,” said the Tall Candle, 'of course it is! Why, what
do you think we're made for ? And what do you think we're made of,
iIf it comesto that ? Nothing but a lot of wax and a bit of cotton! Ther€s
nothing much to be proud of in that. But when you're once alight and
bur ning—why then there is something to be proud of. Of courseit's a bit
of ashock at first, and | won't say it's pleasant to fed onesdf burning out,
but |'m quitesureit'sworthit.'

"It does sound rather jolly," sad the Young Candle, 'but what's the
point of all this wax ? If we hadn't any wax, we should flare up like
anything, and that would be something worth seeing!’

‘It might berather fun for you,' said the Tall Candle, 'but it wouldn't
be much use to any one ds and what you've got to remember is that
you were made to be of usg and not to look pretty and enjoy your sf.
We'rejust like every one ds= | remember a cousn of mine who was an
Altar Candlestick, and hetold me, just before he died, that that was what
they were always talking about in church—that men had got a light of
their own and the one thing they had to do wasjust to kegp it shining.
So we're in good company. After all, the aun's only a candle like us
though hes so much bigger.

'‘But he lights himsdlf,' objected the Young Candle, ‘and we have to
get lit by someonedse’

'I'm not so sure about that, said the Tall Candle. 'It's true he kegps
alight all the time, but | expect some one garted him. | remember my
coudn said there was a psalm or a hymn or something which began:

Thy candle God the Lord shall light,
TheLord shall make thy darkness bright.

0 pehaps——
‘Aren't you two ever going to sop talking? growled the Bedroom
Candle. 'lt's getting awfully late.'

'I'm so sorry,' said the Tail Candle apologetically, '| was just going to
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ang him a little song I've made up about it. I'll gop as soon as |'ve
repeated that.

'Oh, all right," said the Bedroom Candle rather sulkily; 'only do make
hage about it.'

So the Tall Candle began:

'"The Sun that giveth light by day
IsGod Almighty'scandle;
He lights the world the whole long way
From far Cape Horn to Baffin's Bay,
From Cork to Coromandel:
But every night we hear him say,
My brothers, since | may not stay,
| leave the law you must obey,

Burn up, eech little candle!"

'l can't sy | care much about that,” said the Bedroom Candle: 'l don't
$e what you want to bring in the sun for.'

'| think you'll like the next verses better,' said the other hadtily, 'they're
only historical'; and he went on:

‘The world was in a sorry plight
Till Romans thought of candles,
They could not keep their lamps alight,
They groped in darkness every night
For dippers, shoes or sandals:
But we can make the darkness bright
And gloomy terrors put to flight.
For we can grant the gift of sight—

So burn up, little candles!

And when the Romans' days were done

They left the world with candles,

What matter though it were o'errun

By greedy Goth or horrid Hun

Or still morevicious Vandals ?

And one more victory waswon

When Alfred taught that every one

Can count the hours without the sun,
By making use of candles!’

'l don't mind those verses quite so much,” said the Bedroom Candle,
'‘but one gets rather tired of the same rhyme always coming in. But now
let's go to degp!’

'I'm awfully sorry,' said the Tall Candle, 'but there isjust one verse
more. It'sgot the moral init, so | don't want to leave it out.'" And he
went on, without giving the other a chance to protest:
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'To every man in his degree

We preach, we little candles,

Why need the pleasant world you s

For ever thus encumbered be

W i th stumbling-blocksand scandas ?

'Tislight aone that makes men free,

And Light has shone from Galileg;

Shine then, and bid the shadows flee,
Burn up, ye little candles !

Ther e was slence when he finished. | rather fancy one of his audience
had gone to degp already—but | lay awake thinking over what | had
heard. Of course | knew that in the Bible it said that God was Light, and
that Christ was called Lux Mundi, the Light ofthe World. But | don't
think it had struck me that | was supposed to be a light of theworld my-
sdf: it seemed rather an impudent idea. But | remembered vaguely there
was something about it in the Sermon on the M ount, so | got out of bed,
lit the Young Candle (I thought he seemed rather pleased to be lit) and
found the passage—and thisiswhat | read: 'Ye are the light of the world.
A city that is st on a hill cannot be hid. Neither do men light a candle
and put it under a bushel but on a candlestick, and it giveth light unto
all that arein thehouse. Let your light so shine before men that they may
se your good works and glorify your Father which isin Heaven.'

So it looked as if the Tall Candle was not so wrong after all.

TIME'S OFFICE
July 25, 1926.

| cAN'T really remember what the dream was about, but it ended, as
dreams so often do, in my having to get something done in an impossibly
short time, and | heard myself saying, 'l really must have longer! Y ou
must give me more time!" And then, again as happens when one tries to
remember dreams, the scene became quite distinct and | found myself
sitting in an office opposite a fresh-looking young man on the other sde
of the table.

Hesmiled at meand said, '"No usg | 'm afraid! It simply can't be done!'

'"What can't be done? | asked.

'l can't give you more time,' he answered; 'l can lend you some of
course, but that's not what you want.'



MORE ETON FABLES 97

| looked at hi m and began a question. 'But surely . . .

He laughed at me.

'Oh, | see, you'relooking for the scythe and hour glass. | expect you've
been looking at the weathercock on the new building at Lord's. That's
only a poetic fallacy. Time doesn't get old: why should i A manwho
lends money doesn't have to spend it, and as | said just now, mineisonly
a lending business.’

| didn't feel equal to an argument, so | went back to his first remark.

'‘But why can't you give any away? Surely a few minutes couldn't
matter much ?

'‘That all depends what you do with them,' he said, 'and how can | tell
what that would be? Why, aman could alter the result of any game, or
ruin most of the music in the country, or make his fortune on the Stock
Exchange.

'‘But, of course,' he went on, 'that isn't usually what people want. They
want to have some particular time over again—the best half-hour they
ever had, orjust the few minutes when they'd brought off some great
ambition or heard some glorious news. But that can't be done either,
and they're generally very sensible about it."

'l suppose,’ | said, 'there are the other people who want time back for
different reasons—I| mean people who've used it wrong and would give
anything to have it over again.’'

He seemed a little impatient of the interruption.

'Oh, yes," he said, 'of course there are plenty of them. If you knew what
I've been offered by great men, Emperors and politicians and generals in
thelast few years . . ." Hechuckled and went on, 'Anditisn't only public
men. I've had boys in here, sometimes they're the saddest casss of all,
who'd give anything for even a couple of minutes over again. It's rather
heart-breaking, | can tell you, dealing with people who are really
unhappy.’

'‘But how do you deal with them?' | asked, thinking to myself that he
didn't look at all as if his heart were broken badly.

‘Well, really, you know, it's not my business, he answered. 'l just
have to hand them over to my partner. He's only a sleeping partner,
really, but | turn all that part of thejob over to him. It'snotin my line
at all. That's what he's there for.’

| wasjust going to ak the obvious question when | saw some paper

G
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lying on the table, and on it as a heading the words, Time and Eternity,
Unlimited, so | was silent.

'Y ou come from Eton, don't you?' he went on. 'l thought so; well,
perhaps you're a wethaob.'

| disclaimed the suggestion, but he continued, 'Anyhow, you'll under-
stand what 1'm going to say. From my point of view a boy's life at Eton
isjust like abit of theriver. He sarts well up above Athens, where therée's
no one much on the bank, and he goes on down with nothing much
happening except some bathing, perhaps, and general amusement: that's
while he's a lower boy. Then he has to get round Sandbanks, where
quite a lot of people come more or less to grief—but we'll suppose he's
got round that somehow. And then he comes more or les into the
public eye, and there are people on the bank to sse how he's getting on;
more and more publicity, and more and more praise or blame, whichever
it may be, and rafts and Windsor Bridge, which means the genera public
aswell, and then there's the weir, and then it's all over—all over, | mean,
asfar asEtonis concerned. That'stheway | look at it, and you may take
it from me that's all thereistoit.'

‘Aren't you leaving out a good lot? | asked. 'After all, he's doing
something to the place as well as just being looked at: it may be good or
it may be harm, but Eton isn't quite the same when any one's been through
it, even if he's not what you call a public character.'

He concedled a yawn.

'‘Oh, | didn't sy it was the whole truth. | only sad it wasn't a bad
picture from my point of view. And after all, it's not unlike one of your

own hymns.

Thebusy tribes of flesh and blood,
With all their cares and fears
Arehurried onward by the flood,
And logt in following yean.

| always think that's awfully true. Which Psalmisit? the ninetieth, |
think.'

He smiled at me in a sdf-satisfied way, and began to hum under his
breath another tune, which | recognized.

Gather ye rosshuds while ye may,
Old Timeis ill a-flying.

‘It ought to be "young Time," of course' he interrupted himsdf to

say, 'but the poets and artigs have never been fair to me!
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And suddenly | knew him for the fraud hewas, | got up angrily and
said:

'I don't believeyou're a partner at all! | believe you're only the dffice
boy gtting in his mader's chair. You've left out all about the interest on
the loan, which is the thing that really matters, and you haven't the least
idea how that part of the busnessisrun. Why, I'm not at all sureyou're
real at all,' I went on with gathering indignation, 'you're only whatever
IS it it?—yes, you're a category of the human intdlect, and as for your
predous hymn, you've left out the beginning and the end.’

And as| quoted them to him | saw him collapse in his chair.

Lord, thou hag been our dwelling-place in all generations.

Before the mountains wer e brought forth, or ever thou hadg formed the earth and the world,
even from everlagting to everlasting thou art God.

Let thy work appear unto thy servants, and thy glory unto their children.
And let the beauty of the Lord our God be upon us and egablish thou the work of our hands
upon us yea, the work of our hands egablish thou it.

THE OAK TREE
End of Summer Half, 1925

ON the Sunday after Lord's, which, asyou will remember, wasa hot thy,
| was stting under an oak tree in the afternoon and looking up through
the leaves into a blue sky. It was getting late and the blue was getting
paler—amog an Eton blue, in fact. That may have been the reason why
oak tress and Eton were vaguely confusad in my mind as | dropped off
into a doze: if you want to be polite you can call it Assodation of |deas,
but | shouldn't call it by so0 fine a name as that.

Anyhow, it wamn't a great surprise to hear a voice saying, as if the
goeaker was going on with a conver sation:

'Of coursg you can't expect all the details to fit, but the general idea
is sound enough.'

'| beg your pardon,’ said I, ‘what wasthat you said ?"

'| said the general idea was sound,' the voicereplied. " They are rather
alike when you cometo think of it.'

| turned round to s the eaker: hewasalittle green man with queer
crinkled face which grinned as he caught my eye.
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'No, I'm not a Dryad," he said, 'they're very scarce hereabout; not
water enough for them perhaps; but | know alot about Enghsh trees, and
it's the best idea you've had this afternoon.’

As amatter of fact | hadn't had many idess that afternoon, so | wasn't at
all insulted, and | answered him kindly.

'l uppose you mean that generations of boys pess away like the leaves
of atree. It's not a bad idea, and |'m glad you approve,' | said, 'but |
don't s quite how it works out. Do you mean generations of boys are
like generations of leaves ? Because if that's it, the ideaisn't very new, is
it i Homer thought of it first, | mean, and it'sin the Bible, too.’

'l never said it was new,' he answered, ‘and |'m too old to think all
the best ideas have got to be new ones; but as a matter of fact, | didn't
mean that exactly. Take it this way: heres the tree, that's the school:
there are the branches, those are the houses—they try and look as if they'd
nothing to do with one another, but they know they're all the same
really, and then the boys are the leaves.'

‘There are an awful |ot of them,' | sad staring lazily up to the sky.

"Well, of course, there are all the Old Etonians to be got in somehow,'
he answered; 'you can't leave them out when you're thinking of the
school as awhole. Don't keep thinking of one generation. At any given
moment the leaves are all the Etonians that exist. If you want to be
clever, you might say that when a branch divides it means a new house-
master, but | shouldn't bother about details like that. The main point
is that the leaves all know they belong to the tree and the tree belongs to
them; they're proud of it, and it's proud of them. When you hear that
little evening rustle that gets up most nights even when there's no wind,
that's their way of showing it. Listen: | think it's starting now.'

And, sure enough, alittle stir was just beginning among the leaves, and
asmy littlefriend beat time| thought | could make out thewords:

Night by night, as the sun is setting,
W e, Thy children, give praise to Thee,

Our small sves for a while forgetting,
Little leaves of a mighty tree.

Leaves, a thousand that lived before us
Leaves, a thousand that ill shall be,
Sing we each of the branch that bore us
Branches born of a sngle tree.

Therugling sound died away, and all was quiet again.
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'‘Does the tree ever Inswer them ?' | asked.

'Oh yes' he said, 'but the answer goes inside!’

‘Insde what ?' | asked.

'"Why, ingde the tree, of course' heanswered. 'l know you have to be
careful how you talk about "sap" at Eton, but that's the way it's done.
The sap comes up from the root and up the stem and out into all the
branches, that's how the tree gives them life, and that's how it gpeaks to
them.'

'And when does it gpeak ?' | asked. 'l don't hear any answer now.'

'It's speaking all the time,' he said; 'put your ear to the trunk and
listen.'

| did ashetold me, and at first | could make out nothing; then | thought
| could catch a word or two.

'"Why it'sLatin!" | said, turning to my guide.

‘Nonsense!' he said, 'my trees were in England much too long ago to
have to speak any foreign language.'

"Hush!" | said.'I"'m surel'vegot it now. Why, it'sKing Henry'swords:

Sitisboni pueri, mitesdocilesgue.’

'l knew what would happen,’ he said, with an air of disgust; 'you've
got the two ideas mixed up; that always happens when onetriesto explain
things. And now it's no good telling you about the root.'

'Oh, please do,' | said. 'I'm so sorry | was so stupid. | suppose the r oot
is really the biggest thing of all.’

"Of course it is,' he answered, a little mollified by my apologies. 'No
one ever thinks about it, but it's the one thing that really counts. The
root holds on to the solid earth but it only holds on so that the tree may
get up towards the sky; and the rain comes down and the tree goes up,
and the root's the thing that binds the two together.'

‘And do roots sing ?' | asked.

'Of course they do,' he answered. 'Lie down by the trunk and put your
ear to the ground and you may hear—but you've got things so muddled
up in your brain you may hear anything.'

| lay down and listened, and | suppose he was right, for what | heard

had more to do with men than trees

Heaven is high and heaven isfar

(Ask of the moth that sought the star),
Earth is heavy and dull and low,

Y et to heaven the way | know.
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Heaven isfat and heaven is high,

Y et my leaves shall dance in the sky.
L ove from heaven to earth may come,
Love on the earth can make its home.

Trees to heaven may never grow,
Y et to heaven the way they show,
Rooted, grounded, on earth in love,
M an may reach to the heaven above.

They don't sound very gtriking, I'm afraid, when they'rewritten down.

Thelittle man was obvioudy not at all impressed. 'That sort of thing
may do very well for your dms at Eton," he said: 'l have always under -
good they were rather a soft-hearted lot, but it's much too sentimental
for me. | don't carefor all thistalk about love: "hearts of oak" are what
wewant. Jud look at the British Navy!"

'l don't know about sentimentality, | sad. 'l can't s that therés
anything very wrong in a boy loving his schod and loving his friends
and wanting to do the bet for both of them, and any one who does that
sEMsto meto have theroot of the matter in him; and as for the British
Navy," | went on, 'l never heard such nonsnse in my lifel Every one
knows that the British sailor is the mog sentimental man alive. That's
why we are all so fond of him. Look at Nelson!’

And as| began thinking of Nelson being quoted againg sentimentality
| got s0 excited that | began to laugh, and as usually happens in dreams
when onelaughs, | woke myself up. Thelittleman had disappeared, but
| got up and walked over to thetree, thereweretheroats, or at any rate
the agns of them, going down for centuries into the earth; there wasthe
tree securdy basd on it, and, as | looked up, there were the branches,
seeming S0 different and yet all alike, and there wer e the leaves—ssaming
s0 alikeand yet all so different. And there, at any rate, ismy dream, for
you to make of it what you please

ALL SAINTS DAY

'I'M tired of hearing about Saints' said the Plain M an.'Why not just call
them good men and be done with it? It's a tiresome word—and very
mideading.

‘All words are mideading,” said the Parson; 'at lead they can be: you
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might just aswell say that you didike calling people poets becauseit makes
you think of men with doaks and long hair.'
‘Thank you," said the Poset, 'but | rather agreewith you. But why does
thePlain M an object totheword " saint" ?
't ounds 0 smug,’ said the Plain M an, 'and makes them so congpicu-
ous | like Lowel'sidea:
The bravely dumb who did their deed,
And scorned to blot it with a name;

M en of the old heroic breed,
W ho loved heaven's slence more than fame!

'| likethoselines of L owell," said the Poet, 'but | ill don't ss2why they
shouldn't be called Saints It's a good old word anyhow.'

‘It means' explained the Parson, ‘a man dedicated or st apart—'

'‘Thereyou are,' interrupted the Plain M an;' " dedicated and s apart™ !
That's just the sort of language any decent person hates Why can't you
let them be natural—just human bangslike any one ds ?

'l never said they weren't natural,’ protested the Parson. ‘I only meant
they had something about them that mar ked them off from other people.’

The Plain Man was more indignant still. *Why in the world do you
want to mark them off?" he enquired. 'A good man's a good man, and
none the better for having a halo put round his head.'

"If you go into Chapd-' began the Poet.

'Yes, | know," interrupted the Plain Man again: 'if | go into Chapd |
shal s a lot of men in dained dgass looking like nothing on
earth!"

'l do wish you'd let mefinish,' said the Poet. 'l was going to say that
if you go into Chapel you'd s= the light shining through all sorts of
different coloured gass that's my idea of what a Saint is'

'‘But thelr faces my dear man!" said his friend. 'Think of ther faoes
and ther clothes!'

'l don't want to think of their faces and their dothes' said the Poet
patiendy. 'What | mean isthat every bit of gasstakesitsown bitof colour
and shows it to any onewho's got eyesto s='

'‘But what's all this got to do with Saints? asked the Plain Man
Impatiendy.

‘Dolet mefinish what | was saying, said the Poet. '| mean that a Saint
islike a bit of coloured gass through which the light shines the colours
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arc different and they may sometimes swvear with one another, but
individually they're very beautiful, and if they harmonize, as they
generally do, the efett is glorious!’

'| s the idea, more or less' said the Plain Man, 'but it ssams to me
rather fanciful. And what about plain gass? | should have thought the
light came in better through that.’

'SO it does' said the Poet. 'I was talking about Saints with a capital S.
They are the bits of coloured gass you can allot the colours as you like.
| should say Paul, for ingance, was bright scarlet, and S. Frands was
brown, and the Virgin Mary's colour a pale blue—but of course you can
vary that according to tage The bits of plain gass are your friends,

Who scorned to blot it with a name,

the saintswho just do ther job and never get put in the Calendar .

'‘There, | told you s0," said the Plain M an triumphantly, turning to the
Parson. 'l told you they were the bes of the lot, and now the Poet says
0 too.'

'I didn't quite sy that, said the Poet. 'l don't think it's necessarily
better not to have a colour; in fact light exigsto show colour, and if a man
has got a fine character of his own the light shows it and it shines glori-
oudy. | don't want to do away with gained gass'

‘Anyhow, the Parson's wrong," said the Plain Man. 'He talks as if
Saints were something absolutdy unique, and is always fussng about
them.'

'I never said anything of the kind,' said the Parson. 'As a matter of fact,
| agree with the Poet; of course we make a fuss about Saints, as you call
it, and quiteright too, but we never forget " the great multitude whom no
man could number." | don't want—'

'l know what you're going to sy, broke in the Plain Man, 'you're
going to say you "don't want to preach a ssrmon.” Parsons always sy
that, but they do want to, and what's more they're alwaysdoing it.'

'‘Asa matter of fact, | wasn't going to say that, for once' answered the
Parson. ‘| was going to say, | don't want to be critical, but it ssamsto me
the Pod's left out the mogt important thing—in fact two important
things'

'‘What'sthat 7 aked thePlain M an.

'He hasn't told us where the light comes from,' said the Parson; 'gass
coloured or plain, isn't much use without light.'
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*Ah, that'syour job- said the Poet laughing.

'‘Perhapsit is- said theParson. 'Well, | don't think it'shard: anyhow,
| don't haveto beoriginal. We'reawayssaying that God isLight, that
Chrig istheLight of theWorld, Lumen delumint—you've heard it often
enough in the Creed- he went on, turning to the Plain Man. 'l know
you don't like creads, still | think the Poet would tell you that if you
believe in Beauty or Truth or Goodness you've got to believein God at
the back of it all, and that's where all the colour really comesfrom.’

'l knew wewerein for asermon- growled thePlain Man.'And what's
the other important thing he left out ?

'Only obscured glass said the Parson. '"Most of the people you meet
aren't trying to let any light through. They're afraid of what it would
show up. Some people are born obscured, and some cover ther gasswith
all sorts of opaque subgances so that they can't look out and other people
can't look in. Now you yoursdf, for example—'

'Oh, don't get personal- said the Poet. 'It's quite trueit takes alot of
light to get through the dengty of the Plain M an, but |'ve known Poas
and Parsons who wer e certainly opaguetoo. Thetruth iswe all need to
dean our windows, and All Saints Day is a good day for window
cleaning. Let meread you alittlepoem | wroteabout it; it'squiteshort-
hewent on, hurriedly, asthe Plain M an gaveallittle shudder, 'only two
or three verss!

'Only two- sad thePlain M an, firmly.

‘All right- said the Poet with adigh; 'l call it a prayer for All Saints
Day':

Saints remembered, saintsvictorious,
Sants forgotten, shamed, inglorious,
All through whom the light divine
Shone of old and still doth shing,

All unworthy though | be,
Sed me of your company !

Light that flashed through Paul to splendour,
Light through Frands glowing tender,

Light that never besisinvain.

Save on stubborn heart and brain.

Clouded though the window be,

Shine on other men through me!
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CHANGESIN CHAPEL

| WASin Chapel afew evenings ago to watch the effect of the new electric
lighting; the experiment was over, and the Chapel was dark again when,
as | was turning to go, | heard a voice which seemed to come from close
besde me.

'‘Rather a ot of chages going onjust now!' it said. 'There's that
memorial chapel for one thing, and then the stall canopies going, and
now thiselectric light. | don't think | ever remember ayear likeit.'

'l hope you don't think it's amistake- | said, for | knew how conserva-
tive some people are. 'After all, nobody could care much for the ges
standards.’

'‘Oh, don't think 1'm objecting- he answered; 'lI've seen too much
change in my time ever to object at first sight. Why, when the East End
was all altered after the Boer War there were a lot of people who sad
it was wrong to touch the Chapel, but | aways said it was all right, and
you don't hear people criticize it now. But you se |'m used to that sort
of criticism.’

'You've ssn alot of changes, | expect? | sad tentatively, for | wasn't
quite sure who my friend was.

'A rare lot- he said emphatically; 'the Ante-Chapel was the first, but |
was never againg that. It just had to be, you see!

| was a little perplexed. 'l don't think | quite understand- | said, 'has
the Ante-Chapel been much altered lately ?

'‘Oh, not lately- he said. 'I'm talking of Bishop Waynflete; hesad it
had to be built and he builtit, and | said it was right. There wasn't really
much argument about that. But when Provost L upton built his Chape—
ah, then there was trouble! | shall never forget the things some of them
said- he ended with achuckle.

| was getting more and more confused. 'But you can't remember that,
of course- | said. 'Y ou mean you've read about it, | suppose?

'Why shouldn't | remember it ? he asked; 'that's just what |'m here for
—to remember things mysdlf, and to s that other people don't forget.'

'‘But who are you then ?' | asked in bewilderment. "Would you mind
if | turned up the light again?

He chuckled more than ever. 'Oh, you wouldn't sse me, if that's what
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you mean,’ he answered, 'Y ou can fed |'m here, as you do now, but |
expect you can do that just aswell in thedark, |'m always hereif any one
wants to find me.'" And then | realized that he must be the Genius of the
place, and | asked him in so many wordsif | wasright.

'Oh, | shouldn't call myself a genius,' he answered, 'but | do know a
good deal about Eton and about the Chapel in particular. Onecan't help
it, you know, after nearly five hundred years!'

'And you aren't afraid of all these changes? | enquired,

"My dear sir- hesaid, 'what havel to beafraid of? It's the changes that
have to be afraid of me. | always get my way in theend. Why, look at
those tombs in chapel; | confess | made a fuss when Provost Murray
wanted to be buried in the sanctuary, but | was young then, and didn't
e that | should have the last word about it. Provost Murray and | arc
great friends now. So | didn't bother when Dr. Hawtrey and Dr,
Balston came in too: | think | can make something of them in time.’

'‘But | suppose sometimes there arc things you simply can't sgand ?' |
asked.

'l only remember one- he answered, 'and that was the shawm in
Edward VI'stime, ingtead of the organ; | couldn't bear that shawm. But
it's gone, you sse ! They all goin timeif | mean them to.'

| thought | should like to hear his opinion about some of our modern
controversies, so | risked another question.

"What about the Wall-Paintings?' | said, 'do you approve of them?'

‘Well," he answered, 'of course you can't call it a change having the
Wall-Paintings back—not from my point of view, | mean.'

"No, of course not," | said, 'but what about the galls?

He laughed alittle. 'There'sno denying it's been very amusing for the
last few months,' he said; 'you seg the galls have all lost their heads about
it and arc quite furious, and the way they and the pictures carry on is
quite beyond belief. | sometimes think the pictures are not quite all there
either, and to hear them and the galls abusing one another—why, | could
listen to them by the hour! And when | think I shall have to sttle it all
for them in the end! But | never argue—that's one of my principles.

'But couldn't you make them sse——' | began.

'My dear dr,' he said very serioudy, 'you very seldom make anybody
$e anything by argument.’

"Anyhow, you don't think all changeisbad ?' | asked.
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'Isn't that rather asilly question? hereplied. 'l don'tlike changefor its
own sske any more than you do, but | don't think the world is coming
to an end when things ater, any more than you think theworldiscoming
to an end when all these boys leave at the end of a summer half. They
may think so—but there's no excuse for you.'

'Yes, | ' | said; ‘and you think the thing to do is just to keep hoping
we're changing intheright way ?

‘That's it,’ he answered; 'if each generation does the best it can, things
do move—they move slowly but they do move. | sad | never argued,
and | don't, but | do try to keep that ideain every one€s mind. There's a
little song | sing them now and then—they don't all likeit, but | think it
teaches them something. I'l1 sing it to you if you like. It'salittle heraldic
perhaps, but my Master liked heraldry and | love it for his ske'

So he sang me his song, to atune which hetold me was his own inven-
tion. And if you like it much less than | did, you must remember that |
can only give you the words as | remember them and can't give you the

tune at all.
Now the house that King Henry s in hand
(Thelion, the lily and flour de lys)
Was the bravest church in all the land,;
Y et he might not finish the work he planned.
Then he said, 'As God wills, let it be—
Shall His poor servant be wiser than He?

But a house was built that he dreamt not then
(Thelion brave and the lily pure)

That has grown in glory beyond his ken,

Not of brick nor sone but in hearts of men.
Esto pcrpetua! May it endure!

For this foundation gandeth sure!

'Twas a royal house that our King desgned
(When he gave us the lion and fleur de lys),
And a royal garden he had in mind

Of flowersbright of every kind:

He planted flowers he might not s

To bloom for a greater King than he.

'TisKing Henry's house that is building till
(For a sable ground have the lilies three).

"You won't undergand that,' he broke off.
‘I think | do,' | said; 'doex't it come in the Founder's grant of arms?
"that my college now founded to endure for ages whose perpetuity we



MORE ETON FABLES 109

wish to signify by the stability of the sdble colour, may bring forth the
brightest flowers redolent in every kind of science" '
Hewas evidently pleased. 'That'sright,’ he said. And he began again:

Tis Henry's house that is building still

(For asable ground have thelilies three)

And the builders are all men of good will—
And King Henry's hopes his sons fulfil

When they say, " Though scant our building be.
Shall not our sons build better than we ?"

The generations may not stay

(Yet dear, ah dear, are the lilies three),

Like leaves of the tree they pess away.

Y et, sons of Eton, take heart and say,

We have seen afar what the school may be—
God grant our sons build better than we !

THE PALACE OF TRUTH
December, 1924

Y ou have all heard of the Pdace of Truth, and | daresay you chink of it
as a place in which every one is bound to blurt out any idess they have
without any reserve—a very rude and tiresome kind of place. | won't
sy that | hadn't some idess of this kind till a friend of mine offered to
take methereand show it measit really is. Soif | tell you my experiences
you will understand the explanations to be his not mine.

The Pdace of Truth is a lofty building, approached by a broad flight
of geps and standing on an eminence so that it commands awide view.
Naturally the view from the ground floor windows is not so extensive,
but 'you'll s=' said my guide, 'that that doesn't matter; the people on
the ground floor can s all they need.’

‘Do you mean- | asked, 'that there arc different kinds of people on
each floor 7

'Of course,' he answered, 'or dse what would be the good of having it
in different storeysi Thefirst floor showsyou what was, the second what
Is, and the third what might be. But you'll understand it better when
you've had a look round.'

So we went up thefirst flight of sepsand as we began to mount | heard



no FABLES AND FANCIES

anoise of singing: 'Don't be darmed,’ sad my guide. 'Y ou remember

how the dairs in "The Dream of Gerontius' sang Praise to the Holiest

as Gerontius went up. These gairs are made on the same principle.’
Andas| listened | could make out the words:

God, Who knowest the things that were,
Grant us the grace to find Thee there,
Show in the world that Christ has made
Thy light gaining upon the shade,

Show, by the path that Christ has trod,
Mankind ascending the Mount of God.

When we reached the central hall of the building | saw a number of
rooms opening from it on all 9des with inscriptions over the doors.

'You'll find a lot of very learned people on this floor, scholars and
historians, and all the people who care more for the past than the present,’
sad my guide; 'but there are some of the best men of science too. Not
many artists, and to be quite honest, not the best ones either, and the same
Is true of theologians, and there are some politicians too; their room used
to be quite full, but it's been abit emptier lately.’

| thought it was rather bad luck on the historians to be kept on the
ground floor, where the view would naturally not be so good, but he
explained that they could go updtairs if they liked, but that most of them
preferred to stay downstairs.

'I's there any room you'd like to visit ? he asked. But | thought not,
for | knew something of the way in which historians worked, and | was
\ée(y doubtful if I should understand what the men of scence were

oing.

'‘But there is one question | want to ak,' | said. 'What about ordinary
peoplei | mean people who aren't historians or scientists, but only want
to know the truth about themselves?

‘The truth about the past, you mean ? he said. 'Oh yes, therésaroom
for them, but they aren't encouraged to stay on this floor. They just go
in for a bit and then go upstairs. There used to be a lot more before
St. Paul wrote that verse about forgetting the things that are behind. Y ou
e they've put that as an inscription over the door and it influences a | ot
of people. Thisis a depressing floor for private individuals.'

'‘But how does it work?' | enquired. 'lt's quite ssimple," he answered;
'it's all done by an arrangement of looking-glasses. You g a glass
naturally shows you what's behind, and there's a kind of spiritual X-ray
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apparatus fixed to thexe gassees which shows you all your pag life; would
you liketogoin ?

But | felt he was right in saying it was a depresing place, so | didn't
ak to go into that room, and, beddes | fdt that the Pag couldn't beas
exciting as the Presnt or the Future. So we turned to the dairs and as
we mounted | heard the same mudc again, but this time the words were

different:
God.Who knowest the things that are,
Lead us to Bethlehem by Thy dar,
There in the manger to us display
Thy Son, the life, the truth, the way,
That we may seewith childlike eyes
Truths that are hidden from the wise.

'You'll find a great mixture of people on this floor- said my guide.
'‘Mogt of the artigs, and mog of the men of suence, and the poes too—
though a good lot of poets go up to the floor above!

'It'srather funny, im'tit- | said, 'that if they all look out of the same
windows they get uch very different rexults?

'l only said they were on the same floor- he answered; 'they all have
different rooms, o of course their views arc different: it'sjust the same
with any house'

| couldn't think of any answer to that, and he went on, without giving
me time to discover one,

'As for the people you were talking about downgdairs, therés a spedal
room for them—no windows in it: nothing but looking-glasses again,
only arranged at a different angle, so that you can sc your sdf asyou are
without much difficulty. Very few people care to gay in that room
long.'

| shuddered a little, for | saw one or two people coming out, who
looked as if they hadn't enjoyed it. 'Boys come in here now and then/
hewent on: 'often they comein for afew minutes before their Confirma-
tion, but we don't urge them to say too long. We hurry them updairs
as fag as we can—but you can't go up without pasang through this
floor.'

‘"Why, what do you s on thefloor above ?' | asked.

‘Ohthat iswhereyou sethingsasthey might be' heanswered. 'We'll

go up at once!
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So we went up, and as we went, the words which the qairs sang were
clearer than before:

God, Who knowcst what yet might be,

Teach us to s oursdves in Thee,

What we might be, if webut dared

To claim the Kingdom for us prepared.

And hear Thine angds singing il

Of peace upon earth, to men goodwill.

‘All sorts of people come up here-my guide said. 'Paliticians, artids,
poas, sdentids and plenty of ordinary people. It's a wonderful view
that you get from any of thee windows. You find people saying here
all ther lives, but some sy it'sa grain to the eyes and they soon go down
again. And then there are some people who say they only care for what's
real and that things that are only possble aren't real. | think they're
wrong, but that's what they say.

| thought | should like some more information. 'l suppose in a way
they'reright ? | said. 'l mean, a lot of the things that might come off
don't come off, do they ?

'Of course not- he answered, 'but that doesn't keep the possble from
beingreal. | f a Prime Miniser comes up here and sassthat he might do
agreat work for his country, and then goes down and thinks about noth-
ing but his majority, it ham't come off, but the vison wasreal. If a boy
comes up here and ss that he might be a great gendeman or even a
saint, and then goesdown and behaveslikean ordinary member of society,
it hasn't come off, but the vison he saw was real, and he knowsiit's real,
at the bottom of his heart. We've got a museum here of the things that
Might have been: you'd s2 3ome very sad thingsin there!

‘What sort of things ? | asked.

'Oh, all sorts he said. 'There are the deven aoses got ready for the
Apodles which they didn't want; and Pilatés martyr's crown that he
didn't want ether, and a picture of what would have been if Judas had
thought of going to tell Jeus he was sorry, ingead of going to the high
priess—all that sort of thing, down to what would have happened if a
boy'd guck to what he promised when he went to school. A boy often
comes in for a few minutes when hés leaving school, and we show them
all what they might have been if they'd quck to it. It's a very big
museum, you se'
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‘It must be,' | said, 'but | suppose there are some cheerful things to be
sen in theretoo ?

'Of course there are' he answered. 'Didn't you ever hear of the man
who saw the criminal going to execution, and said, " There, but for the
grace of God, go 1" ? A boy can s what he might have been if it hadn't
been for the friends who helped him or the people who loved him. And
there are a lot of big things too—what would have happened if Christ
had come down from the Cross, or yielded to the Devil; all that sort of
thing down to what would have happened if the British Army had run
away at Ypres this time ten years ago, or if Nelson had been beaten at
Trafalgar.'

‘But isn't there any means in the Palace of seeing what's really going to
happen ?* | asked. 'Isn't there any window from which you can s the
things that will be?

He drew me asde and showed me a door in thewall. 'Thereisa stair-
cax' he said, 'but the door is closed. No man has opened it and no
man ever will. Even Christ Himself never opened that door. He said
that it was not for man to know the times or the ssasons which the Father
had put in His own power. You can see the marks on the door of the
people who tried to force it open, and some of them keep trying still:
but it's a very strong door.'

'‘But Christ did know what was going to happen, didn't He?' | asked.
‘Surely one does know something about it ?'

'"He knew that God was on the throne,' he answered gravely, 'just as
you can know, if you like, that you have an Almighty and most merciful
Father. The door is shut, but the gairs are singing all the same and if you
come near and keep very till you may hear what they say." | listened,
but for atime | could hear nothing, and then very faintly but very clearly
| could make out the words:

God, Who knowest what things shall be,
Love, Truth, Beauty, arc onein Theg;
Truth ismighty and shall prevail.
Lovein its beauty can never fail.

Grant us the grace to s fulfilled
All that Thy Wisdom and L ove have willed.
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THE BOY WHO WAS LATE FOR CHAPEL

December, 1925.
THE Chape bdls were down and the lag boy had hopefully hurried up
the deps

'Thank goodness' said the pigeon; 'now one can get on with onéds
breakfas in peace'

'l wonder what they go into Chapd for - said the dog, which had been
watching them as they went.

'l don't- said the pigeon.

‘Don't what ? said the dog.

‘Don't wonder - said the pigeon, pecking furioudy at a crug.

'That's because you can't- said the dog; 'l don't suppoe you ever
wondered at anything in your life: | don't wonder often, but at any rate
| do sometimes!’

‘And alot of good it doesyou- said the pigeon contemptuoudly.

'l don't know about that- said the dog: 'perhaps it doesn't, but | do it
all thesame And | do wonder why they go to Chapd.'

'l think they go to pray- said a gentle voice,

The dog turned to the Founder's datue. 'Pray, ar ? and what's that ?

'l suppose- said King Henry, with a gentle amile, '| suppose you would
call it begging.’

'‘But they've just had breakfast- said the dog in a puzzled tone. 'l can't
st what they want to beg for now.'

'It'srather hard to explain- the King began, 'but you sss—'

Jug then a boy arrived on the scene he was obvioudy late for Chapel
and made no effort to go in. The Founder beckoned him to approach.
Helooked a little sartled, but came, taking off his hat as he did .

‘What doyou goto Chape for ?" aked King Henry.

The Boy-who-was-late-for-Chapel was a good deal confused. 'l don't
quite s= what you mean, sSir- he sammered; 'we've got to go: it's a
schoal rule!

'‘Our friend here- said the King, bowing to the dog, 'was aking what
you did when you got there, and | wastrying to explain to him. Perhaps
you can do it better.'

The boy hestated: it ssamed rather absurd to be explaining thingsto a
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dog, but the King didn't seem to think it so, and after all the whole
situation was a little unusual: so he began.

‘Well, one just goes in and-'

'l beg your pardon,’ sad King Henry, 'do you mind just waiting a
moment? They're singing a Psalm which | aways like to listen to." He
took off his bonnet and stood silent for a couple of minutes. When the
singing was over he turned to the boy again. 'Forgive me,'" he said, 'you
were just saying what happened when you went into Chapel.'

'‘Onejust kneds down and says on€'s prayers, of course' the boy went
on.

‘They dways make me sit up,’ said the dog, 'but | supposeitis different
withyou. Andwhat do you ak for ?

'Oh, just anything you want," sad the boy. 'l can't explain to you:
you wouldn't understand.’

'l told you so,' sad the pigeon, looking up from its bit of bread: 'it's
no good your trying to understand.'

'‘Try and explain to him," said King Henry; 'tell him the sort of things
you ak for.'

'‘Well, one asks for happiness, | suppose’ sad the boy, slowly, ‘and
suocess and that sort of thing.'

'l don't understand those hard words," sad the dog.

'‘Oh yes, you do,' said the King, 'when you ask your master to take you
for a walk, that's asking for happiness, and when you're running after
birds or rabbits, that's the sort of thing he means by success Anything
ds? he went on, turning to the boy.

'‘Well, one prays for one's people, of course' the boy said.

'I'm afraid he wouldn't understand that,' said King Henry.

The boy was getting alittlerestive.

'l wish you'd explain it to him yourself, gir,' he said, and then he went
on, as a happy thought occurred to him: 'After all, it's you who are
responsible for our going to Chapel such alot, isn'tit ? So | really think
you ought to do the explaining.'

'Perhaps you're right," said the Founder, smiling, 'but of course | can't
tell you what you ought to pray for: | can only tell you what happened to
me. When | was your age | usad to pray just in the way you've bemn
talking about. | usad to ak for victory in war: my unce was aways
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fighting over in France, you know, and of course | wanted him to win,
partly because he was always very kind to me, and partly because | liked
the glory of it. And then later on | usad to ak for all sorts of things for
mysdf—that | should be a great king, and so on. But it was really only
begging,’ he added, turning to the dog, with a smile, just begging like
yours.'

‘Onedoemn't always get thethings, doesone ? said thedog. 'Did you
get thethingsyou begged for 7

‘No- said King Henry dowly. 'No, | didn't get them, and that made
me think there mus be something wrong: that's why | tried a different
kind of prayer.'

‘What kind ? asked thedog.

'l began praying that | might understand- answvered KingHenry. 'I'm
not sure that | can make you s but you know how hard you find it to
know what your mase wants, and how hard you try to gues—at leest
thebes of you do.’

'‘They are very quesr sometimes- said the dog with a dgh, 'but | s
the sort of thing you mean.’

'‘That's where our young friend here has the advantage- said theKing,
turning to the boy. 'You s | was sure God had some purpose for me
and | was trying to find out what it was. It took me years to find it out,
but | think | learnt it at lagt, and it was worth more than all the other
things put together: but it wasvery hard work.'

The boy was slent: he knew enough of the Founder's life to realize
something of what he had had to bear, and he did not like to ak him
questions.

After a moment the King went on: 'You remember that Psalm they
were sInging just now? Perhaps you didn't hear the words, but | know
them s0 well: they meant a lot to me once, and they mean a great deal
sill. "When the Lord turned again the captivity of Son, then were
we like unto them that dream.” Yes it was like a dream, a dream too
good to be true, to think that my captivity could ever end." He sghed,
and paused for a moment, and then very gently he repeated the last verses
to himsdf: 'They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. He that now goeth
on his way weeping and bearcth forth good ssed shall doubtless come
again with joy and bring his heaves with him.'
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'‘They've got a nice verson of that in Scotland,' he went on: 'of course
it'safter my time, but | liked it when | heard it:
That man who, bearing precious ssd,
In going forth doth mourn:

He doubtless bringing back his sheaves
Regjoicing shall return.’

Therewasslence for aminute: thedog had laid his head upon his paws
and gone practically to dep: the pigeon was ill busly eating.

'So you think, gr,' said the boy at lag, rather timidly, 'you think the
point of prayer istryingtoundergand ? But isn't it awfully hard to under -
gand God ?

'‘My dear boy," said King Henry, very solemnly, 'l really bdieve He
is the only person | ever did undersand. | wish you'd try, just to please
me.’

'Of course I'll try," began the boy rather shamefacedly—Dbut just at
that moment the boys began to come out of Chapd and he began to
fed Hf-constous. 'I'm awfully sorry, I'm afraid I've got to go.! He
bowed rather awkwar dly and hurried off. Ashelooked back, he saw that
the pigeon had flown off with the remains of its crug, the dog was stretch-
ing himsdf, and the Founder was sanding just as he had o often ssmn
him gand before,

After that day, the Boy-who-was-latc-for-Chapel usd rather to make
a point of looking into School Yard when no one was about, on the
offchance that he might hear the Founder talk again. But he never
did till oneday this half, when he was hanging about vaguely after twelve
and looking round at the buildings generally. He happened to have his
eye fixed on the Chapd when he heard the voice again.

‘Well, what do you think of it?"

He turned and took off his hat, not quite so surprised asthe firg time,
and answered at once.

'‘Well, gr, | was thinking it was pretty big.

King Henry smiled.

'Oh, yes' hesaid, 'it'sbig: | meant it to be!'

,"Youmeant it togoright down KeatésL ane, didn't you, 9r ?" asked the
boy.
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'Yes,' said the King. 'l meant it to be very big indeed. | wonder if you
know why.'

'‘Didn't you want to beat anything they'd got at Winchester ? asked
the boy. 'l know I've heard something about it.’

Just at that moment he heard a noise behind him: a party of visitors
had comeinto School Y ard without hisnoticing them. He stopped short,
and dlipped round behind the statue. He heard the guide of the party
holding forth, and caught part of one sentence he was reading from an
old guide book. 'The Chapel, formerly called Christopher Hall, is an
elegant Gothic structure . . '

He waited till they had moved away and then came back.

'It's not "an elegant structure,” gir, isit? he asked.

‘No- sad the King; ‘those aren't the words | should have chosen:
and it certainly wasn't ever called Christopher Hall: Christopher was a
great saint, but | shouldn't have called my Chapel after him. But you
weretelling mewhy you thought | builtit sobig. You've had one guess,
and that waswrong. Won't you try another ?

'l give it up, sir- sad the boy with a grin, and then seeing the dog
wandering by, he said, 'Should we ak him, sir?

'‘Why not ? said theKing.

The boy whistled to the dog, who trotted up, and the Founder put the
guestion:

‘Dog, why do you think Chapel was made so big?

The dog scratched his head for a moment and then said, 'Wasiit to
prevent my going in, up all those geps, | mean ?

They both laughed.

'He's wrong, too- said the Founder, 'though it wasn't a much worse
shot than yours. It's no use asking the pigeon, isit ?| don't believe he's
ever noticed it washbig.'

'Of course | have: it keeps the sun of f too much- said the pigeon, with-
out looking up from its meal.

'Selfish brute!" said the dog, picking up a crust which the pigeon had
overlooked.

'l believe I've gotit,' cried the boy; 'we had a saying lesson about it the
other day:

Tax not the Royal Saint with vain expense
Y ou are the Royal Saint, aren't you, sir ? he asked anxiously.
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'l should hardly call myself that,' said the Founder smiling, 'but | know
the poem you mean, and it was a very kindly thought of his. But do you
remember the point of that poem ?'

'l can't very well," said the boy, 'but it was something about doing the
best you can when you want to please God: was that it?"

‘More or less' said the Founder, 'but it really was simpler than that.
You =1 knew God was the one thing that really mattered, and | thought
if I made the Chapel big enough, any one who saw it would remember.
|'m afraid they don't, though,' he ended with a sigh.

'l remember my Tutor said that was why we had compulsory Chapel,’
said the boy, 'to make us remember: but that doesn't really work either.
One does forget things, doesn't one?

"Of course one does' said the King gently. 'l know that as well as you
do: one forgets things dreadfully: and it's terribly easy to forget God.
But one can get better at remembering.'

"How doesone get any better ?' asked the boy.

""1In quo corriget?" ' said the King half to himsdf. * " Wherewithal
shall a young man deanse his way? Even by ruling himself after Thy
word." '

'Oh! it's practice, | suppose’ he went on, turning to the boy again.
'It's all practice, but I'll tell you one thing: even if you forget God, don't
ever suppose He forgets you. That would be a horrid thing to think.
Therewas a prayer | heard of the other day—the prayer of a good soldier
just before a battle—"Lord, | shall be very busy to-day: though | forget
Thee, do not Thou forget me." Not a bad prayer that, for any of us
But | expect you ought to be off'—he ended, changing his tone; 'pretty
busy, aren't you ?

‘Well, | have got rather alot to do,' the boy began, but he saw theKing
was laughing at him. "All right, sr, I'll try and remember!'

He took off his hat, and went off, but as he went out of School Yard
he turned back to salute the Founder once more.

‘Should we try and remember, old chap ? he said to the dog, which
was ambling along by his sde.

But the dog only wagged his tail in a non-committal manner.
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THE SPECTACLES

| FOUND myself in a grange placein my dream: at least it ssemed a Srange
place, though at firs | thought it was the Ante-Chapel. But there were
the fittings of a shap in it, and a benevolent old gendeman stting behind
the counter. His face and his long white beard ssamed familiar, but |
could not put anameto him, and | looked round the shop to seif | could
discover anything that would enlighten me. It was clearly an optician's
shop: Peatades in cass lay all about me, and as | looked more dosdy at
the old gentleman | saw that he was busy mending a pair. At that
moment he glanced up and greeted me.

‘Have you come for a new pair ? he said, ‘or do you want your old
onesput right ?

'I'm afraid therés some mistake- | said. 'The fact is | don't wear
dases | had to once, but 9nce ones given up reading German, snce the
war, | mean, | haven't found them necessary.

He chuckled alittleto himsdf. 'Y ou all think that- he answered, 'but
you wear them all the same only of course you can't sethem.'

‘What on earth doyou mean ?' | aked.

'[t's nothing very surprisng- he answered; 'after all, gases are made
not to look at, but to look through, aren't they ? Y ou sse my sectades |
daresay, and | s yours. but no one sesshisown. That'sonly natural.’

| couldn't think of the answer to that at the moment, and he went on:
'‘But | daresay you don't know who | am: you should take one of my
cards'

He gave me a common busness card off the counter. It had a device
of wings at the top and motto, 'Always Flying- and then | guessad who
he was, as | expect you have guesed already, even before | read the
inscription, 'Time's Invisble Soetades Limited.'

'You s£' he said, 'the spetades make all the difference they sHtle
how long theyearsare, for ingance, aswell aswhat the people look like.'

'‘But | thought all years wer e about the same length- | said.

'You aren't thinking- he answered. 'Ask any five people how long
it issnce 1914, and you'll soon s

| couldn't think of anything better to say than 'l wonder why you put
"Limited" ?.
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'‘Why, of course- he answered, 'that's just the difference between Time
and Eternity: of coursel'm limited: all the philosophy bookstell you that.'

| couldn't think of any answer to that either, so | thought I'd put
another question. 'But what's the good of wearing spectacles at all J*

'‘Why, they teach you to focus- heanswered. 'Every one has got a lot
of blind spots, and my gasses remove them and let you sc properly.'

'‘Oh, come now- | said, 'it'snot as simple as that; every one doesn't sc
properly with all your spectacles, and you ssem to have a lot sent back
to you'—for one part of die counter was Uttered with old pairs of glasses

'‘Ah, that's the parents heap- he said; 'you'll s, if you look, that
they're mosdy rose colour and they wear out pretty easly. | don't
recommend them myself- he went on; 'they make every one ook too
much alike, and | don't think it'savery pretty colour. It'sachegp brand,
and | don't keep them in stock. It's mosdy parents who bring them back,
and magters now and then.'

| pricked up my ears at that and said, ‘Do you have many magers in
here?

'‘Oh, yes- he said, 'often. Some of them strain their eyes a bit trying
to kegp on with the glassss they used to wear. | never interfere with
them, for it's nice of them to try. Of course, the more elderly gassss arc
esde to s through in away, but they aren't so clea—make boys ook
too much alike, if you see what | mean.’

| thought | saw what he meant, but | felt | was on delicate ground and
didn't like to pursue that subject any further.

'‘But even boys don't dways s quite clearly- | said, 'and who's to
blame for that ?

'It's no good blaming me- he said; 'l give them a choice and they take
all risks. Some young gentlemen arc always changing their glasses, and
blaming me because they don't fit. | let them have their own way. Wait
for nobody: wait on everybody—that's my motto. You'll sssalot of old
ones there: there's what we call the First Time sies for ingance of
course, they aren't made to last.'

‘What are they for ? | asked.

'‘Oh, they'rejust to show things the first time they happen—the first
time a boy ges a colour or goes into tails, or comesinto College Chapd,
or makes some runs, or wins a race. They don't lag long, but people
often come back and ak for them again, when they're leaving, for
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instance. Now there's a kind of spectacle we have a considerable demand
for—the Diogenes brand, | call it—there's the advertisement.’

| read it aloud: 'The wearer of these spectacles will see things and
people as they are: no possible deception: used by all intelligent young
men.'

‘Would you like to try a pair ? said the shopman, handing me one as
he spoke.

| put on a pair and looked out of the window at the green field: and
then | saw at once that the green is only an inch or two deep, and that
fields aren't really green at all but brown, as you can s for yourself if
you look at any tennis court that's been used a good deal. It wasn't at
all pretty.

'Try them on that blue coat over there- said Father Time.

| looked where he pointed at an VIII blazer hanging over a chair, and
certainly it did look a rather ridiculous garment. The blue was faint and
faded, and it was quite impossible to imagine any one wishing to wear it.
| took off the spectacles rather quickly.

'They do seem to take the colour out of things- | said; 'l"'m surprised
you deal in them.'

'l told you it'sno good blaming me- he said; 'besides there's a warning
on the box.'

He handed me a box, and | read, 'Not to be used before a looking-glass.'

'Y ou see- he explained, 'we had a lot of complaints about that. One
young gentleman had been using them alot, and had seen through all his
friends, and then by an accident he saw himself in a glass, and of course
hedidn't likeit.

'I't was funny to s=e hi m- went on the old gendeman, laughing. 'Some
of them change them when they leave. But it always amuses me to s=
them. Here's another sort | do a good trade in- he went on, and he
handed me a pair in a case labelled, 'The Robert Burns Spectacles. The
wearer of these will sse himself as others sse him."' 'Would you like to
try them on?' he asked.

‘No, thank you- | said, laughing. 'I'm not sure it would be sfe

'l think you're quiteright- heanswered; 'that's what | always tell them,
but a lot of them won't believe it, and it 6nly makes them depressd.’.
They think it sounds so nice and honest, and so it does, but when you're
asold as | am you'll know that most of the praise and blame one gets is



MORE ETON FABLES 123

for the things that don't deserve ether. No, | should never go to other
people to find out the truth about mysdf.

'‘Then wherewould you go ?' | aked. 'l suppose you give them some
good advice and not only warnings ?

'‘My dear sir- he said, ‘'warnings aren't my busnes | let people find
out their own migtakes!

‘I'll'tell youwhat itis-sad I. 'l think you'reavery cynical old gendc-
man: | should liketo tell you what | think of you.'

| was rather angry, but he only chuckled: 'Ah, but you can't, he said.
'You s you haven't got Time!"

And, as | looked at him, | noticed that he was getting smaller and
smaller and shorter and shorter, until at lag he had almogt vanished away.
| just had timeto say, 'Well, I'll tell you what | think of you another
day- when he disappeared altogether, and perhaps you will think it was
none too soon.

On the next occason when | saw Time he was in his shop as before.
He ssamed to have quite forgotten our quarre and wasfull of talk again.

‘A very busy ssason for me, this, sir- he began. 'It's a heavy j ob getting
all the petades put right for boys who are leaving.'

'‘But | thought you told me it was an automatic process- | said, ‘and
that people didn't know their petades were changing.'

'That's true as a general rule- he said, 'but on pedia occasons they
takesomeinteres in it, and when a boy isleaving heredlizesthat hispoint
of view is bound to change a bit. Of course with mog of them it'sjust
a matter of getting the angle altered. The angle makes a tremendous
difference. Chapd, for ingance, looks incredibly different when sen
from the dalls to what it does from even the highest row of scats'

'Yes, | sethat- | said, 'but they don't all scthingsfrom thesameangle,
dotheyi And there are some things they sse that you don't show them.'

He was rather annoyed at that, and his answver showed it. 'You may
take it from me, sir- he said, 'that Time shows people everything they
need want tosse | show them that it'sno good wor rying too much over
things they can't mend and faults they can't cure. There's nothing like
Timefor making a boy forget that hewagted histime at school, and think-
ing hewasrather afinefellow when hewasthere: nothing like Time for
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making him drop all his ideas about making the world a better place,
and take what he can get and not bother about things he doesn't under-
gand. | don't goin for fancy work mysdf, and all these highbrow ideas
about hidden meanings to things and lights that never were on sa or land.
| show things and people as they are, and that's quite enough for the
ordinary person. What did M r . Pope say:

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan:
The proper study of mankind is man.

And that's what my etades show—the plain, unvarnished Truth.'

This was evidently a favourite subject of his and he was getting quite
eoquent about it when suddenly | heard a voice saying, 'Time, Time, what
nonsnse you are talking!'

| turned round to s=e who was speaking, and noticed that the shaop had
got rather like the Ante-Chapel again: yes it certainly was the Ante-
Chapel, and the voice ssemed to come from behind the curtain:

‘Fancy your having the impudence to quote poetry- the voice went
on.

‘It was only eighteenth century poetry- said Time, rather sulkily.

'‘Have you ever heard of an eghteenth century poet called Blake ?
aked the voice, 'because he talked about

Seeing the world in a grain of sand
And heaven in awild flower.

and | don't think you arrangefor that kind of sight.’

Timewaslooking so small and unhappy that | began to fec quite sorry
for him. 'That's aways the way- he said to me. 'I'm always being
snubbed because |'m only temporal, as if it was my fault. It's no use
telling me that the only thing that matters is to se things and people
asGod ssssthem. And besdes hewent on, gaining assurance ashe spoke,
'I'm not sure that what God sesis quite as pleasant as all that. |'m only
going by what | ssethrough the curtain, which isasfar asl go: comeand
look.'

He took me to the curtain and we looked through towards the Eagt
Window. He was slent for a minute, and then he began repeating a
couple of lines of poetry:

His sad face from the Cross sass only this
After the Passon of two thousand yean.
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'Oh, | can quote modern poetry when | like,' he muttered. 'l should
like to know how they get out of that.'

| could not think of the right thing to say, but the ansver came from
indde the Chapd, though | could not s the angers

Time, who reckon each hour that pesses
Men s darkly through your dim glasss,
Know but little and judge but ill;

For the best of schools can be cruel places:
But God can look on our stupid faces,
And, knowing the worst of us, love us still.

Constant failures and few successes

Small ambitions that no one guesses

Little we have to show—and yet

'Tis God rekindles the dying embers,

For God forgets what the world remembers,
And God remembers what men forget.

Though He suffer our feet to stumble,

God, Who girdeth with strength the humble,
Bids us rise when we feared to fall :

For, though with reason the world contemn us,
Y ea, though even our heart condemn us,

God is greater and knowcth all.

'Yes, that's what they're always saying,’ sad Father Time, dropping
the curtain and turning back into the shop with a sgh. 'They're always
saying that, and in site of all | s | can't help bdievingit'strue!

A FANTASIA ON STRENGTH
December, 1926.

IT was a quiet evening after a sormy day, and the buildings which had
felt all the force of the wind were enjoying a little peace

'‘Nice dear night, in't it ? said College to Lupton's Tower .

'There'sbeen too much rain thiswinter,' said Lupton's Tower. 'It'sall
very well for people to sy it weathers the brick, but it can't really be
good for it: the stonework in the Cloisers was complaining about it only
the other day.'

The wind was terribly strong- said Upper School rather timidly;
being so much younger than the othersit was always rather nervous about
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joining their conversation. Beddes, every one knew it had fallen down
once already. On this occadion its intrusion was not well received.

'That's not my idea of a strong wind,' said College contemptuously.

‘Well, I really thought my parapets were going to blow over,’ said
Upper School.

"Your parapets indeed!" said College. 'Every one knows they're
rotten—held up with wire and string; besdes every one knows they're
only made of terra cotta.' Thiswas a very sore point with Upper School,
and College ought hardly to have mentioned it, for—as Chapel usd to
say—it wasmore of a misfortune than a fault; and besdes every one
doesn't know it, by any means. 'You don't call that a strong wind, do
you ?' it went on, addressing itself to Lupton's Tower.

"Of course not- said the Tower. 'As it happens | had a little argument
myself with the wind this very afternoon. It was blustering as usual, and
talking about how strong it was, and how wonderful to be able to keep
moving instead of staying in one place, but | gave it a bit of my mind.'

‘What did you say 7 enquired College.

'Oh, |l just said, it's all very well for you to talk about moving and all
that, but the point is you can't sop moving. If you stop, you're done
absolutely. That's not my idea of strength!

‘"What isyour ideaof strength ?* put in Upper School, in an ingratiating
way.

Lupton's Tower preserved a haughty slence.

'You've only got to look at us,' sad College, 'and you'd se what
strength was!'

‘But | wish you'd tell me,' said Upper School plaintively. 'l shall ak
Chapel: it's older than you, but it's not too proud to talk-'

Chapel was humming gently to itsdf, as it usually does in the evening,
and had not been attending to the conversation.

'What'sthat?' it said.

Upper School timidly repeated its question.

‘It's funny you should ak that," said Chapel. 'l wasjust humming a
verse about it: 28th Evening, my favourite set of Psalms—and it hummed
over one of the versss you havejust been singing:

"When | called upon Theg, Thou heardest me, and enduedst my soul with much strength.?

'That's a different kind of strength,’ said Lupton's T ower .
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"Oh, | daresay,’ said Chapel, 'but not a bad kind. | hear a lot about
strength one way and another. " Og the king of Basan," that's strength
of a kind, but | don't think it's the bes.'

'l wish you wouldn't be so difficult- said Lupton's Tower: 'why can't
you answer a plain question ?

'My dear fellow- said Chapel, 'when you'reasold as| am, you'll know
that plain questionsare much the hardest, and plain answers alwayswr ong.
What | mean is that ideas are stronger than anything dse, and poor Og
hadn't an idea in his head.'

'I've no idea what you mean- said Lupton's Tower sulkily.

"Why, your whole point isto be an idea- said Chapel. 'Y ou represent
Beauty, and that's where your strength is. Y ou don't suppose that if you
weren't beautiful any one would really care whether you stood up or fell
down ? And it'sjust the same with College. It represents a great man's
idea, just as | do mysdf. That's why men are stronger than we, because
they can have ideas, and we can only represent them.'

'You don't mean that really, do you ?" said College. 'All those boys
stronger than we are? Why, |'ve ssen thousands of them in my day, and
where are they now ?

'They arejust where they always were, in the hands of God- said the
Chapel; 'and the longer | livethe more sure | am that Death isn't nearly
as strong as he looks. And as for the other point, I'm quite sure that a
very small boy with a great idea in his head is much stronger than the
Pyramids.'

'l think | s what you'redriving at- said Lupton's Tower slowly, 'but
how do they get ideas into their heads ?'

'We all do something to help- said the Chapel, 'but of course they
aren't our ideas, you are Provost Lupton's idea, just as Collegeand | arc
two ideas of the Founder, and Upper School an idea of a lot of good
friends of Eton. You teach a boy that Beauty is a real thing, and they
teach him that Truth isareal thing, and | teach him that he is a son of
God—and a boy who really knows those things is a strong boy—strong
enough for anything thisworld can bring againg him.'

There was a dlence, broken at lag by Upper School saying
timidly:

Thank you very much! | shall try and not be frightened of the wind
next time; there was only one thing | wanted to ak you——'
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'Oh, do qop talking,’ said College tegtily, 'can't you s it's had
enough ? It always begins anging to itsalf when it'stired of talking.'
And sure enough Chapd was again humming quietly, but this time it
wasn't a Psalm, but something quite different, and as they all ligened they
could catch the words, which ran something like this:
The strong wind blows over s and shore
(Strong, strong isthewind),
And the waves toss and the trees groan,

But the wild night passes 'tis day once more,
And thewindis gone.

The strong tower frowns magnificent,
(Strong, strongisthetower),

Founded on rock arid built of stone:

But the years pass and the rocks are rent,
And the tower is gone.

Strong are hate and fear and sin
(Strong, strong all three),
And death, who cdlsthisworld hisown:
But the world passes and all therein—
Love gtands alone.

Love rights the wrong, Love ends the song:
Love, out of weakness, make us strong !

TOMLINSON
Trinity Sunday, 1922.

| HAVE at various times told you various dreams of mine, but the sory
| am totell you to-night could more properly be dexcribed asanightmare,
In any casg it isnot my own, for it isthe experience of a friend of mine
whom, for the purpose of the story, | will call Tomlinson, and | can only

tell you the tale as Tomlinson told it to me.
| ought to tell you that he is one of the bes of people, very kind
hearted, full of sympathy, not as a general rule gifted with any great
power s of imagination, and not at all the sort of person whom one would
usually accuse of romancing. But, as you know, nightmares are very
curious things. He puts it down to the fact that before he went to bed
he had been reading some story or other—perhaps it was 'The Monkey's
Paw'—in which the man had three wishes and had made a regular mes
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of them; and he remembers having thought that he wouldn't have made
such a fool of himselfif he had had the chance.

And, sure enough, about the middle of the night he fancied that he
found by hissideaLittleBrown Man who made him avery low bow, and
then gave him to understand that his chance had come, and that he could
have any three wishes he liked. He remembers feeling surprised because
he didn't quite know how he had earned them, but the little man was
quite positive about it, and at last he was convinced.

And then, he said, he pulled himself together, making up his mind
that he wasn't going to give himself away like the Monkey's Paw man or
the man with the Black Puddings, so he thought very hard what he could
do for the good of the world; for as | say, he is a very good-hearted
fellow; and then he said, speaking very distinctly, 'l want all human
pain to be done away with.'

He expected the little man to be rather taken aback at so large an order,
but he didn't turn a hair. He made a note of it in a little pocket book of
his and then said, 'l see sir; but do you wish it to be bodily pain only or
other kinds as well ? If so, | am afraid it would have to count as two
wishes." Tomlinson hesitated for a moment. 'Ifl might make a sugges-
tion, sir- said the Little Brown Man very respectfully, 'it would be that
you should start with the bodily pain only, and then, if that is a success
you can proceed to the other later; but, of course, it isjust as you prefer.’
Tomlinson thought this a very sensible idea and agreed to it. The little
man made a note of it in the little pocket book of his. 'l don't know, sir,
he went on, 'if you would care to use another wish now, but it occurred
to me that you might like to sec how it's turning out in, say, a year's
time. Gendemen often do. Of course, it's all the same to us, but that
would be quite simple if you would like it.'

Tomlinson meditated for a moment and then he thought there could
be no harm in gratifying his curiosity; besides, he said to himself, it will
make it easer to settle at once about the other kinds of pain. 'Yes,' he
answered aloud, 'l wish to see how it works out in a year.'

The Little Brown Man bowed and made a second entry in his book.
‘There's no objection, | suppose, he said, 'to people knowing who's
responsible ?

Tomlinson had a brief struggle with his conscience. He disliked the
idea of seeming to ask for gratitude, but, on the other hand, he felt perhaps

|
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theworld had aright to know. 'After all,' he thought, 'we should be the
poorer if we knew nothing about the personalities of our great bene-
factors, and it would be Hfish to deprive pogterity of the knowledge.'
S0 he agreed that his name might be made public.

The little man made a final entry in his book, bowed very low and
disappeared. And Tomlinson fell adegp again.

He was awakened after what ssemed a very short interval to find his
vidgtor again ganding by his 9de. 'l have brought you a newspaper, sr,
he said, 'and there are some letters that have come for you." And he
pointed as he spoke to severa large mail bags which lay on the floor.
Tomlinson took the paper from him, noticing as he did so that it was
dated a year in advance Like the good average Englishman he is he
turned to the sporting pagefir, thinking that he would kegp the impor -
tant news till the las. He was amazed to s that hardly any gameswere
being played. There was an article which he skimmed through, com-
plaining that in present conditions sport was practically impossble; gnce
it had been impossble to get hurt at Football all the interet ssemed to
have gone out of the game. Cricket, the article maintained, would soon
be reduced to the level of Sump Cricket with a soft ball. Rowing, Snce
it has become impossble to get really tired, had ceased to be a test of
endurance; and the writer sarcagically complained that the world was
now reduced to Golf, Lawn Tennis and Chess

In the next column was the announcement that some of the besx known
Packs in the country had found it necessary to dose down, as now that
all risk had disappeared from hunting, the fields had become unmanage-
ably big. '

These revdations came as a disagresable surprise to Tomlinson; he had
not realized that his wish would have such dradic results But after all,
he reflected, it was a small price to pay for the increased happiness of the
world. He turned to the inner sher of the paper, not without the hope
that he would there find some grateful reference to his srvices  The
first paragraph that caught his eye was headed in large letters WHERE
ISTOMLINSON? He began it eagerly, but his enthusasm was soon
checked. The article began:

It is to be hoped that the police will soon be successul in thelir efforts to bring the
egregious Tomlinson to justice. Many of us have had cause to pray to be saved from our
friends, but never before, we believe, hes the world been eft to the mercy of an impertin-
ent, though perhaps well-meaning, blunderer. The obituary columns on our front page
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have now spread to the second, and it seems impossible to hope for any means which will
stay the ravages of disesase. Since pain has ceased, the most ordinary laws of health are
being neglected and the number of fatal accidents to children hes increased at an appalling
rate; the work of our hospitalsis at a standstill, for the surgeons find that no patients come
to,them in time, and that those who arrive are aready in the last stage of their diseese
and far beyond their powers to help. There is grave reason to fear that the virtues of
sympathy and pity are rapidly disappearing from our midst; and that is not all, for an
epidemic of suicide is sweeping over the country. Outrages arc being daily committed
which a year ago would have horrified the world; punishment hes cessed to act as a
deterrent, and for all this, it appears, we have to thank the sensdess blunder of a wdl -
meaning idiot.

The paper dropped from Tomlinson's nerveless fingers; as it fell he
noticed that one part of its information was indeed true and that the
column of deeths spread well over the front sheet of the Times. The Little
Brown Man handed him the first letter from the nearest bag; he tore it
open and read a heart-broken letter from a mother whose child hadjust
died of acute appendicitis, which had never been redlized till too late.
Its reproaches were hard to bear, and Tomlinson says that he shudders
still as he remembers how he saw the little man handing him up handful
after handful of letters couched in a similar strain. Some were abusive,
some very plaintive; here and there, it istrue, there was aline of gratitude
from asufferer, but the others were in the vast majority and cut himto the
heart.

'‘What can | do? he cried aloud. 'l wish to goodness | had never
meddled with the busness at all.’

‘Am | to make a note of that 7 said the Little Brown Man, taking his
pencil from behind his ear.

'Yes, yes' cried Tomlinson, 'put it down. | wish that everything was
going on just as before.'

The little man made the entry and Tomlinson fell back exhausted. He
realized that all his three wishes had been granted, and that he had not,
after all, made a much wiser use of them than any of the other recipients
whom he had previously despised.

Sincethat night, | need not say that Tomlinson never csasss to reproach
himself for the chance he missed; he is convinced that if he might only
try again, he would yet make great improvementsin the l ot of mankind,;
but my own opinion is that, until he hasgone into the matter alittle
more deeply, it would be better not to risk any more experiments, and
to make the bes of things as they are.
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MEMORIES
July, 1927
T H E housemaster with whom | had been dining on the lag night of the
half had left me alone while he went off to attend to hishouse. | st in a
lar ge armchair and picked up a volume of poems which lay on the table.
It was A ShropshireLad, and as | turned the pages | stopped at the verses
of farewell to the young soldiers going on service abroad.

And you will lig the bugle
That blows in lands of morn
And make the foes of England
Be sorry you were born:

And you till trump of doomsday
On lands of morn may lie,

And make the hearts of comrades
Be heavy when you die.

| must have fallen adegp in my chair, which isa bad thing to do, though
perhaps excusable on the lag night of the summer half: | was roused by a
voice saying, 'Is there any one you'd like to go and s=? |If 30, come
along!"

| suggested a name, and had started to follow my guide before | remem-
bered how late it was. 'He's sure to be adegp by now,' | objected.

‘Never mind," said my companion, and | still followed him, wondering
deepily who in the world he could be.

He knew his way about the passages anyhow, and we soon reached the
room.

"Won't all the lights be out?'1 whispered.

"It doesn't matter,' hereplied, and as he opened the door | saw that the
room was quitelight: at first | thought it was the moon, till | realized that
it came not from the window but from my guide: his own face was in
shadow, but the light he carried with him shone before him as he
turned.

My young friend, as | expected, was fas adeep in bed, and the room—
well, the room was in that sate of mess which rooms usually exhibit on

132



FINAL ETON FABLES 133

the lag night of a summer half: the walls bare, the furniture anyhow, and
a confused pile of luggage and dothes lying about on the chairs and on
the floor.

| said the walls were bare, and certainly there weren't any pictures on
them, but as the light turned that way | noticed a couple of cupboards
which | didn't remember to have ssen before, and | Sepped towards one
of them to examine it more closdy.

‘They're both quitefull,’ ssid my companion.

'| hopethey aren't things hes for gotten- | said. My companion smiled.
‘Not exactly- he said, 'in fact this cupboard happens to be full of the
things he never can forget.'

He tapped one of the doors as he gpoke.

'‘What sort of things do you mean? | aked. 'Can | see some of
them ?

‘Well, you could, | suppose- said my companion, 'but | doubt if Sght
isthe bet way: things get so mixed up. | rather agree with the man who
said that of all the snges the snse of amdl is the mogt trustworthy. Any-
how we'll try.'

He tapped the cupboard as he spoke, and | was constious of a soent of
fresh cut hay: | shut my eyes and could almog fancy mysdlf lying in the
field.

' " Ahay-harvest breeze"' quoted my companion quietly: ‘he won't
forget " Eton fidds in June with the Wincheser Match to follow" —
but they aren't all quite as idyllic as that: herés another; do you
recognizeit ?

| did without difficulty, for it was the unmistakable smel of a damp
schoolroom on a hot day after rain, followed by the guffy air of Chape
and others equally familiar—good things for breakfast, and hot cakes for
tea, and the mud under the Wall and the flowersin Mr. Luxmoorc's
garden—the scent of lilac, and the hot baking friendliness of the High
Street—all half diginct and half blended asif in adream.

‘A funny mixture, aren't they ? said my companion, 'but you'll find
the sounds even more confused.

He tapped the cupboard again, and there came out of it a mixture of
ounds quch as | have sddom heard. At firg | could diginguish nothing,
but by and by | began to hear more clearly. The jangling of the Clock
in School Y ard came over and over asa sort of refrain, and the shuffling
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of feet and the voice of a mager calling Absence, and the click of the ball
againg the bat, and the swirl of the water againg the boat, the bugles as
you hear them from Windsor through an open window in theevening, a
phrase from an anthem, and a hymn tune or two, and a popular song—I
can't begin to dexribe the mixture. At one moment there came a loud
burg of cheering: | glanced at the bed and saw the degper had dirred
dightly and had a smile on his face
‘We mugn't wake him- | whispered; 'hadn't we better turn it off?
W hat about theother cupboard ?
My companion sopped the noise with a motion of his hand.
‘Ah, you can't look in that cupboard—that's wher e he kegps his hopes
Y ou may guess at some of them, and | know them, but they are not for
any one d= Memories, or mog of them, are common property, but
Hopes are all onésown. What'syour book ? hewent on, and | noticed
that | was still carrying Housman in my hand. 'Not bad asfar asit goes
but it doesn't go very far'—and he quoted a verse from thepoem | had
been reading.
Leave your home behind, lad,
And reach your friends your hand,

And go, and luck go with you
While Ludlow Tower shall gand.

‘It in't very much to say- | agreed. 'Have you got anything
better ?

‘Well, of course therés the thing we say for them every night- he
answered.

‘What's that 7 | aked.

‘A littlebit of &. Patrick'sbreagplate, " Chrigt bewith theg" ' he said.
'‘We'll sy it together if you like!'

| knelt down by his 9de and as | did so Housman fell to the ground
with a cash. The nase woke me and | found mysdf lying in my
chair.

'You've been adesp- sad my hod, who came in at the moment.
‘What haveyou been reading? Housman? Pretty good, isn't he? Now
would you like to come round the houss? | daresay they aren't all
adexp yet.'

But | sad | thought I wouldn't, and when he had left me | went over
tothe shef and did what | will ask you to do now, for | found an English
Hymnal and knelt down and repeated the words of St. Patrick's hymn,
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and thought as | did so of those who were going out for thelast timefrom
the old brick walls and chiming towers of Eton.

Christ be with thee, Christ within thec,
Chrigt behind thee, Christ before theg,
Christ besde thee, Christ to win thee,
Chrigt to comfort and restore theg,
Christ beneath thee, Christ above theg,
Christ in quiet, Christ in danger,
Christ in hearts of all that love theg,
Christ in mouth of friend and stranger.

THE HOUSE OF GOD
Eton, December, 1927.

THE story which | am going to tell you to-night is one on which |
happened to come the other day in a manuscript: as you will s itis
largely composed of quotations, and has no great literary merit of its own.

N ow there was a day when the sons of God came to present themselves
before the Lord, and the L ord spake among them and said, 'Itis my pless-
ure to visit my people, the sons of men whom | have made, and to dwell
among them for a gace. | command, therefore, that ye build me a
house wherein | may make my dwelling upon earth.’

(And this he said to prove them, for he himself knew what he would
do)

'‘Go ye therefore and take counsd among yoursdves what manner of
building this shall be, and whosoever shall design my pdace aright, to
him shall be the glory of the building.'

And they departed from his presence and took thought one with
another what manner of building this should be.

And one said, 'Will God in very deed dwell on the earth? Behold
heaven and the heaven of heavens cannot contain him: how then may
such a thing be?

And ancther said, ‘It is the Lord: he shal do as sccmcth him good:
and itisour part to find out atemple for the habitation of the Most High,
even as he hath said.'

And they wrought each according to his severa ability. And Uriel
the angel said, 'Clouds and darkness shall be round about him, but his
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dwelling place shall be in the brightness of the air and in the light of the
setting sun. The dars shdl be as the jewels of his throne, and the sun
and moon shall bow themsalves before him and his paace shall be st in
the light that no man may approach unto.'

And Phanuel the angdl said, 'Nay, his throne shdl be s in the mighty
sp, and though its waves toss themsdves yet shal they not prevail;
though they roar yet shal they not pess over it, for he shal rule the raging
of the seg as it is written, the waves of the sa are mighty and rage
horribly, and yet the Lord is mightier.'

And Raphael the angel said, 'Nay, it is the earth which he shall visit and
bless. there shal his habitation be, and very plenteous shdl he make it.
He shall dwell among the forests of Lebanon: the little hills shal rgoice
on every Sde, and forjoy of his coming the trees of the field shall clap
their hands!

But there was one among them, even the angel Gabriel, who took no
pleasure in their imaginings, for he said within himself—'Hath God eyes
of flesh? or seeth he as man seeth ? Shall his paace indeed be exceeding
magnificat, of fame and glory throughout all countries? That be far
from him." Wherefore he wrought in secret, that none might know the
mansion for the which he made provision.

And again there was a day when the sons of God came to present them-
sves before the Lord: and he beheld their works.

And the first sad, 'Lord, | have wrought thy dwelling place of Light,
for thou art Light, and in Light it befits thee to dwell.’

AndtheLordsad, 'Verily theLightisgood.’

And the second said, 'Lord, | have wrought thy pdace in the seq for
thou art Might, and the s is the mightiest thing that thou hast made.'

Andthe Lord sad, 'Of atruth the s is strong.'

And thethird sad, 'Lord, | have wrought thee an habitation upon thy
holy hills, among the trees of the forest: for thou art Beauty, and there is
naught upon earth so fair as the green trees and the high mountains.’

And the Lord said, 'Surely they are very good.'

And the Lord came to Gabriel and said: 'And thou, my son, what hest
thou wrought ?

Andhefell onhisfaceand said, 'O Lord, | said within myself, the Lord
God needeth no new pdace upon earth, for even now can men se his
throne in the sky, and his footsteps in the great waters, and his beauty in
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the flowers of the field. Wherefore | said, the new throne that he seeketh
must be in the heart of man.'

And God smiled on him, and said, 'Thou has well spoken, but hast
thou not wrought any outward form whereby men may know this ?'

And he said, 'O my Lord, forgive me if | speak blasphemy, but, as |
drew, my pen carried mewhither | would not, and | have drawn a strange
thing—for it hath the fashion of a manger in an inn.'

And God smiled on him again, and said, 'ls there no more ?'

And he said: 'O my Lord, pardon me and | will speak. There kneel
by the manger a woman and a man: but indeed they arc but common
folk, and not meet to do thee reverence!

And the Lord smiled on him once more, and said, 'And are there no
others that adore?

And he said, 'O let not my Lord be angry, and | will speak but this
once. | s=in the picture an ox and an ass—but of them | dare not speak
for very shame'

But the Lord said, "It is well spoken, for it is my good pleasure that all
creatures which | have made shall come and worsliip me and glorify my
name.'

And then to them all he spake: 'Gabriel hath wrought well, for thus
shall be fulfilled my counsd of old: and as | have purposed so will | aso
do it. Behold the tabernacle of God is with men and he shall dwell with
them, and they shall be his people and God himself shall be with them and
be their God, and God shall wipe away every tear from their eyes!

And the angds bowed themsdves to the ground and did obesance,
and they sang a new song unto the Lord . . .

Here the manuscript breaks off, so | cannot tell you exactly what they
sang, but thereisa hymn of Christina Rossetti which they may quite well
have sung, so, if you will let me, | will read you that instead.

In the bleak mid-winter
Frosty wind made moan,
Earth stood hard asiron,
Water like a stone:
Snow had fallen, snow on snow,
Snow on snow,
In the bleak mid-winter,
Long ago.
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Our God, heaven cannot hold him
Nor earth sustain;

Heaven and earth shall flee away
When he comes to reign:

In the bleak mid-winter
A dable-place sufficed

The Lord God Almighty
Jesus Christ,

Enough for him, whom Cherubim
Worship night and day,
A breastful of milk,
And a mangerful of hay:
Enough for him, whom Angels
Fall down before,
The ox and as and camel
Which adore.

What can | give him
Poor as| am?
If 1 were a shepherd
| would bring alamb;
If | were a wise man
| would do my part;
Yet what | can | give him—
Give my heart.

VISITORS IN CHAPEL
July, 1928.

WE get a rare lot of vistors here nowadays, so that | wasn't surprised to
seacrowd of them in Chapd, and if their cosume in some cases seemed
alittle grange—well, one has learnt not to be surprised at that either. But
they aren't generally very critical-in fact | have heard some of them
admiring the gassin the windows—so | was surprised to notice that one
of them, a surdy old clergyman with a dever voluble face, was obvioudy
far from satidied with what he saw. He noticed me as | drew near, and
turned his indignation in my direction.

"You will excuse me, sir- he began, 'if | ak you what has become of the
Stall canopies? | have a particular reason for putting the question.’

'They've gone to Lancing- | said; 'you s it was thought...'

'ToLancing ? heinterrupted, 'and where, pray, isLancing ? Allow me
to remind you, gr, that those galls were erected some eighty years ago
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by very good friends of Eton, and in memory of some of her most
glorious sons'

'l know," | answered, 'but the Provost thought...

‘The Provogt!" retorted the old gendeman, with a snort, ‘and who,
pray, is the Provog that he should destroy what his predecessors have
done? '

| was hestating how to ansver when ancther of the company came to
my rescue. He was a digtinguished-looking old man in the dress of the
eighteenth century and sooke with an air of dignity.

‘Nay, Dr. Hodgson- said he, 'that is a question unbecoming for you
to ak, that have yoursdf held that high etate—and been planted, as our
good M r. Hooker hasit, on "such a st as the waves of want could not
probably shake' ! Thereis atime to change and a time to refrain from
changing, and, werel so minded, might I not ak in my turn whereisthe
noble pandling of my day ? Those who know me will bear me out when
| say that | was never known to express more passon than when |
heard that you had laid hands thereon, and scattered it to the winds of
heaven.’

'You will forgive me, Provost Godolphin- said Dr. Hodgson with
dignity, 'but your pandling, for all its beauty, was better suited to a pagan
temple than to the House of God.'

'And was it therefore right- asked Provost Godolphin, 'that you and
your workmen should enter in like conquerors into a beseged city and
degtroy the beauty which you found ? | fear methat you are among those
of whom it is written "the minds of some are so newfangled that
nothing will like them but that which isnew." '

Doctor Hodgson was evidently meditating a sharp retort when an
interruption came from a man in the back of the crowd. He thrugt him-
sdf forward, a workman dressed in a rough blouse, and sooke with
condderable heat.

‘Why hereisa coil, my maserd Hereisonethat talks of his pandling
and another of hisfine galls and neither recketh aught of me whaose wor k
they have marred these two hundred years. Of what profit isit that I,
William Baker, have covered thee walls with good paintings in honour
of Our Blessed Lady, if it isall to be overlaid with woodwork ? M ethinks,
Provost Godolphin, that thou should's ook nearer home for these new-
fangled men of whom thou speakest!'
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'‘Nay, Master Baker,' cried another of the company, ‘thine was but
vain imagery and it was well done that we paid the barber to wipe it
out.'

There was a stir among the crowd and some cried, 'I'tiswell spoken,’
and others cried 'Shamel’ As their excitement died down, | heard the
gentle voice of an old clergyman who said, 'Surely, even if we do not
sympathize altogether with Master Baker, we must seethat such interesting
work is well worth preserving.'

Baker welcomed hisnew ally.

'l thank thee, Vice-Provost Wilder," he said, 'but for thee, these
image breskers had had their way: | like not overmuch these windows
of thine, yet | know thee for an honest man and a true lover of this
place’

The company turned to gaze at the windows, and were silent, for it was
clear that all loved the giver of them yet could not find much that was
good to say in their defence.

An old priest took advantage of the pause to make his voice heard.

'In good sooth, my brethren,' said he, 'are we not all like men that
wrangle about the fair binding of abook and think not of the words that
are written therein ? Hath not our Master bidden us beware of them that
make clean the outward part of the cup and leave all foul within? For
my part | care not greatly for the walls of God's House, so that His altar
gands, and | sigh for those seven dtars whereat my brethren and | did
sarvice in the days of old.'

And at these words the tumult arose again, one crying this thing and
another that, until avoice was heard from the Ante-Chapel which stilled
their strife.

'Peace, peace, my sond' it said. "Though Truth and Beauty be but one,
yet here on earth men sse them in sundry parts and divers manners, as
saith the Blessed Apostle, and again he saith in another place, There are
diversities of operations, but it is the same God which worketh all in all.
It isenough for methat here my children ssrve HimWhoisL ord both of
Beauty and of Truth, anditisour part and duty tojoinwiththeminthis
their worship. | bid you therefore lay your strife asde and sing together
in His prase Who made us all, and pray that we all, and they with us,
may behold His face in righteousness, and that His blessng may rest on
thisHousewhich | havebuildedinHisName.'
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There was slence as King Henry ended, and then there rose from all
the company a hymn which we will ang together before we go:

Ye priests, who here at atars seven

Did service to the God of heaven,
Sing His praises, Alleluia!

And ye who deemed their service sin

Wi th them Hisworship here begin,
Alleluial

Ye, who in paint and glass and wood

Adorned His House as best ye could,
SingHispraises Alleluia!

Sing ye, whose names, for service done,

Are graven here in brass and stone
Alleluia!

Y etownsfolk who, in days of yore,

Our service shared, with us once more
SingHispraises, Alleluia!

Loud organs, in His Name regjoice

With shawm and trumpet, verse and voice,
Alleluia!

O God, who here hast st Thy Name,

O God, from age to age the same,
Alleluia, Alleluial

On all who pray towards this place

Show forth the brightness of Thy Face,
Alleluial

AN EASTER DREAM

Easter, 1929.
| HEARD the other day a horrible theory about sound—that no sound ever
really dies and that if you got the right wave-length, or whatever it's
called, you could hear everythingthat'sever been said in aparticular place.
The idea by itsdf is a kind of nightmare, and | suppose that mug have
combined with the fact that | have just been in Jerusalem to give me this
particular dream.

Anyhow, therel wasin thegredsof Jerusalem; | could recognize some
of the houses though it was almost quite dark. And as| went by what
they call the palace of the high priest | heard a voice: it sounded like the
voice of a very old man, and it said, 'ls the spulchre sure ?'
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And avoice answered and said, ' W e have made it as sure as we can: we
have sealed the sone and st a watch.'

And the other voicereplied, 'It iswell: remember what that deceiver
said when he was yet alive,' and Caiaphas answered, 'Said | not wisely that
it was expedient that one man should die for the people ?'

And as | passed on my way | came where the governor's house stood,
and | heard the voice of a woman saying, 'What doeth my lord Pilate ?'
And her women answered her saying, 'He cannot rest, but walketh ever
to and fro, and as he walketh he mutter eth to himself.'

'And what saith he? said Pilate's wife; and they made answer, 'We
heard him cry aloud and say, " What istruth?" and again he muttered,
"Thedream was true, the dream was true." ' And | heard thelady cry
out for sorrow.

And | passed on from the houses of the great to the lower dreets of the
city, and as | passd the window of a small house | heard two that talked
in their window, for the night was hot and they could not degp. And one
said to the other:

"Ah wretched that we are! See what has come of our mother's prayer,'
and his brother answered, 'W e could not even drink of the cup—how did
we dare to ak a throne?

And for awhilethere was slence, and then one cried with an exceeding
bitter cry and said:

'Ah,James, my brother, | sseit now! The throneswereready, but we
wer e not ready.’

And James made answer, 'What thrones ?

And John said, 'Our Master'sthronewas a Cross, and there stood a cross
on either sde: a aross prepared for us, but we were not worthy." And he
groaned within himself and said, 'Too late! Too late!

And there was slence for a while, and then, for it was very near the
dawn, | heard the voice of a cock that crew, and cdose on the sound there
followed an exceeding bitter cry, and | knew it for the voice of Peter,
who could not degp for sorrow and for thinking of the Master he had
denied.

And | passd away from that sad street and wandered | knew not wher e,
and the next sound that | heard was that of footsteps, and the rustle of the
dressss of women: and | stood adde in a doorway to let them pass and
the night drew on towards morning.
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And after a while | heard footsteps, as of a woman that returned in
haste: and a voice that caled upon Peter and on John: and soon theresfter
there came the noise of two men running, a young man swift of foot and
another that followed more heavily behind: and as | wondered at these
things, of a sudden the dawn came, and the sky grew bright and the
birds sang, and | knew it was the dawning of the first Easter Day, And |
heard the song which the birds sang, and it seemed to frame itself into

words like thes.

Sing, brothers, sing, and praise your King,
Gone is the night of sorrow!

Have ye not heard His royal word
'‘God careth for the sparrow' ?

Our watch we kept while others dept,
We saw where Joseph laid Him,

Saw women bring their offering,
The last sad tribute paid Him:

But now from us they'll borrow

Songs for ajoyful morrow.

For we have heard a greater word,
And sen a greater glory;

Sing, brothers, sing, this fair morning
And tell the world the story!

We heard a voice that bade rejoice,
Where late our Lord was lying,

No more, it saith, shall there be Death,
Sorrow nor pain nor crying:

And men from birds may borrow

Songs for a glad to-morrow.

A FEWWORDSWITH THE DEVIL
July, 1929.

| WAS talking to the devil the other day in Mr. Luxmoore's garden; of
course, | didn't redize who he was at first, or | hope | should not have
encouraged him to talk, but it only became clear later on, as you will s
| was sitting there watching the river as it went by, and feeling alittle
depressed, for it was very late in the afternoon, and somehow a summer
evening at the end of July aways ssams to me the most depressing time
of the whole year: there's an end-of-half-y feeling about then which
adways gets on my nerves, it's worst perhgps on Agar's Plough, but one
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feds it by the river too, where the towpath is worn and dry and the
elms all look rather jaded and bored—not a bit like the ems of May,
which always look ready for anything; and the chestnuts have given up
their annual game of pretending to be overgrown flowers and have
settled down into ssdate trees, and so onandso on. So | had comeinto
M r. Luxmoore's garden and was sitting watching the river flowing by.

'It is rather depressing, isn't it ? said he.

| was surprised to find he had guessed my thoughts, and said so.

't wasn't very hard," he said with a smile, ‘when you s a middle-
aged gentleman sitting and watching a river, any one can guess he's
thinking how time flies—

Years glide away like to a stream
And we glide hence away with them.

N ow wasn't that what you were thinking ?

| couldn't deny that | had been thinking something of the kind. 'lt's
the end of the half, | suppose- | said apologetically. '‘One can't help feeling
abit sentimental.'

'l seem to remember some lines about it- he went on. "They ssemed
to me rather good; let me seg, how did they go i

Hours and days and the long, long summers,
Weeks and months and the shifting years,
Days of dreaming and childish pleasures
Joysand sorrows and hopesand fears,
These are as gass that the sun hath smitten—
Hate of an enemy, love of a friend,
Over all is the sntence written,
"1 s that all things come to an end.” '

He looked at me as he finished his quotation, and | think that was the
first thing that made me alittle suspicious, for | wrote those lines myself
some thirty years ago, and | didn't really believe he thought them very
good, any morethan | did; dso | was sure he knew 1'd written them and
was pretending he didn't.

‘Just alittle cheap, aren't they ? | said. 'And not very true either.’

'‘Oh, surely- he said, 'things do come to an end, don't they ?

‘Things do- | answered, 'but not "all things"; and people don't.'

'"The evil that men do lives after them,” ' he quoted. 'Is that what
you mean ?
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'I'm glad you know some respectable poets- | retorted, 'but Shake-
speare was just being cynical when he wrote that; besdes it was only
Mark Antony making a political speech, and you know what politicians
are!'

'Y ou had me there,’ he said, laughing, 'but seriously, people do come

to an end, don't they ?
The busy tribes of flesh and blood

With all their cares and fears
Are carried onward by the flood
Andlostin following years.
That's Dr. Watts, and you can't say he was a cynic!"

And then, you know, | began to be still more suspicious, for the
devil, as we all know, can quote Scripture for his own ends, and, if
Scripture, why not Dr. Watts? 'It'll be Omar Khayyam next- | said to
myself, and | decided to give him some more rope.

'‘But they leave something behind them- | said.

‘Not very much, and not for very long- he answered. 'Look here!’
and he threw a couple of sticks into the river. 'There they both go! the
big one rather the faster if anything; all going down to the sea, some
slower, some quicker, but it all comesto thesameintheend.'

'‘But they take something with them- | objected.

‘Not very much and not for very long- he answered again. 'A little
pleasure, a little learning, alittle friendship—but what does it all amount
to ? What's the good of it all ? You've seen, | suppose, two or three
thousand boys pass through Eton, and everything's just the same: the
stream flows on.'

He paused for a moment and then repeated under his breath the verse
that every one knows:—

Into this wilderness and why not knowing,
Now whence, like water willy nilly flowing.
And out of it, like wind across the waste,
We know not whither, willy nilly blowing.
'l know you'll say that's only Omar Khayyam- he went on quickly,
'‘but it's Bible truth too; "the grasswithereth and the flower fadeth, surely

the peopleis grass." '

And then| knew for acertainty who was talking, and| felt the time had
come to do something about it.
K
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'You glly devil!" cried. 'Can't you even quote right ? You've left out
the end of the passage "the gass withereth, the flower fadeth, but the
word of our God shall gand for ever” ! We do believe we know whence
we come, and we do beieve we know whither we go. And everything
doex't die as you say it does Why,' | went on, warming to my subjedt,
'you and your glly parables—they leave out all the interesting parts
Of course man's lifeis like a river, but no sane man can doubt it's much
more unlike any river you ever heard of; of course man islike an animal,
but the whole point is that hes infinitely more unlike any animal that
ever was made. If | write a poem and Shakespeare writes a poem, they
look pretty much the same to a fool, and they are pretty much the same
till you begin to look at what they arereally worth. Do you really think
it's deverer to say that man is like a monkey, which any child can se
or to sy that hés amazingly unlike the wisess monkey that ever walked
uprighti You'veleft out God, my dear devil, and that's a migake which
only foolish men and foolish devils make.

| sad all this without looking round, for | wanted to tex my theory
about him; you know it iswritten 'Ress the devil and he will fleefrom
you- and, sure enough, when | looked round he wasn't anywhere to be
. | setled down on my seat with a Sgh of relief, and turned to the
river once more; | hadn't been ligening to it during our conversation,
but now it was quite plain that it had something to say, and after all |
suppoe the river has known Eton and Eton boys longer than anyone dse
so it had theright to spesk. It said it in a quear mixed metre of its own—
and it was something like this—

| se them as | pass

Fading flowers and withered grass,

And thetired leaves falling, saith the river—
But one thing standeth—the Word of God—
And thisisthe truth | heard of God,

That He endureth for ever.

The world may pess away,

And its pride lives but a day,

Things seen are not eternal, saith the river—
But all that comethisstill of God,

And he that doeth the will of God

The same abideth for ever.
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Listen once beforeyou go

How, ascenturies ago,

Still "Lift up your hearts; sings the river—

Ye shal find the Truth ye have sought in God,
And all good deeds that are wrought in God
Stand fast, enduring for ever.

QUALITY STREET
December, 1929.

SsoME dreams are technically good, and some bad: | suppose thisis tech-
nically a good dream, but | am not at all sureif it is good enough to tell
you. | found mysdf in my dream in a small gregt; the name of it, asfar
as| could make out, was Quality Street, which ssemed vaguely familiar;
one gde of it was occupied by a large esablishment which ssamed to be
akind of bazaar. Over thedoor waswritten in largeletters, Free Giftsfor
all on Application. No Payment Required.

With Chrigmas coming on, this ssamed a very attractive offer, and |
thought | would look in. When | entered thedoor | fell at onceinto the
hands of an angd of a manager. | explained that | had only come to
ingoect, and he was mog palite.

'‘By all means- he said, 'we have had a lot of your young gentlemen in
lately, but busness is dow just now. | hoped Chrigmas would bring
them in: perhapsit will still.'

'‘But do | understand- | asked, 'that you really give thingsaway for the
asking?

‘No, not things- he said, 'only qualities. We're the only firm in this
busness avery old firm, founded nearly 2,000 years ago, in fact.'

‘What sort of qualities? | asked. 'Any sort ?

'Oh, only the bes qualities- he answered laughing, 'all shops say that.'

'‘But do you really give them away ?' | aked. 'It doem't sound very
bugnesslike'

'Yes- he said, 'that is thefirst principle the Founder laid down. Ask
and you dhall receive, you know. Lowell put our principles into a
couplet when he said:

‘Tisonly heaven isgiven away,
TisGod alone can be had for the asking.'
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'‘But | don't s=how it works- | said.

'It'svery smple- he ansvered. 'A boy comesin, let us say, and aks
for courage well, we find out what sort he wants and how much he
wants. then we giveit him.'

'‘But does he become brave draight away ?' | inquired; 'because if so...'

‘Ah! no- heinterrupted; 'we give him the quality, but hés got to use
it: but if hedoem't ueit, it won't work.'

'Oh, likemedicing, isit ?' said |, alittle disappointed.

'‘Well, if you like- hesaid, 'but | don't think that'sa particularly good
paralld. If you buy a motor and put it in agarage, it won't wor k much
unless you ueit. Or, again, you buy a leg of mutton: if you eat it, well
and good, but you'd look rather foolish if you took it home and kept it
in the larder till it went bad.’

'Oh, qualitiescan go bad, can they ? | inquired.

'‘Certainly- he answvered: 'a man with courage he never ussis worse
than a coward: just as a rich man who gives nothing away is meaner
than a poor man.'

*And you really can get any quality you ak for ?

'Yes, if you really want it: we have our own means of knowing what
you really want.'

'‘But supposng some one comesin and asks for goodness Sraight away
—what do you do then ?

‘Come and see- he said.

We pasd over to the other 9de of the bazaar, where was a counter
labelled GOODNESS. A cusomer stood there, and | saw alargeparcd being
made up: the cusomer looked alittle embarrassd.

‘Can you sand it for me? heasked. 'Thisisthe address | don't want
to be san carrying anything quite so big.'

'I'm afraid that's againgd the rules, sir- said the man who was serving
him.

‘Well, can | havealittleto go on with ? said the cusomer.

'‘Certainly, if you like.

‘Allright,then |'ll send round for thered.'

'I'm afraid that's againg the rules too, Sr: "no man may ddiver his
brother" —or his brother's goods either - he added under his breath.
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'Oh, well, I think I'il just takethisand call again later on,' hesaid, and
hewent out rather hurriedly, with asmall packet.

'You &' said my guidewith aggh, 'that often happens | daresay you
remember &. Augugings prayer: "O Lord, make me dean, but not
yet" : we'vealot of parcdshereall ordered, but waiting to be called for .

Onedifficulty had been occurring to me, and | thought | would put it
tohim.

'‘But | thought the theory was that it was better to givethan to recave
sd | 'and your egablishment ssams to kegp all the giving to itsdf: isn't
there anything for the cusomer to give ?

‘Only onething,' he answvered.

'‘And what'sthat ?

‘Themsdves' said he. 'These people you s serving in the shop are
all people who've doneiit: that's how we g&t our asdants |1'm only
here to supervie and s to the gock. It's a very big busness and has
been growing a good deal lately. But let me give you a copy of our
progpectus—and herés ancther pamphlet you might careto s It'sgot a
certain local interest for you, and it dealswith the point you were making
just now. You s you've been only aking quegtions, so you only get
ansve's' he ended with a amile

Asamatter of fact | wasjust making up my mind what to ak for, and
had decided on afew qualities| badly needed, when, as usually happensin
dreams | wokeup just at the important moment.

| suppose it was a dream, but there by my bedsde was lying a copy
of the New Testament with a little paper gicking out of it. | opened it

and read:—
Henry the Sixth was a tiny boy
When aroyal crown on his brow was s,
And they told him Thisisking's employ
Crowns to keep, and crowns to get.'

Of heavy gold wasKing Henry's crown,
The gold for which men sheme and strive;
Glad, glad did helay it down,
For they longed to get and he to give.

Henry theKinglet build a school
Floruit, floreat, floret,

And he gave hisschdarsa smplerule
'‘Beit yoursto give: let others get.
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'‘Get who may, but give who can!'
Floruit, floret, floreat,

There's naught may be got by a Christian man
Save only the Cross his Saviour gat.

'More blessed to give than to receive
W oul d but my scholars rememberit!
Let others get: beit yoursto give.
Floreat, floret, floruit.

King Henry's dead this many aday,
But still his name and his lesson live,
When sons of Eton take heart and say
‘Naught's truly gotten but that you give.'

A MILITARY DREAM
July, 1930.

OF course one can never really explain dreams. the most one can do some-
timesisto take them to bits and s where the different ideas come from.
In this case it must have been a mixture of the end of the half, and the
Presentation of the Colours, and a remark the King made, and the only
‘talkie' film |'ve ever seen; mix them up with ahymn tune or two, and
the books we've been reading in school, and you get a queer result.

This scene, as often happens, was in itself rather a mixture—something
like School Y ard and something like the quadrangle at the Castle. Any-
how there they all were, formed up, and | was saying to my neighbour
'Aren't they doingit well ? Now'sthereally exciting moment, when they
mar ch off the old Colours and the band plays Auld Lang Syne: it always
makes mewant to cry when | hear Auld Lang Syne!"

Wewaited amoment and then—'Oh dear!" | cried, 'they'redoing it all
wrong! And that isn't theright tune!’

For it certainly wasn't Auld Lang Syne: it wasn't even aband that was
playing, but the organ, and worse than that, about a hundred people,
boys and masters, were marching off with the Colours, while the res
stood at attention.

"I'm so sorry,' | said apologetically, 'l can't think what's happened:
they were so good the other day. Why it sounds as if they were singing,
and |'m surethat'sall wrong !
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We could make out the words now—and this is what they sounded
like:
March off the old Colour! Its great days are done:
Its blazon shows duller, outworn by the sun:
Our school days are over: discharged from that war,
We honour and love her, but serve her no more!

Asfor the tune, well, | will get the choir to 9ng it to you and you will
g2 what it sounded like.

Well, that annoyed meagood deal, as| hopeit hasannoyed you. The
musc died away, and the oene faded out. ‘It's all wrong somehow- |
said, turning to my neighbour, who had changed into the Vice Provog,
and | knew he would agree. "When you love and honour a person or a
place you can't help going on serving them whatever happens Besdes
the new Coloursarejust the same asthe old, o it'sslly to talk asif they
wer e changing their service'

The sreen (for | suppose it was a sreen) had a dartling way of
reproducing my thoughts, for | suddenly saw what | bdieve is called a
caption:

Never forgotten shdt thou be
in largeletters, and heard a bar or two of a familiar tune.
| was still gaping at this when it changed into ancther:

Y our Colours can bear no battle honours

and the unssen orchedra began to play the National Anthem. | took off
my hat and turned to gesk to the Vice Provost, but he had changed into
theKing. | was getting a little on edge with all these quick changes and
| sad rather irritably—

."I begyour pardon, gr, but | don't quite ssswhat your M gj esty means
of course the Corps doexn't go into battle: but | thought we wer e talking
about boys at school: and you can't say they haven't battles to fight.'

| thought the King looked a little surprised, and | wasjust going to
apologise when the sreen began working again, and showed in quick
successon thefinal of the House Cup and afinish at Henley and a cheering
crowd outgdethe pavilion at Lord's.

| was so angry that | forgot who | was talking to, and | said rather
shortly—



152 FABLES AND FANCIES

"Of course | didn't mean that sort of fight: | meant fighting for good-
ness and decency and trying to make the school a better place.

'l thought you said the fighting metaphor was played out- said a
voice at my sde. | turned round and saw it wasn't the King any more
but a History Specialist. | wasjust going to speak to him rather sharply
when | saw something new on the screen: it was a quotation from the
Epistle to the Ephesans which we have been reading this half:

We wrestle not against flesh and blood, but againgt principalities, against powers, against
the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness inthe heavenly places.
X\\firllegigore take unto you the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to withstand in the

'‘Because a thing may be overdone it doesn't follow it isn't true,' | said
rather irritably to the History Specialist. 'Anyhow, that's what | meant
when | talked about batde honours.'

"Most boys lose as many battles as they win," said he.

'So do most armies,' | retorted. 'Ifyou were a respectable Classcal
Scholar and a member of my Division, instead of being a miserable
History Specialist, you would remember that Demosthenes says, " Never
tofail isgranted to thegodsalone. All aman can doisto show good will;
he cannot promise to be strong and to succeed.” But even you ought to
know that it isn't only victories that are recorded on regimental flags. It's
any place where the regiment put up a good fight.'

'And what about the other places?' he asked sarcastically.

‘Don't be so youthful!" | retorted. '| f any one didn't fight very well
under the old Colours, let's hope he'll fight better under the new: but
don't go on arguing—here's another picture—oh no, it's thefirst one over
again.'

And sure enough there was the original scene, the same mixture of the
Castle and School Yard and the same tune being played as the old
Colours were marched off, and this time, now that you know the tune,
| think I will ak you to sing the wor ds your selves.

Great Power inexpressible—L ove, Beauty, Truth—
Thou Father invisible, Guide of our youth:

'TisThou that hast cared for us, watch o'er usstill:
Those good works prepared for us, grant weful fil!

For deeds unrewarded, for fights fought alone,
Unthanked, unrecorded, imperfect, unknown,
For each faithful failing, for courage restored,
For loveall prevailing, wethank Thee, O L ord.
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Truthsdimly discerned here God grant usto know:
For life's lessons learned here give thanks ere we go:
Mar ch off the old Colour! torn, faded—and yet

In the new life and fuller we shall not for get!

MORE WORDS WITH THE DEVIL

December, 1930.
A FRIEND of mine had a curioudy intimate conversation with the devil
not long ago and | have his leave to tell you of it, asit isin some repeds
appropriate. My friend (whom we will call Smith, though of course
that wasn't really his name) had been confirmed a few weeks before:
heis asyou will s of rather a thoughtful digpostion, though I'm sure
he wouldn't call himself clever.

| ought to explain that of course he didn't know he was talking to the
devil when the conversation began. The granger had introduced himsalf
asan old friend of thefamily, and showed much interest in Smith's affairs
in particular he asked him about his Confirmation and what effect it had
had on him. He said it was a subject which had always interesed him:
he had known such alot of people to whom it hadn't done much good—
but no doubt Smith was different. All this made Smith very uncomfort-
able he said vagudy that he thought it was all right, or something like
that: but that hedidn't fed very different.

'"Now that'sjust what puzzesme- said thesranger. '| always upposd
that Confirmation wasintended to make people strong: but you tell me
it doesn't. Then what doesit do ?

Smith wasgetting very hot and bother ed: he mumbled something about
trying to do onés duty.

'‘But | suppose you were doing that before ?* said the sranger. 'You
mug forgive my impertinence, but I'm only a plain man, and if Confir-
mation doen't make people srong | confess | can't se the good of it.'

Smith was getting more and more worried. | don't defend his lan-
guage, but after all there was some dight excuse for him. '"Who the devil
Isthischap ?' he said to himsdlf, ‘and why thedevil..." Suddenly an idea
came into his head: he looked at his vidtor a little more dosdy. 'l
wonder if it can possbly be..." Anyhow, he remembered he had heard
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that the best defence was attack, so he thought he would try putting some
guestions in his turn.

" What's your idea of a strong man?' he asked.

The devil looked at him rather sharply.

'To be strong is to depend on onesdf,’ he said; 'to do what you want
and make other people do what you want.'

‘Isthat what you do yourself ?* asked Smith.

The devil chuckled.

‘Oh, | get my own way pretty well,' hesaid. 'lIt'snot always easy, but
most people find themsdves doing what | want sooner or later.'

‘That must be very nice for you,' said Smith, 'but what sort of things
do you mean ?

The devil was a little puzzled: he didn't know how openly he could
show his hand.

'Oh, | don't mean |'m a hard mager,’ he answered. 'l let them have
their own way pretty well: my pleasure comes out of knowing |'ve got
the whip hand if | want to use it. They do what | want, but they also do
what they want, so it's all very friendly.'

'So they're strong too, are they ? asked Smith.

'Yes, in a way—oh yes, in a way.'

'I'n spite of having a magter ?

The devil laughed.

'Ah, that's part of the secret. |'m careful not to tell them that. Half the
fun is in seeing them thinking they're pleasng themsdves!

'I't doesn't sound very kind,' said Smith.

'Kind!" cried the devil. 'l thought we were talking about strength.
If you want strength you've no time to be kind. Don't you se that all
this talk about kindness to othersisjust weakness disguised ? It's the excuse
of cowards who won't own what they want and then go for it without
caring what other people say!

'‘But what do you want ?* asked Smith. 'I'm getting a little confused.'

'‘Power, that's what | want: it's the one thing worth having.'

‘But it hardly seams as if there was enough to go round: the more
power you'vegot theles|'vegot, and soon.'

‘Don't bother about other people said the devil. 'Get what you want
and dtick to it

'‘But where do you comein ?'
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'‘Oh, we won't quarrel about that: as | saidjust now, I'm not a hard
master, and provided | get what | want | shan't grudge you your
shae'

'‘But what do you want ?
The devil paused for a moment.
'l want. . ' he began. . . . Butjust then a sound in the sreet below:

it was some children singing Christmas carols and the one they were sing-
ing was the Manger Throne. Y ou know how it begins:

Like silver lamps in a distant shrine
The dars are sparkling bright,
The bells of the City of God ring out . » .

The devil stopped, and as Smith looked at him he saw a spasm of pain
cross his face: there came into Smith's mind some terrible lines spoken by
Mephistopheles:

Think'st thou that | who saw the face of God
And tasted the eternal joys of heaven

Am not tormented with ten thousand hells
In being deprived of everlasting bliss?

He went up to him and put his hand very gently on his shoulder. 'l know
what you want," he said; 'you want to hear those bells again.'

And asif in response to his words the voices of the carol sngers came
from without, for they had started another carol:

Ubi sunt gaudia,

If that they be not there ?
Angels there are singing

Nova cantica:

Sweet bells the while a-ringing
Inregiscuria:

O that we were there!

The devil buried his face in his hands as he listened, and Smith, little as
heliked him, couldn't help feeling sorry for him.
'Y ou poor devil," hesaid, still with hishand on his shoulder. 'Y ou poor,

poor devil V

They stayed like that in slence for a minute or two and then the carol
gngers began ther third caral. It wasn't so good as the others but as you
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won't know it | have had it printed for you. And perhapsyou will Sng
it yoursdves as| think you know the tune:

Saviour, erethe world has crowned Thee,
Cruel thorns Thy diadem,

Hail, asfirst Thy shepherds found Thee,
Hail, Thou Babe of Bethlehem!

Born in weskness, ere before Thee
Eastern lords their homage bring

In Thy weskness we adore Thee,
Hail, the world's Almighty King!

Far and wide to every nation
From that silent manger throne

Ringstheroyal proclamation,
Loveisstrong—and Love alone.

Hereis Strength, divine, prevailing,
Here is Power for all who seek;
Courage! yewhosefaithisfailing,
Lift your hearts! Be strong, ye weak!

Master, by the Faith that made Thee
Strong to serve, to hedl, to save,

Strong to die when all betrayed Thee,
Make Thy feeble followers brave.

Christ, the Lord of all good Living,
Grant the gift for which we long,
Thine Own Love, and in the giving
Out of weskness make us strong!

PALM SUNDAY
March, 1931

| WANT to try to carry you back for a few minutes to the evening of the
first Palm SQunday in Jerusalem: but it mug be at alater hour than this—
an hour when all the city is adegp. A city adep is always a wonder ful
thing to think of, asyou read in Carlyle or in Wordsworth, and this city
on this evening iswell worth our thought.

It has been an exciting day and there are many people who have much
to reflect on, or to dream of when they degp. Caigphas and Annas, the
High Priest and hisfather-in-law, must havefeared and hated the enthusi-
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agn for the new teacher: Pilate must have wondered if it meant a new
outburst of trouble from these tiresome Jews. how gladly he would have
shaken the dug of Jerusalem from his feet, and got back to the civilization
which he knew at Rome!

The apodles had gone home tired but happy—all but Judas who was
beginning to think that nothing much would come of it after all: what
apity to havelet all that enthusasm run towaste! And the crowd which
had taken part in the procesdings—cannat you imagine how some of them
must have been wondering by now if they had not been rather carried
away by their zeal—wondering what ther rulersthought of it, wondering
whether any good thing could really come out of Galilee ?

And the ass—the as on which Chrigt rode—was Chesterton altogether
wrong when he makes the ass redlize that this had been the great day of
itslifei

Starve, scourge, deride me: | am dumb,
| keep my sret till.

Fools! For | d had my hour,

One far fierce hour and swest:

There was a shout about my ears
And palms before my feet.

The city lies dlent and adesp: the tumult and the shouting have died
away, the multitudes hold their peace—but do you remember some words
of Our Lord which you have heard this evening—how He said, 'l tell
you that if these shall hold their peace the gones will cry out' ? And so |
want to read you somelinesin which a modern writer hastried to recall
for you the cry of the dones | am aways a little afraid of quoting versg,
but thisisn't very difficult to follow: | expect some of you will s from
wher e he has solen the metre. They are the gones upon the road along
which Chrigt came from Bethany over the Mount of Olives, winding
down pag the Garden of Gethsamane and into what is now called the
Golden Gate of the Temple. And thisis what he heard them say—

Great grey city, in the moonlight cold,

Grey walls desping, where the gate gleams gold!

Thereis dlence in the Temple, where all the busy day

The money changers take their toll before God's people pray;
Thereis dlence in the city, nor, till daylight dawns anew,

W ill theJew dexpise the Gentile nor the Gentile scorn the Jew;
And Caiaphas in degp forgets to count his Temple gain,

And dep has gilled the busyness of aged Annas brain;
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And Pilate in his palace lies dreaming dreams of home,
The purple pomp and pleasures and the pageantry of Rome.
They lie dreaming, but can we forget,

We little stones that pave the road that winds from Olivet,
Branches broken and the garments spread

Before Him on the roadway where His ass might tread ?
Crowds acclaiming Hi m with one accord,

Prince or Prophet or a King restored!

Hosanna! thisisHe!

Hail, King from Galilee!

Blessed He that cometh in the Name of the Lord!

Seep on, Peter, for thou cang not know

Of hearts that shall be broken when the cock shall crow;
Dream on, Judas—dost thou dream of gold,

Money bags and silver and a Master sold?

Soon, ah, soon, in the house that Herod built,

Thou'lt cagt the thirty pieces down, the guerdon of thy guilt!
Seep poor Pilate, for the hours fly fadt,

Soon all the washing of thy hands shall wash not out the past;
Dream, doomed city: for there stands no stone,

No stone upon another, that shall not be overthrown;

Seep, sad city: but awake are we,

We little stones upon the road that winds from Bethany.

O fdse and foolish Pharisees to still the peopl€'s shout,

The very gones beneath your feet, He told you, shdl cry out!
There are sones upon the cruel road that leads to Calvary,
There are gtones beneath the cypressss in dark Gethsemane;
They too shall have their tale to tell: their hour is not yet:
But shout, ye stones upon the road that winds from Olivet!
Hail, King of David's line!

Hail, Prophet, ManDivine!

The stones that Thou hast trodden,, they can not forget!

THE END OF THINGS
Summer, 1931.

'| HATE the end of the half- sad the Boy.

'I'm rather surprisad to hear you sy that,' said the Philosopher; ' seam
to remember two or three years ago that you used to count the days till
the half ended and scratch them off every night on your almanac'

'Oh, you know what | mean- said the Boy. 'l| mean | hate the thought
of leaving.

'The happies time of your life is over- said the Foolish Friend with a
sigh.
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' | can't imagine how you know that," retorted the Philosopher, 'and
as for you- he went on, turning to the Boy, 'l wish you'd tell me why
you hate it 0!

The Boy meditated for a few moments.

‘| hatethinking . . .' he began dowly.

'Y ou alwaysdid hatethinking- interrupted the Foolish Friend.

‘Don't try and be funny- said the Philosopher, frowning.

'l hate thinking thingswill be going on without me- the Boy went on.
(I forgot to say that they were dtting on one of the s=tsin Upper Club
while the final of the Juniors was being played.) 'The chetnuts will all
flower, and the dms be getting green and then getting tired, and these
little brutes will be going on playing, and people beginning to wonder
what will happen at Lord's, and | shall beout of it all.’

'You can always come down and look on- put in the Foolish
Friend.

‘And a lot of good that will be- retorted the Boy angrily. 'l shan't
really know what's going on. Every onewill bevery nice to me, and |
ghall go to Chapd and st in the wrong sort of seat, and they'll go into
school, and | shall wish to goodness | could go too, and | shall fed abso-
lutely out of it.'

'I't s|ams to me- said the Philosopher, 'that it isn't so much leaving as
being left that you mind.'

'l don't quite sse what you mean- said the Boy.

‘Well, you don't really like the stchodl going on without you. Of
coursg, | know you want it to- he went on, as the Boy showed Sgns of
protest, 'but you don't like the feding. One of the saddet poems any
Etonian ever wrote hastherefrain, " And | not there, and | not there."
It'sa perfectly natural feding, but | don't think it'ssound.’

‘Everything mug come to an end- said the Foolish Friend hepfully.
'It'll be all the same a hundred years hence'

'l don't bdieve ather of thosee remarks means anything- sad the
Philosopher, 'and if they do I'm pretty sure they're fase " Nothing
really comes to an end, and nothing is ever the same a hundred years
hence'

'Ah now you're talking philosophy," said the Foolish Friend brightly.
'You're going to say that Time and Space aren't real, or some nonsnse
of that kind. They're quite real enough for me anyhow. | came on
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a verse of Henley's about it the other day. It went something like
this—

O Time and Space, twixt place and place
Our little lives dividing,

We know too well the tale you tell
That hereisno abiding:

For Time and Space efface, efface
Al recordsmenhavewritten,

Though graved upon the hardest stone
Or ged by acid bitten.

'You're got it all wrong,' said the Philosopher patiently. It's a poem
Henley wrote about his quarrd with Stevenson, not a general gatement
about human life. I'll quoteit you if you like: it's a lot better than that
doggere of yours, though much too pessmigic—

O Time and Change, they range and range
From sunshine round to thunder!—

They glance and go as the great winds bl ow,
And the best of our dreams drive under.

For Time and Change estrange, estrange—
And, now they have looked and seen us,

O we that were dear we are all too near,
With the thick of the world between us'

Therewas afew moments dlence

"It comes to much the same anyhow- said the Foolish Friend.

'Not it- sad the Philosopher decidedly. 'Real things don't change,
and Time and Soace can't affect them. A great poem or a great datue
or agreat pictureareevery bit asgood centuries after they were madeand
in any country they get to, and | don't ss2 why what's true of works of
art isn't true of works of goodness If a friendship ges killed it was't
thereal thing. If therdsanything real binding you to this place- he went
on, turning tothe Boy, 'that'll go on wherever you areand aslong asyou
live—and longer ill, I think, because good things don't die.’

‘Lots of beautiful things do die- the Boy objected. 'L ook at flowers.

'l don't think flowersdie if theres any one to look at them- said the
Philosopher. 'Look at the daffodils Wordsworth saw: they lived in his
mind, and have lived in a good many other peopleés minds snce'

'[t's not what most people mean by being alive- said the Boy.

‘No, but mos people arealmos alwayswr ong- said the Philosopher.

‘Thingsyou'vedoneheredon't ceaseto exist becauseyou go away.'
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""The evil that men do lives after them"- quoted the Foolish Friend
with a sigh. ' "The good is oft interred with their bones." What a
wonderful way Shakespeare has of putting things !

‘It wasn't Shakespeare who said that- replied the Philosopher patiently:
'it was Mark Antony addressing a public meeting, and that is not where
| should look for Shakespeare's own opinions. |'m much more inclined
to think that evil never really lives at all..'

'Isn't that rather a dangerous doctrine ? asked the Boy. 'It sounds as if
you could do anything you liked and it would all come right in the
end.’

‘It will all come right in the end- said the Philosopher, 'but you can
delay its coming. What | mean isthat a good thing done or said is some-
thing real and living, and that abad thing is really a missed opportunity.
Whenyou miss acatch you haven't really done anything, though you may
delay the end.'

'‘But you may lose the match by it- objected the Boy.

'Yes, that's where the metaphor breaks down- agreed the Philosopher.
‘This match can't be lost because it's God's match, but | can't imagine
any one missing catches for the fun of it. Try another metaphor: we've
all got ajob of building to do: if you don't lay your bricks, some one
else will have more to do: you can refuse to work and delay the building,
but you can't really stop it. When St. John talks of doingevil, he usss a
word whichjust means messing about and really doing nothing at all.’

The Foolish Friend had been alittlerestive since his last intervention.
'‘That all sounds very well- he said, 'but you can't get away from the fact
that our part's pretty small and insignificant. 1'm not very good at my
Bible, but I think it says "A thousand years in God's sight are as yester-
day" and that makes our part seem pretty small beer.’

'l think you forget- answered the Philosopher, 'that if a thousand years
are as yesterday it would seem to follow that yesterday is as a thousand
years, and if that's so it makes our part seem remarkably large. What
you see through a microscope is every bit as true as what you see through
a telescope,

'It's all very difficult,’ said the Boy, 'l wish | understood a bit more
about Time and Space: | know m'tutor said something about them—
"categories of the human intellect,” or some rot like that.'

'I't means we can't get on without them if we try to think," said the

L
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Philosopher. 'You don't really beieve Heaven is "up there" but you
can't help thinking asif it was

‘Doyou meanit'sall afraud ? aked the Boy.

‘Not abit of it: they're perfectly real asfar asthey go, but they don't
go all theway. Ther€s a great passage in Revelation where the angd
blowsatrumpet and sys Timeshall benolonger, and themystery of God
will berevealed. Till then, they'relikethefield we'vegot to play in, and
no sane boy ever refusd to play on Upper Club because it wasn't Lord's.
But the things that happen in Time and Space are much realler than the
placethey happen in, just asa match you win or loseisamuch morereal
thing than the ground you play on.'

'‘But we only s auch a little bit of it- said the Boy, 'and things often
go horribly wrong, like that quarrd between friends he was talking of -
he added, nodding at the Foolish Friend.

'‘They may- agreed the Philosopher, 'but they needn't—and asfor that
particular quarrd it did comeright in theend: listen tothe other verse—

O Death and Time, they chime and chime
Like bels at sunst falling!—

They end the song, they right the wrong,
They s the old echoes calling:

For Death and Time bring on the prime
Of God's own chosen weather,

And we lie in the peace of the Great Release
Asoncein the grasstogether.'

The party was dlent for a few moments, and then the Boy said, 'l s
you mean wearen't really at the mercy of Spaceand Time.'

‘Not we- said the Philosopher, 'we aren't their servants though we
sometimes behave as if we were. We can se they aren't real, though we
can only guess what's behind them. We're grangers and pilgrims on the
earth, asthe inscription on the walls of Chapd says Which sde do you
St?

'The South sde- said the Boy.

‘Well you've seen it every day this half—confitentes quia hospites et
peregrini sunt super terram, but | don't suppoeyou'veever readit.'

'I"'m not a great dasscal scholar- said the Boy, grinning.

'‘That's a pity, for theres ancther little poem | want to repeat to you
andit'sgot someLatininit: but really Patriaisabout the hardest word it
uss It's about the soul's journey from this world to its real home, and
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leaving this world can't be 0 very unlike leaving schodl after all. It was
written by a Lincolnshire parson called Gales who died three or four
years ago, and | hope you will likeit asmuch as| do.'

THE LAST JOURNEY

Thou, O Soul, aone must go
(Non timebis, Anima)

Thro' the passge of the snow
(ViaefinisPatria).

Thou must come to thy Desire
(Non timebis, Anima)

Thro' the frost and thro' the fire
(ViaefinisPatria).

Thou must come to thy Delight
(Non timebis, Anima)

From the deep and thro' the night
(ViaefinisPatria).

Thou, O Soul, aone must fare
(Non timebis, Anima)
Thro' the solitudes of air
(ViaefinisPatria).
At thy journey'send isrest
Quia Christus pasas es.

From Selected Poemsof R. L. Gales(pub. Brentano'sL td.)

THE SAINTS HOSPITAL
December, 1931.

T H E dream which | am going totell you to-night isnot really a dream of
my own but that of a friend of mine. | will call him Williamson, though
that is not his name, because it is a non-controverdal tide and uits the
kind of sraightforward, unimaginative person that heis

He tdls me that he found himsdf ganding in front of a large building
over which was written in large leters
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SAINTS HOSPITAL

Theinscription puzzled Williamson alittle: it clearly ought to have been,
he thought, Saint Somebody's Hospital, and he was worrying over this
in the unreasonable way that one does worry in dreams when a stranger
came up to him.

"No- he said, evidently grasping the situation, 'there is no mistake;
Lt_ isdcla hospital for Saints; just as one might say " Dogs Home" - he added

indly.

'‘But | shouldn't have thought they would want a hospital all to them-
sHves said Williamson. 'And look at that fellow goingin now: he doesn't
look like my idea of a Saint!"

'l wonder- said the stranger, 'if you have ever heard of the Naturalist
whotold hisfriend abird wasa Y ellow Hammer ? " It'snot my idea of a
Yellow Hammer," said the friend. " No," said the Naturalist, " but
it's God's idea of a Yellow Hammer." And of course that may be
the same with Saints. Y ou se Saints aren't people who are perfect, but
people who are trying to be better, and aren't ashamed to say o, and
to come for treatment. But perhaps you would liketo go in and havea
look ?"

Wi illiamson agreed, and they walked over to the building.

'"What sort of things do they cure? he asked.

'Oh, all the usual things- said the stranger: 'the deaf and the blind, the
lame and the dumb. But you will understand much better when you've
seen the place at wor k. Should we go to the Eye Department first ?'

As they turned in that direction a man hurried pas them whom
Williamson thought he recognized. 'lsn't that So-and-So?' he asked,
naming awell known painter. 'l shouldn't have thought there was much
thematter with hiseyes. surely he sessperfectly already.’

'The question really is, What does he s27?' said the stranger. 'l expect
hes found out that he only sses how clever heis, and that's hardly worth
seeing, isit i’

'Oh, that's a different kind of thing- said Williamson: 'l mean, he sses
things, doesn't he?

'l am not at all sure that he ss the glory of God,' said the stranger,
‘and after all, | suppose that's the thing that's best worth seeing. Thereis
good reason for believing that only thepurein heart do that.’
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'l should have thought he was quite a decent chap,’ said Williamson.

'Very likely," said the other; 'but purity of heart means single-minded-
ness, and if you're thinking of your own cleverness or how much you're
going to get for your pictures, you can't be said to be single-minded. But
perhaps you would rather have alook at the Orthopaedic Department—
where they cure the lame,' he explained, rather to Williamson's
annoyance.

They turned down a corridor and Williamson looked into a room
where afinefigure of aman stood waiting for histurn.

‘It doesn't look as if there was much the matter with him," he observed.

'Oh, heknows he canrun all right- said the other; 'the question, as he's
found out, is where he runs to and what he runs for. There were some
people in the Psams, you may remember, whose feet were swift to shed
blood, and that wouldn't be much use for a Saint, would it? Thewhole
guestion is," he went on, 'what his legs were given him for: if they were
given himto hurry to the help of other people, it'sagreat pity if he only
uses them to get prizes for himself.'

He was going on with his explanation, which Williamson privately
thought alittle tedious, when they were interrupted by an argument from
the other side of the passage: one of the patients seemed to be arguing
with adoctor and holding forth with great vigour and eloguence.

'What's the matter with that chap ? asked Williamson.

'Oh, he's come to have his voice attended to- said the stranger.

'l shouldn't have thought there was much the matter with that,® said
Williamson, dryly; 'he seems pretty well ableto say anything he wants.'

'Yes, that'sjust the difficulty- said the other: 'he's always tal king about
himself; it's avery painful affliction and one of the hardest to cure: that's
what he's come about. But we get some surprising resultsin time." And
hewent on, half to himself,

For flattering and deceitful lips,
And tongues that be so stout

To spesk proud words and make great brags,
The Lord shall soon cut out.

For they sy still "We will prevalil,
Our lips shall usextol,

Our tongues are ours: we ought to speak:
What lord shall uscontrol ?

"Thereis nothing the matter with you, | suppose’ hewent on, turning
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suddenly to Williamson. ‘I was wondering if by any chance you were
just alittle desf.'

‘Nonsense,' said Williamson,; 'l can hear perfectly well.'

'l wasn't sure that you heard all that | was saying,' said his friend.

'l can hear everything | want to hear, thank you,' sad Williamson,
who hadn't been attending very closely and was getting a little annoyed.

'‘Oh, but that's s0 essy,” said the stranger. "The real question is whether
you can hear the things you dor't want to hear—criticism, for instance;
so very few people are good at hearing that.'

Williamson blushed alittle, but the stranger did not seam to notice.

'‘And then therés another thing," he went on more gravely; 'there's
the cry of the poor: it'svery loud really, but alot of people hardly ssamto
hear it at all. And there's another thing,' he added, more gravely still.

'‘What's that? asked Williamson, a little interested in spite of himself.

The stranger looked him straight in the face. 'l mean the voice of God,'
he said.

Williamson was alittletaken aback, and hardly knew what to answer,
but he was saved from the necessity of replying, for at that moment some
music was heard from abig Hall behind them, and alot of people poured
out from the various rooms and made their way into a kind of Central
Hall.

'‘What's happening ? he asked, glad to have a smple question to put.

'Oh, it'sjust time for Prayers,' said his guide: 'of course you can't come
to the sarvice as you aren't a patient yet, but perhaps you'd like to hear
the hymn they sing at the beginning.’

So they s at the back of the Hall and Williamson wrote down for me
the words he heard. Perhgps he didn't get them quite right for, as you
will s.e he made at least one mistake, and one of the lines certainly comes
straight out of another hymn; but anyhow, that's what he told me, and as
the tune is one which you know perhgps we may as well try and sing it

together.
Our eyeswereblind, our sdfish snss sealed,
Unseen T hy gloriesand T hy grace unsung,
But Thou, O Lord, with gentle hand has healed
Our dricken sght and touched our trembling tongue.
Our hearts were hard, our ears were dull of hearing,
Thy wises wordswerefoolish in our eyes
But still, O Christ, as once at Thine appearing,
The deaf can hear Thee and the dead can rise.
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His explanation seemed to make things harder than ever.

‘Might | havealook at one of them ?' | asked.

'l don't sewhy not,' heanswered. 'It can't do any harm now: you'll
e it's all very obvious. But then | thought it always was obvious- he
ended with a d9gh, 'only they wouldn't seit.’

He handed me a small sheaf of papers headed Peter. | took the papers
and looked at them: they werelikeaangle actor's part in aplay with the
cues given where he had to come in. Thefirst words written for Peter
to sy were:

‘Lord, I will gowith theeboth to prison and to death." My friend was
looking over my shoulder as | read.

"It looks S0 easy to remember, doen't it 7 he said. '"He'd said it only a
few hours before: but there was his cue plain enough. " Enter multitude
with swords and gaves" Christ says a few words and then Peter comes
in with his part. He hardly has any more to say: in fact no more of his
part was written for him: onlyjust general notes as to being crucified:
it only meant providing afourth cross'’

‘But | don't understand- | began——

"I'fyou'll turn over the page- he interrupted- 'you'll s the sscond
draft: it'sall just on thesameplan.’

| turned over and read—Scene High priest's court. The Maid geaks
'‘Thou ao wags with Jesus' Peter: 'Let me go to him now, that | may
die with him.'

Toend of s.neasin Draft |.

‘Don't you undergand now ? he said, taking the papers back. 'There
are all the things which Peter ought to have said and never did say, and
the same with the ret of them: therés a part for each of the deven
Apodles therés a peach for Pilate to make dismissng the charge, therés
apart for Judastoo. | kept hoping to the las he would remember it, but
the poor fellow went and hanged himsdf, and after that there was no
morethat | could do.'

'‘But whoareyou ? | cried, 'and how do you know these things ?

'l am what | expect you would call the Recording Angel- heanswered:
it's not a name |I'm very fond of mysdf, for it suggess crimes and
punishments, and leaves out the bes half of my work.'

‘W hat do you mean by that ?' | asked.

‘All this I'vejust been showing you- he answered. 'It's my job to
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write down the good things people are meant to say, whether they say
them or not, and | suppose you'd hardly call that "recording." '

'‘But if it's all written down beforehand,’ | began, 'doesn't that mean
it's all fixed—oh no- | interrupted myself, 'l se it can't mean that, or
Peter couldn't have forgotten his part. But don't you write down the
wrong things too ?

'Not beforehand- he said. '"We prepare good things for people to say,
just as we prepare good works for them to do. | don't believe the bad
words and the bad works are prepared beforehand at all—at any rate it's
not done in my office.’

| meditated on this for alittle: then | asked another question.

‘Do you mean that you've got all my part written down ?'

'Of course | have- he said smiling, 'yours and everybody elsg's. | can't
let you s it, but there's no great mystery about it: if you went home
and really thought about it | expect you could do it all for yourself. Y ou
se you hardly ever have any doubt what other people ought to do and
say, so why should there be any more doubt about you ?

| felt the conversation was getting a little too personal, so | thought |
would change the subject. 'l know it seems a silly question- | began, 'but
why do you keep them in an Appointment Book ?'

He smiled as he handed me the book. 'Y ou haven't got it quite right-
he said; 'you se it's a Disappointment Book really.'

'‘May | look inside? | asked. He nodded, and | opened it.

'What have you opened at? he said. 'Ah yes, Pilate's speech; | was
rather proud of that, | remember. He got some of it right, but kept on
making mistakes, and yet it wasn't a very long speech and it was very
simple. Thereitis, all ready for him to say.' | looked again and | read:

What evil hath this man done ? If he be indeed King of the Jews | know not, and if he be
the Son of God | know not, but this| know of a surety, that he is ajust man and against
thejust law of Rome he hath offended nothing at all. Ye say thatif I let him go | am not
Ceesa'sfriend, but | would have you know that the friends of Caesar are those who act justly
in his name. | find no fault in this man: | will therefore let him go.

'l suppose he would have been recalled if he'd said that,' | remarked as
| gave the paper back.

'Oh, | think so- he said; 'the rest of his part is quite interesting but |
haven't got it here. He was to be banished, and find that it was worth
while to suffer for the truth's sake: in fact he was to find the answer to his

famous question. But all that had to wait.'
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'There's one thing | ill don't understand- said |: 'if you don't mind
my asking. What is the good of keeping thexe old records of what might
havebeen ?

‘Ah, there you're getting out of my depth- he ansvered. 'l can't tell
you. Some people say the pad is pas and can't be undone: |'m not so
aure of that. My busnes is just to kegp the records, and these particular
ones | get out every Holy Week, to have them ready in case any of them
care to come and look at them.'

‘And do they come?

'Oh yes they come every year. They didn't come at firss—at least
hardly any one except the Aposdes—but sooner or later they all come,
and when they've once come they soon make a habit of it—all but one,
that is- he added with a dgh.

‘All but Judas?' | aked, below my breath.

He nodded.

‘But | haven't given up hope- he said. 'Even Judas may come in time,
and herepeated half under hisbreath thewords, 'that the words of Christ
might be fulfilled which he gpake of those which thou hag given me |
logt not one!'

A DREAM OF JUDGEMENT
July, 1932.

IT isnever very interesting or very profitable to investigate the origins of
dreams, but it ispossble that the dream | am going to tell you to-night has
some faint connection with a sory | told you the other day. You may
possbly remember the forms of punishment in that schoadl in Kashmir -
the mirrorsin which the conceited boy had to look at himsdf till he was
gck of it, and the Parrot bench from which the talkative boy had to go
on talking till he was tired.

However that may be, what | saw was a room containing three people:
theroom itself wasnot in any way remarkable—a sort of waiting room—
and it appeared that two of its occupants were waiting there in charge
of the third, whose face | could only dimly s&2 One of them was a well
st up man of about fifty: he was well dresssd and had all the appearance
of a gentleman: the tie he was wearing—but perhaps |'d better not men-
tion it: there are so many of thee regimental and public school ties
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about, and after all the light wasn't very good. But, as| was saying, he
was clearly a gentleman, and, what is more, a gentleman with a good
opinion of himself, though | couldn't help feeling that at the moment he
was a little nervous. This was confirmed by the first words | heard.

" Afraid ? he was saying, 'of course |'m not afraid! What is there to be
frightened of? |'ve got a perfectly good case, and |I'm glad of the chance
of putting it. | never asked to be born into this world: if | had, | agree
it would be different: but | didn't. | was put in here without my consent,
and told to keep alot of rules which didn't appeal to me. I'velived my
own lifein my own way. | don't s&t up to be better than other people—
but | don't propose to bejudged by a lot of Sunday School Standards—
and so you can tell them!"

'I'm afraid | have nothing to do with the judging,' said the other
politely: 'I'm only here in case any one has anything they specially wish
to say.'

'Well, that's what | want to say- retorted the first speaker. 'l claim
to bejudged by my own standards.'

'l shouldn't think there'd be any difficulty about that- said the guardian.
‘After all, you see this is only a Pass Examination for Entrance: but | see
they're ready for you- he went on, as the door opened. 'You will find
me here when you come back.'

When he had gone, the guardian, whom | suppose | had better call an
Angel (though I really don't know how | knew he was one: it's very
hard to detect wings in modern dress—the angel turned to the other
occupant of the room. He was by no means attractive to look at, with a
ferret-like face and small shifty eyes: but he was well enough dressed and
spoke with no trace of accent.

'‘Blustering fellow, that!' he remarked, nodding at the door through
which his companion had departed. 'lt's a great mistake to say too much.
My motto is Let them find out what they can: they'll get no help from
me, and, unless I'm very much mistaken, they won't find out much. |
know the laws of evidence as well as most people, and what's not proved
can't be punished. No, I'm not worrying.'

There was a sound of feet outside and the door opened again: a man
stumbled in and collapsed into a chair.

"Your turn now, dr,” said the angel, and the ferret-faced man went out
after straightening his tie before the glass.
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The angd glanced at a piece of paper which had been handed to him
and turned to the man in the chair. " What has happened ? heasked. The
other's face was buried in his hands and his body was shaken with
obs

‘W hat hashappened ? said theangd again. 'All iswell!"

At that the man raisad his head and | saw to my amazement that it
was the same fellow who had left the room sojauntily a few moments
before.

‘All well ? hecried. "How dare you mock me by saying that ? | have
ssn mysdlf asl really am, and you daretotell methat all iswell!”

'Y ou've passd the firs examination- said the angd quietly.

Theother looked at him in amazement.

'‘Pased 7 he said. "How can | have pased ? | never said aword!”

'‘That's not always necessary- said the angd. ‘Won't you tell me just
what happened ?

The other passd his hand over hisbrow. 'l don't really think | can-
he sad after a pause 'You s= nothing really happened at all. | found
mysdlf in a kind of operating theatre—rather like a place where | once
went to be X-rayed: | remember the same motto was on the wall,
Quicquid latet apparehit. No one asked meto say anything, but when the
rayswereturned on | just saw—saw myself and all 1'd done, and somehow
—I don't suppoe you'll bdieve this part- he broke off.

'Oh yes | shall- said the angd gently.

‘Well, | saw all the things | hadn't done—all the things | should have
doneif I'd been trueto those gandards| wastalking about just now—and
—and—wadll, that was quite enough for me. | suppose | fainted: anyhow
| can't remember any moretill I found myself back here—and now you
sy |'vepassd! It amply can't betrue!

'Of coursg, it's only the qualifying examination- the angd reminded
him. 'Ifyou s® you might have done better, and are sorry about
it, that's all that's essntid at this sage But herés our other man
returning.’

The door opened and the ferret-faced man was shown in: the angd
recaived a paper from, the attendant and glanced at it, knitting his brows
asheread.

'Oh, that'swell over - said the ferret-faced man, taking a degp breath.
'l can't think how they made me talk so much when |'d made up my
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mind to hold my tongue, but | don't think | gave much away. After all,
they can't convict a man on his own evidence, can they i*

'So you did esk after all 7 said the angdl.

'Yes | can't think why, but when they sat me down there | felt 1'd
better have the whole thing out, so | told them the whole yarn, and |
flatter mysdlf it was an eye-opener. | said, Now |'m going to tell you a
lot of thingsyou didn't know: you can't count it againd me, mind; | know
the laws of evidence'

'S0 you told them everything ? asked the angd again.

'‘Every blessd thing!" said the other, chuckling. 'l told them all about
the progpectus, and the faked report from the agent, and the bogus shares
you should have ss;m them dare But the bes thing was that Housing
scheme we deared half amillion out of that and | got a knighthood: that
was the smartes thing | ever did!"

*And you weren't at all ashamed ? asked the angdl.

'‘Ashamed ? Why should | beashamed ? | didn't make a fool of mysdf,
did | ? | saw they were clever people and | told them the whole yarn.
The children of this world, | said, are wisr than the children of light,
and | don't mind telling you this, but mind, you can't bring it up againgt
me: it's all in confidence. But |'m thirsty after all that talking. Can|
haveadrink?'

The angd nodded towards a table at the sde. While the man was
mixing himsdlf a drink, still chuckling to himsdf, he looked again at the
paper in hishand. | saw thewriting—Hemust fail, unlessyou can find any
redeemingfeature.

The ange dghed and turned to him again.

'S0 you told them everything ? he said again.

'‘Every blessed thing! About mysdf, | mean: of course| didn't mention
any other names. | didn't fed likedoing that, and thank God! they didn't
ak me.

'‘Did you say, "thank God" ?' aked the angd sharply. '"Why?'

Theother man gared at him.

‘What do you mean ? he said, 'one doesn't give ones pals away.'

'‘Thank God!" said the angd in his turn; ‘'there may bejust a chance

after all.'
He spoke half under his breath, and wasjust going to ssy something
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more when | heard a sound of snging outsde and the words, as far as |
could diginguish them, were something like this:

Lord of all,toWhom alone

All our hearts desres are known,

When we gand before T hy throne
Jesu, hear and savel

Son of man, before Whose eyes

Every ssoret open lies

At Thy great and lag assze
Jesu, hear and save!

Son of God, Whose angd host

(Thou hag said) reoiceth most

O'er the snner who was log,
Jesy, hear and save!

Saviour, Who didg not condemn
Thaose who touched Thy garment's hem,
Mercy show to usand them,

Jesu, hear and savel

Lord, the Way to Snners shown,

Lord,theTruth by Snnersknown,

L ove Incarnate on thethrone,
Jesu, hear and savel

A CHRISTMAS FABLE
Christmas, 1932.

THERE were g9x of them in the gable of course the Ass and the Ox had
been there all the time, and then there was the little Lamb which the
shepheadshad left as a present. They had got to undersand one ancther's
ways, but the three newcomers were alt dranga's there was the
horse on which M elchior had come (only heliked to be called a Rouncy),
and Cagpar'scamd and Balthasar'sdromedary, and thetwo lag in particu-
lar were quite unfamiliar. So they naturally drew apart in two groups,
watching each other rather closdy.

It was the Rouncy which began the conversation. '| f you ak me- he
said, ‘it sEmsto merather a lot of fuss about nothing: fancy coming all
theway from Arabiato ss2a baby in amanger!'

The Dromedary snorted. '| fyou'd come from Samarkand- he said,
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‘that would be something worth mentioning: but | agreewith you that
there was nothing much to se'

'‘Samarkand ? pooh!" said the Camel; '‘when wereached Samarkand we
thought our jour ney aimos done: we camefrom far Cathay.'

Thisremark rather discountenanced the others, asindeed it was meant
to do, and there was a pause before the Rouncy began again.

'l don't s= the sn=e of giving a baby gold- he said.

‘Or frankincensg, either- chimed in the Dromedary: 'you brought
frankincensg, didn't you? he went on, turning to the Camd. 'We
brought myrrh, and |'m surel don't know what that wasfor.'

"1 f we brought frankincense- said the Camel, 'you may be sure that we
had our reasons'

‘Itisn't at all an ordinary baby- put in the Ass who had been listening
all thetime.

‘Not by any means- said the Ox and the Lamb in chorus

The Rouncy turned rather pointedly to the Dromedary. 'Babies are
very udess things- he said, 'weak and usess a young horse is a far
finer thing than a baby.’

'God- said the Ass speaking to no one in particular, ‘has no pleasure
in the dgrength of a horse'

'Who aked you to gpeak? said the Rouncy angrily: 'what do you
know about it ? An Ass like you!"

‘In this country to ride on white ass is a great honour- the Ass
retorted.

‘Now | know what is meant by a one-horse country!" said the Rouncy.

‘It iswritten in our sacred books- said the Ass ' " Be ye not like unto
horse and mule which have no understanding,” and you certainly under-
dand nothing about this baby.'

'l uppo= you know a great deal- said the other with a snesr.

'l keep my eyes open- said the Ass, 'and before now a relation of mine
has ssen an angel which a prophet could not se'

'And haveyou ssen any angds ?

'‘Plenty of angds, plenty of angds said the Ox. 'We all saw them—
—and heard them too- he added dowly.

‘And what did they say ? asked the Dromedary.

'Y ou were there at the beginning- said the Ox to the Lamb. "What

did they say?
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'‘They said we should find Chrigt in the manger - said the Lamb rather
timidly.

'‘Christ ? said theDromedary. 'What doesthat mean ?

‘I t meansthe Anointed Son of God- said the Ass 'didn't you know that ?'
he went on, addressng the Camel.

The Caméd was rather confused, for Camds are always supposed to
know the hundred names of God, while no one ds knows more than
ninety-nine: that is why they look so proud: but the Came was not
guite sure, s0 he only looked dignified and contemptuous and said
nothing.

‘And what doyou know of God ?' aked the Rouncy in asneering tone.

'l know Hetakes carefor oxen- said the Ox; 'Helaid it down that we
weren't to be muzzled when we tread out the corn.’

'‘Therésatradition in my family- said the Ass 'that our kingis going
to come to us one day riding upon an ass and my own idea is that this
is he.'

*And h€e'll ride upon you, | suppose!' said the Rouncy scor nfully.

'He may- said the Ass 'but | am afraid | should be too old by then.'

‘And what about him?' said the Dromedary, looking at the Lamb.
"How doesheeomein ?

'I'm afraid | shan't be much use said the Lamb modestly, 'but | thought
perhaps | might be usd for a sacrifice Y ou s they always do sacrifice
lambs- he went on apologetically, 'so | thought if | was very good, |
might be used for that.'

The Rouncy laughed contemptuoudly.

'That's a pleasant prospect- he said, 'why, when | gointo battle| don't
intend to be sacrificed: my neck is clothed with thunder

'Oh yes, | know- said the Ass, 'and you sy, "Ha, ha!" | aways thought
that a particularly slly thing to say.

Therewasan uproar at this. Every one except the Camel began speak-
ing at once At lag the Ox made himsdf heard. 'Do be quiet- he said,
"I think they are anging something next door and | want to ligten.'

'‘Well, | don't- said the Dromedary, 'le's ak the Camel what he
thinks!'

The Camd deared his throat: he had thought of something clever to
sy. 'l remember aphrasein the Gresk poets- hesaid- " A great Ox has
gepped upon my tongue" : it meansthat we should be silent- he explained
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in a patronisng tone, 'and | think we might well adopt my friend's
suggestion.’
So they ligened, and this, or something like it, is the song they heard:

Hush, my babe, lie still and slumber,
Cradled on Thy Mother's breast.
Holy angds without number
Fill the air to guard Thy rest.

Hark! | hear their pinions beating,
Hark! they sing their song again,

Oft their blest refrain repeating
'Peace on earth, good will to menV

Was there nothing but a manger
Sinful mortals could afford

To receive the heavenly Stranger ?
Did they thus affront their Lord ?

Blessed Babe, what woes await Thee
Born to such aworld as this ?

Can it be that foes will hate Thee,
Friends betray Thee with akiss?

Nay, Thou bringest power unfailing
From Thy Father's home above,
Power immortal, all prevailing,
All things dse can fail, but Love.

Rest, my babe, Thy secret keeping—
'Tis our secret, Thine and mine—

On Thy Mother's bosom sleeping,
God incarnate, Man divine.

(Tune 390 in the English Hymnal. 1t will be noticed that Dr. Watts has borrowed some of
the lines for his Cradle Hymn.)

THE CLOCK

As | lie in bed ligening to the clock striking, and guessng what the

hour is going to be, | have sometimes wonder ed whether the lagt stroke

but one feds a little annoyed to find that it isn't really the important one,

and whether therés any feding of jealousy about it- The other night

| was fortunate enough to hear a little dissusson between the sverdl

drokes of the Cathedral clock, so that | am able to tell you the answer.
M
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There isill-feding, but they had the sdf-resraint to disuss the question
in an orderly manner.

"How can there be any question ?' said the First Stroke. 'l am the oneon
which all depends without me the res of you would have no meaning.
It gands to reason that firs is best: the two words are really synonymous,
asall language shows!

‘Merepriority in timemeansnothing-retorted the Second Stroke. 'Y ou
appeal to language, but all literature isagaing you. " Two are better than
one" said the wisest of the Hebrews, and the Greks have a proverb
that it iswhen two go together that real srength isfound.’

'You samtoforget- said the Third,' that threeare necessary for aperfect
unity; it would be wrong to introduce theology (and we have a rule
againd it in our discussons), but | may at leas remind you that three, not
two, is the number of the Graces'

TheFourth Strokesnorted angrily. 'l t isridiculous- he said-to talk asif
three were the number of perfection; who ever heard of a threelegged
animal ? and even-thetricycle, that ridiculous vehicle, has fallen into dis-
repute to dand four-square is the highest of praisss—given, you will
recall, by Tennyson to the Duke of Wellington.'

The Fifth Stroke was more diffident. 'It's very unfair- she grumbled,
‘but people have no idea of judtice. |'m sure | can't help being odd, but
they always talk asif it were in some way a defect!’

'Forgive me- broke in the Seventh Strokef/for speaking out of my turn,
but | cannot allow that remark to pass unquestioned. Seven, which is
undeniably odd, has always been regarded as the perfect number; it
would be wrong to enter into the mystical reasons for that choice, but at
least | may say that no one doubts that the pillars of wisdom are Seven.'

The Sixth Stroke was unperturbed. ‘| am no mystic- he said, 'but you
will allow me to remind you that Six was for long regarded as the hour
at which the day began, though by calling it Prime men have given
honour where it was not due. To turn to a more obvious argument a
"SX" isregarded in sporting drdes as one of the mogt glorious of things:
what other number has such honour paid toit ?

'| can answer that question- said the Eighth Stroke.' " AnEight” isat leadt
asgloriousathing as"a Sx," and in my opinion, far more graceful.’

TheNinth Strokewasimpatient to gpeak. '| was sorry-she said, 'to hear
our Sdea Five ek 0 gloomily; she alone has given her name to a
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French verb: five-ocloquer is (or was before France fell) aword of high
repute, and as for her view that odd numbers are despised, has de for-
gotten the Nine Musesi that choice proves Nine to be the source of all
literature.’

""Mystrength,"' quotedthe Tenth Stroke dreamily- "isasthe strength of
ten"; | can never forget that well-deserved compliment, and am prepared
to rest my clamsonit.'

‘How foolishisthistalk'! saidthe Eleventh Stroke; 'itisbesdethepoint
to talk of literature and mysticism. Every one knows that the Eleventh
Hour is the hour of crisis, and therefore unmistakably the most important
ofdl.

'"Theend,"' sad the Twelfth Stroke,' "crownsthework." | come last
because that is the post of honour; | apped to the evidence of all
ecclesiasticd  processons:!

They had all listened without undue impatience while each claim was
put forward, but now all began to ek at once (the Eleventh Stroke,
for instance, pointing out that on every cricket ground the Twelfth man
was regarded as a mere excrescence). They were hushed by a degper
voice which came from the bell itsdlf.

'Peacel my children-it said. 'Itismy duty to remind you of two simple
facts. The first that each of you isin reality the same stroke, so that you
are more than brethren, and the second that none of you can claim to
strike your own note. That is done by a higher power, and brethren, we
have been told, should dwell together in unity. God, the Founder of all
things, is (if | may sy S0) in a specid snse the founder of bells; let us, as
thetimehascome, all unitein striking the hour of midnight to Hishonour
and glory.'

THE BUILDERS

| WAS passing through the cloisters rather late one evening in August; |
can't remember the reason—I suppose it was that | had left my spectades
in the Cathedral, or my spectacle case—they never seem to keep together
somehow.

To my surprise—for the gate was locked—I saw a figure coining up
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from the Nor man crypt which we havejust been turningintoan air-raid
shdter (and a very good shdter too, for they knew how to build in the
eleventh century). | couldn't s him at all clearly, but | thought | had
better find out what he was doing there.

‘Good evening!' | said. "Wereyou just having alook round ?

'Yes, sir- he said; he spoke a little dowly, asif he was picking hiswords
rather carefully. 'l alwaysliketo have alook round about now; it's a bit
of an anniversary for me, you s='

'Oh, .really ?" said I, wondering what sort of an anniversary it could be.

'Yes, dr; it was this very day we began the job—uvery different things
looked then, | can tell you!

‘What job wasthat? | asked, still a good deal bewildered.

My unknown friend chuckled.

'Oh come, sir! Surely you'rethe Dean—what ussd to be called thePrior
in my time. Don't tell me you didn't know this was the day we began
to build the Cathedral! | remember it asif it was yeterday—the Bishop
and thePrior (asit might be you, gr) saying theprayer and cutting the
first sod, and we all waiting ready to begin. No. | shan't ever forget the
11th of August—it was the biggest job | ever had a hand in.

| wasa good deal puzzled, asyou can imagine, but | decided to humour him.

'‘Comeand st down on one of thexe seats-|said, 'and tell meall aboutit.'

We sttled oursdveson a s==t.

'‘The Bishop was Bishop Carileph, wasn't it ?' | asked, to give him some-
thing of a lead.

'Yes ar, Carileph or . Calais—they called him both names, he'd been
in France, where they tell me they've a lot of fine churches and that
was where he got hisbig ideasfrom. My word, dr, he was a determined
gentleman! He had the whole Cathedral planned out in his mind right
from the gart, and a fine place he meant it to be. " William," he'd say to
me. (I wasin charge of the workmen and hed talk to me as much as
toany one, and heliked mefor having the ssmenameashim.) " William,
you and | aregoing to build the bigges and finest church in this little
idand." "It'll cost a rare lot, my lord," | said, just to se what he'd say.
"Cox?' hesad, "I don't mind what it cods all you've got todo isto
get on with thework." '

" Tax not theroyal saint with vain expense" | muttered under my
breath.
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'No, ar, | don't think |''d go sofar asto call him a saint- said my friend,
who clearly hadn't recognized the quotation. 'He was a proud man and
good up to the King when he wanted him to give up the Cadle the
King snt him out of the country for three years | don't know the
rights of it mysdf, for that was before my time, but he was a bad King
and cameto a bad end, so maybe the Bishop wasn't to blame. But hewas
a hard man, too: he turned out the monks he found here—noat that they
were much loss by all accounts—deared them all out, he did, with their
wives and families, and brought in a new lot from foreign parts from
Jarrow and suchlike places That wasthefirg job | had, building them a
placetolivein.'

'‘Wherewasthat ? | asked.

"Why, wherel was coming from when you saw me; | thought 1'd like
to s how it had laged all thex years and wonderful well it's stood,;
well built it was, though | sy it what shouldn't!’

'Y ou mean theNor man crypt, doyou ? said I.

'Crypt?" he answvered. 'It wam't a crypt then, but just all the place
they had to livein—bigger than it isnow, and thewindowsareall blocked
up: its wonderful how the earth outsde ssams to have mounted up. In
my day it $ood dear, as nice quarters as any monks could want. That
was all done while the Bishop was away, but as soon as he got back
nothing would serve him but to pull down the old church and gart his
great building.'

'I't was a fine building, wasn't it i that old church- | asked.

'Yes, 9r, and it ssamed a pity to have it go, and it not much more than
a hundred years old; but there, the Bishop meant to have it down, and
down it came, every sone of it! He was a magsterful man, he was, but it
was a pleasure to work for a gentleman who knew his own mind—not
like some | could name!'

'I uppox=you worked for saveral Bishopd' | said, ill far from certain
what to make of him,

'Only one other Bishop, sr—Bishop Flambard: hewas what | call an
in and out sort of gentleman; sometimes he'd be all for the building, and
some fine work | did for him—the great west door, that was the bes
thing we did in histime. But then at times he'd say there was no money
to pare, and the Prior had to do the bes he could, and | will say the
monks didn't sare the money; when there was no Bishop, after my
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firsd made died, they had to carry on all by themsdves for three years or
0. Therewere some of them who wanted to alter Bishop Carileph's plan,
but | said to them that if they did that they could find ancother builder,
and they came round in theend. You s | had all the plans and they
knew | meant what | said.’

‘And did you s it finished ? | asked.

"Weéll, ar, in oneway | did, and in ancther way | didn't; thirty years
old I waswhen | began and when | wassixty | was getting a bit wor n out,
but | gayed on here another ten years and saw the job done. And afine
forty yearswork it wasl W hy they tell mewith all your new machinery
it takesyou longer than that to build a Cathedral nowadays.

‘It does indeed- | said. 'But tell me, ian't it rather a shock to you to
ge all the changes ance your time?

My friend chuckled again.

‘Ah, well, gr, after afew hundred yearsonegetsussd toit! | won't sy
there don't ssam to me to be some things done wrong, but there are some
changes the other way. One has to change with the times. Take that
building we wer e talking of, the crypt, | think you called it. Well, they tell
me you're usng it as a shdter againg the Germans, there weren't any
Germansin my timethat | ever heard of, but if they're like the Soats we
had to deal with it's as well to be on the safe 9de Nasty, treacherous
fdlowsthey wer e, to beaure though their Kingdid cometohdpinlaying
our foundation gone No, | don't quarrd with changes like that. And
then therés plenty of good new wor k been done; I've met the men who
built the Galilee and the Nine Altarsand | alwaystell them |'m proud to
know good workmen like that. Theres no jealousy among honest crafts
men; good material, good tools, and good fdlowship—that's what makes
a aaftaman's paradised Not that all workmen are like that. | wish they
wer el

' upposxzyou do get rather amixed lot ?' said |.

‘Not in our place sir- he answered, with an emphass that left me
wondering where exactly his place was. 'As a matter of fact- he went on,
chuckling, 'we have a little verse we sometimes ang about that kind of
workmen, not very polite, | 'm afraid.’

Poor sone, poor tools, conceited fools,
Timbers, that split and swell,

And men who shirk and scamp their wor k
They make a craftgman's ...
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'‘Well, gr, you can finish it for yoursdf. Old Prior Turgot wasvery
drong againg bad language: 'l'll have no swearing in the monagery
grounds” he usd to say. If he caught a monk saying what he shouldn't
he'd dap him in the prison for a day or two on bread and water .’

‘"How did you like the monks? | asked. "Were they good fdlows to
work with ?

‘Ah, well, gr, you meet all sorts—therés good monks and bad, just as
it is with craftsmen. You know their motto is that Work is Prayer,
and some of them would takeit out in one way, and some in ancther, and
then there were some who didn't ssam to make much of a hand at ether.
It'sa sound motto, it alwaysssamsto me: it isn't every onewho'sfit to be
on his knees all day. | remember oneyoung monk . . .' he rambled on
with various pictures of the monks of his day, but I'm afraid my attention
wandered a little. | was, asyou will believe, alittle confusad at my srange
interview, and found it hard to think clearly. | found mysdf thinking
over that old Benedictine motto: Qui laborat orat, and wondering how
true it was, Clough, | remembered, had written a poem about it—how
did it go? | could only vaguely recall the lagt lines—

Ah, not unowned, Thou shalt unnamed forgive,
In worldly walks the prayerless heart prepare;
Andifinwork itslifeit ssamsto live
Shalt make that work be prayer.

And | remembered Bishop Gore saying to me that that ssemed to him
to say perfectly what was often said all wrong. But while | was dreaming
like this | seemed to hear a chant arisng all round me; | couldn't tell
exactly where it came from—it might have been from the Cathedral
or the crypt or the doigers, or from all of them snging together, and
this is what they ssemed to me to say:

There are some that pray from the printed book.
And some from the heart aone,

And some that pray by the work of their hands
And carve their prayer in stone:

Though he be not wise that handles the plough,
And gives the heifers their food,

If his heart be st on the furrows he turns,
The prayer of his hands is good.

The smith, and the cunning worker iniron,
Therein is their heart's desire.

The heat of the furnace may mark their flesh
And they wrestle withflameof the fire;
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Though their heart be st on the things they wrought
And there be no word on their tongue,

Though the noise of the hammers be in their ears
Tis a hymn that their hands have sung.

By such, as the son of Srach saith,
The city is built and stayed,
The work of their craft shall spesk for them
In the things that their hands have made:
For in every beam that he ss aright
And in every gonehelays.
If his heart be pure and his hand be sure,
The labourer kneds and prays!

As the chant ended, | st up, and rubbed my eyes | had been reading
the thirty-eighth chapter ofEccesadicus not long before, and | was awake
enough to know that mog of the words came from there, but was |
really awake at all ? | looked round; my companion had gone, and | was
sitting on the st alone.

So | went on into the Cathedral to continue my hunt for my sectade
cae
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THE PRICE OF LOVE
October, 1943.
'l KNow you'll think me old fashioned- began the Parson, 'but | shall
go on saying that Beauty, Truth and Goodness are the only things that
arereal.
'You can shorten it a bit, if you like- sad the Poet, 'for " Beauty is
Truth" you know.'

'Y ou might do it in one- put in the M an of Sdence, 'for Truth really
coversthelot.'

"You may beright, for all | know- said the Parson, 'but my point is
that God's greates gift to man is the power to love, to search for Beauty
and to carefor Truth, and that it'sgiven, so far asthiswor |d goes to man
alone!

'l don't mind your being old fashioned- said the Philosopher, 'but you
must allow me to say that the Church hasn't always usad the gift with
much inteligence!'

'‘Hear, hear!" said the Artist and the Sdentid.

'Oh, | grant you that- ansvered the Parson, 'what | mean is that the
fact that we've got the capacity to care for them all does mean that we're
children of God: for, beddes being L ove Himsdf, He's the source of all
Beauty and in Him are all the treasures of Wisdom and Knowledge
hidden. When you fdlows create some beauty or discover some truth,
you're just rediscovering, with God's help, something that He always
knew.'

'‘But other animals can love, can't they ? aked the Plain Man. 'L ook
at dogs'

'l think they learnt from us all they really know about it- answvered
the Parson. 'l mean, how to lovetheir masers Mother-lovewith them
lags a few weeks, and they've no father-love at all.’

'‘The peacock is said to admire itself- remarked the Artist, 'and male
birds arrange to make themsdves look attractive, but | agree that that's
hardly a dignteresed love of Beauty. Cows certainly don't admire
unsd’

‘Asfor Truth- said the Sdentig, 'l expect you'reright. | never thought
much of the so-called learned animals'

‘What doyou think ? asked the Parson, turningto the Philosopher.
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'l think you're right on thewhole,' said he. 'But | think you parsons
make a great midake in talking so much about the gifts and saying so
little about the price.’

'‘But you don't pay for gifts, surey ? objected the Plain M an.

'For thexe giftsyou do- said the Philosopher. 'Think how musdans
auffer from discords—ar think of old Ruskin driven mad by all the
udlinessss of the world! Oh, yes the artigs pay all right!

'‘But men of suence aren't pained by human ignorance- said the
Sdentid. 'They just laugh at it.'

"You wouldn't have laughed much in the days of the Inquisition-
retorted the Philosopher, 'but you really do pay, only in a different
fashion. Don't tell me the saarch for Truth is all bear and skitdes. It's
just because you live laborious days for no profit to yoursdves that we
all admire you, whether we like your condusons or not.'

'‘But what about Love? aked the Plain Man, 'that's an unmixed
blesang, in't it ?

'‘My dear man- said the Philosopher, 'L ove pays the heavies price of
all! Takethetype of L ove the Parson was talking of just now—the love
of parents for ther children. Read the passage in Burke's Letter to a
NobleL ord beginning, " | had a son" —think what Hector meant to Priam
or Absalom to David; or come down from the heights and read T. E.
Brown'sAber Stations, or what L owell saysabout thefeat

Whose coming gep therés ears that won't,
No, not life long, leave off awaitin'

and you'll know why the Greek poet said that perhaps the childiess man
was the happies after all. Or goto any church or churchyard and you'll
e the price that's been paid for Love! And of course that's only one of
its types. But, whatever type you take, you'll find two rules hold good,
The greater the Love the greater the price, and Y ou pay just what you
think it'sworth.’

'‘But | thought religion ..." began thePlain M an.

'‘Religion doen't profess to take away pain—not that sort of pain
anyway- said the Philosopher, 'but to help you to bear it. Don't you
remember the Virgin's badge—a bleeding heart ? And how a sword went
through her heart because shéd dared to love? Every one who really
loves has to face that risk. What you parsons have to do is to convince
tisthat; it'sworthit, not topretend it isn't there!
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'Yes, | expect you're right,' said the Parson dowly. 'We ought to say
mor e about the cod.'

'I'm sure you ought- went on the Philosopher. "You've cheapened
Lovetill most people think it's a mild emotion indead of a terrible and
costly posessot—ud as you've let Heaven get cheapened in the popular
mind into akind of glorified Pleasant Sunday Afternoon, with unlimited
hymn-singing, and uncommonly little ds2 Why can't you tell your
people that Heaven isthe City of Fulfilment, where the artigswill sse a
Beauty they never dreamt of, and the men of sdence will know Truth
once for all, and the lover will know for certain that Love was worth
the codt i If you'd preach a sermon like that, we'd all come and ligen to
you!'

The Parson got up and went to his bookshdf.

'Of courseyou'reright- he said again, 'but you needn't have a sermon
from me! It's all been sad perfectly by old Donne, who was always
thinking what the life beyond death would be, and what we shal find
out when we get there. Hereheis

'"There our curiosty shall have this noble satisfaction, we shall know
how the Angds know, by knowing as they know. We shall not pas
from Author to Author, asin a Grammar School, nor from Art to Art,
asin an Univergity, but asthat General which Knighted hiswhole Army,
God shall create us all Doctors in a minute. That great Library, those
infinite Volumes of the Books of Creatures, shall be taken away, quite
away, no more Nature: those reverend Manuscripts, written in God's
own hand, the Scriptures themsdves shall be taken away, quite away:
no more preaching, no more reading of the Scriptures and that great
Schoal-Midress, Experience and Observation, shall be removed, no new
thing to be done; and in an ingant, | shall know more than they all could
reveal unto me. | shall know, not only as| know already, that a Beehive,
that an Anthill, isthesamebook,in Decimo-sexto, asaKingdom isin Folio,
that aflower that livesbut aday, isan abridgement of that Kingthat lives
out his threescore and ten years, but | shall know too that all these Ants,
and Bess, and Flowers, and Kings, and Kingdoms, howsoever they may
be examples and comparisons to one another, yet they are all as nothing,
altogether nothing, less than nothing, infinitely less than nothing, to that
which shall then be the subject of my knowledge, for it is the knowledge
of theglory of God.""
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T H E following verses with thelr accompanying notes, wereprinted as
an appendix to Shrewsbury Fablesat ther fir st appearance,

1. CARMEN SALOPIENSE

Rex Edwarde, te canamus
Pium Fundatorem,
Nee, sodales dleamus
Regiam sororem:
M ente prosequamur grata
Regem et reginam,
Fautricemque amoena prata
Resonent Sabrinam!
Floreat Salopial

Non tacendum'st hie priorum
Nobilem cohortem:

Plenam vitam huic honorum,
Pleniorem mortem:

[llius nee nomen turpis
Obruat robigo,

Qui humanae docet girpis
Unde st origo.

Floreat Salopia!

Ceteri dum magistrorum
Lugent breve fatum,
Fasiactareinformatorum
Hie triumviratium:
Nostra turn iubente nympha
(Rudisforte d g9
Exardebat Cami lympha,
Exardebat ISs.
Floreat Salopia!

Nimiis dipata turbis,
Annis plus trecenis,
Sedem sthola liquit urbis
Imparem Camenis:
Nescit studium mutari,
Quique alumnos pridem,
Nominisamor praeclari
Nos exereet idem.
Floreat Salopia!

188
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Editique caro colle
Matri qguam amamus
Arte, libro, remo, folle
Gloriam petamus.
S futuros hie per annos
Laus accumuletur,
Sc per ultimos Britannos
Nomen celebretur!
Floreat Salopia!

Written in 1910, s to music by W. H. Moor e, Esqg., and first sung at the School Concert
in that year.

2. THE SCHOOL AT WAR

We don't forget—while in this dark December
We gt in schoolrooms that you know so well,
And hear the sounds that you so well remember—
The clock, the hurrying feet, the chapd bell:

Others are Stting in the s#ts you st in;
There's nothing dse ssans altered here—and yet
Through all of it, the same old Greek and L atin,
Y ou know we don't forget.

We dont forget you—in the wintry weather
Y ou man the trench or tramp the frozen snow;
We play the games we usad to play together
In days of peace that ssem so long ago;
But through it all, the shouting and the cheering,
Those other hods in graver conflict met,
Those other sadder sounds your ears are hearing,
Be sure we don't forget.

And you, our brothers, who, for all our praying,
To this dear school of ours come back no more;

Who lie, our country's debt of honour paying—
And not in vain—upon the Belgian shore

Till that great day when at the Thronein Heaven
The Books are opened and the Judgement =,

Your lives for honour and for England given

The School will not forget.

These versss wer e first published in The Times of December 19,1914, and have been s to
musc by A. M. Goodhart, Esg., of Eton College.

3. AN EVENING HYMN

Our day isdone: O Thou that art the light,
Accept the praise that heft has hailed Thy name:
O Thou in light and darkness still the same,

Accept us Lord, into Thine armsthisnight.
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Not ours the song which Thy redeemed can raise,
The blessad Saints around T hy sapphire throne,
Y et deign, O Lord, our humbler hymnsto own,

And mould our lives to nobler notes of praise.

S0, when these eyes T hy sunsno mote shall ssg
Grant us to know our anthem has been heard,
And with all Saintsthat have believed Thy word

Grant usto res and wake at lag in Thee.

Thiswaswritten to an old M anx melody which hasbeen harmonized asahymn tune under
the name of Ped Cadtle.

4. 'THE LORD OF HOSTS

The Lord of Hogts our King shall be,
Whatever foes assail us;
A mighty man of war is He
Whose arm shall never fail us
The Gods of slver and of gold,
Men's hands and brains have wrought them,
We scorn, and fight them, as of old
Our fathers scorned and fought them.

Lord God of Hosts, through whom alone
A prince can rule his nation,

Who stteg kings upon their throne
And orderest each man's gtation,

Now and through ages following
This grace to us be given

To s=rve and love an earthly king
Who srves our Kingin Heaven!

Lord God of Hodts, arise, arise,
Bejealous for Thine honour!

Save England from her enemies,
And pour such grace upon her

That from her gns her foolish pride,
And all her vain endeavour,

Redeemed, rdeased, and purified,
She srve her King for ever!

This hymn was originally written for Coronation Day, June 22,1911, to Sullivan's well-
known tune Bishopgarth, but has snce been used asaWar Hymn.
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5. 'COME, YE PEOPLE, RISE AND SING'

Come, ye people, rise and sing
Praise to God who made you,

And to Heaven's eternal King
Bring the prayers He bade you;

Bring your praise for mercies past.
All Hisloveconfessing,

And on life, while life shal lagt,
Ask your Father's blessing.

Praise we God the Father's name
For our world's creation,

And Hissaving health proclaim
Unto every nation;

Till, His name by all confessed,
Every heart enthrone Him,

And from furthest East to West,
All Hischildrenown Him.

Praise we God the only Son,
Who in mercy sought us;

Born to save aworld undone,
Out of death He brought us,

Here awhile He showed His love,
Suffered uncomplaining,

Now He pleads for us above,
Risen, ascended, reigning!

Grant us, Holy Ghost, we pray
More and moreto know Him,

More and more and every day
Inourlivesto show Him;

That with hearts by Thee made brave,
Strong and wise and tender,

We, with all the powers we have,
Service meet may render.

Father, Son and Holy Ghost,
Help us to adore Thee,

Till, with all the angel host,
Low wefall before Thee;

Till, throughout our earthly days
Guided, loved, forgiven,

We can blend our songs of praise
Wi th the song of Heaven!

This hymn was originally written for a tune of Dr. Sinclair's for a Musical Festival at
Hereford Cathedral. It has been used at Shrewsbury to the tune of 133 A. & M.
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6. 'AWAKE, AWAKE, PUT ON THY STRENGTH, O ZION'
Consolamini, consolamini, papulemeus, dicit, Deusvester.

Awake, awake, put on thy strength, O Zion,
God's purpose tarries but His will stands fast;
Of Judah'stribeisbornthemighty Lion,
And man shall bruise the serpent's head at |ast.
Promise and covenant God surely keeps,
He watching over us slumbers not nor deeps.

For now the | ow edtate of His handmaiden
God hath regarded and she shall be blest;

Hear Hi m that saith, 'Come, all ye heavy laden
Comeunto Me and | will giveyou rest.'

Promise and covenant God surely keeps,

He watching over us slumbers not nor deeps.

*Ho, ye that thirst, the pleasant fountains wait you;
Y e that are poor, ye shall be freely fed;
Why giveyegold for wine that cannot steyou ?
W hy strive your hands for that which is not bread?
Promise and covenant God surely keeps;
He watching over us slumbers not nor deeps.

Scornful welooked, and | o! His face was stained,
His visage marred beyond the sons of men;

Y et those His stripes our life and peace regained
Those hands shall heal us that were pierced then.

Promise and covenant God surely keeps;

He watching over us slumbers not nor deegps.

Arise and shine, thy battlements are shining,
Upon thee breaks the glory of the Lord,;
And from the East, thy royalty divining,
The Gentiles come to see thy pesce restored.
Promise and covenant God surely keeps;
He watching over us sumbers not nor deeps.

Thishymn waswritten as an attempt to redeem the tune of 223 (A. & M.), which isvery
popular withbovs, fromthewordswithwhichitisordinarily associated. Al l thatisbestinit
was composed by the Rev. R. A. Knox, Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, and | can only
claim to have suggested the idea and to have written the rest of the hymn.

7. 'ONE DAY, OF FEASTS THE KINDLIEST

One day, of feads the kindliest,
Let Saint and sinner j oin to keep,
All-Saints,—theunknown good that rest
In God's still memory folded deep;
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Thebravely dumb that did their deed,
And scorned to blot it with a name,
M en of the plain heroic breed,
That loved Heaven's dlence more than fame.

Such lived not in the pas alone,
But thread to-day the unheeding sredt,
And dairsto Sin and Famine known
Sing with the welcome of their feet;

The den they enter grows a shrine,
The grimy ssh an oriel burns,
Their cup of water warms like wine,
Their geech is filled from heavenly urns.

[About their brows €en now appears

An aureole traced in tenderest light,
The rainbow-gleam of smiles through tears
* In dying eyes by them made bright,

Of souls that shivered on the edge
Of that chill ford repasssd no more.
And in their mercy fdt the pledge
And swvegtness of the farther shore]

Grant, King of Saints, that day by day
We follow where their feet have trod,
The open unfrequented way
That leads to glory and to God!

Thishymn is, of coursg in the main Mr. Lowdl's well-known versss for All Saints Day.
It was necessary, however, to alter thefirst two lines, which ran originally—
Oneday, of holy daysthe cred,
I, though no Churchman, love to keep,

which did not ssem suitable for singing even when altered to the plural number. The lagt
versehasalso been added.

8. VESPER HYMN
Visitavit nos, oriensex alto, illuminatehis, qui in tenebriset in umbramortissedent: ad dirigenc
pedesnostrasin viam pads.
ThouWho art, asthe Scripture saith,
The One True Light that lighteneth,
Lighten, O Lord, in the shadow of death
Thy people for whom we pray.

Lord, Who art victor o'er death and pain,

Giving the widow her son again,

Help, when the comfort of man is vain,
Thy people for whom we pray.
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King, by theliving and dead adored,

Light and darkness obey Thy word,

Guide to the way of peace, O Lord,
Thy people for whom we pray.

Theselines, sung as aVesper Hymn at Shrewsbury, were written for a tune composed by
T. P. M. Bevan, at thetime aboy in my house, now 2nd Lieutenant, Grenadier Guards. The

words and music have been published by Novello.

9. 'FOR ALL OUR FRIENDS

For all our friends who, near or far,
Heard and obeyed the call of war,

For deeds determined, dared, and done,
We praise Thee, Father, Spirit, Son.

On earth, in air, by s=a or land,

Their times are in their Father's hand,;
Teach them to know that Thou art nigh,
And unto Thee they live or die.

O Thou, strong Spirit, cheer and bless
Their hours of fear or loneliness,

And give us grace our work to find,
And serve Thee with a quiet mind.

And grant that, through the grave's dark door,
Our friends and we may meet once more,
Through Christ our Lord, Himself Who gave
Inlife to serve, in death to save.

These lines represent an attempt to make it possible to use the fine tune of Hymn A. & M.
126 (2) on other occasions than in Easter week.

10. 'GOD THE FATHER, THRONED IN SPLENDOUR'

God the Father, throned in splendour,
God the Son, incarnate L ove,

God the Spirit, strong and tender,
Sent to aid us from above,

Wheresoever, within, around us,
Satan's angels draw their sword,

There Thy trumpet call has found us,
‘Join the battle of the Lord.’

'Gainst the legioned hosts of evil,
Foesto Lifeand Loveand Light,

‘Gainst the armies of the devil
Thou hast sent us forth to fight;
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Thine we are—and may T hy sending
Find us ready to obey;

Then be Thine the praise unending
That shall crown the hard-fought day.

All the glory we would win us
Comes from Thee and is Thine own;
Therefore now, O Christ, within us
Finish that Thou would'st have done:
So when death our guard relieving
Finds us faithful in the grife,
We may die, Thy word believing,
'l have come to give them life'

This hymn was written for a tune for which the words proved unsuitable: it has con-
sequently been very sddom sung. | reprint it merely for the pleasure of reminding myself
what was thought and said about it by the Public School Hymn Book Committee. To avoid
‘misunderstanding, | may add that it will not be found in their collection.
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