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PREFACE 

THIS volume contains, with some slight additions, the Fables published 
by Messrs. Longman, under the tides Shrewsbury Fables, Eton Fables, 
More Eton Fables and Final Eton Fables, the remaining stock of which 
has now been destroyed by enemy action. They have very kindly given 
Basil Blackwell permission to reprint the Fables in the present form. 

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

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

c. A . A . 



INTRODUCTION 

A FABLE FOR CRITICS 

'WHAT a rare and lovely flower V said the Enthusiastic 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 ate it without further remark. 

vi 
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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 I was the best 
looking, and besides that, I have connections wi th high intellectual circles. 
W h y , a brother of mine was a Novel only the other day, and I have several 
cousins who are quite respectable Poems.' The Paper was really a bit of 
newspaper; and that, no doubt, accounted for its arrogance. 

'How absurd it is to hear you talk !' said the Wood, 'as if a flimsy thing 
like Paper could really be of any value; and as for respectable connections 
—well , I may not be much to look 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 I suppose even you have heard of the wooden walls 
of Old England. W h y , 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, l iving underground for years, you'd have 
some idea what was meant by value. Besides, I ' 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 a fire yet.' 'Not a fire V cried the other three indig­
nantly; 'what on earth can you mean?' 'Wait and see,' said the Grate. 
And sure enough, just at that moment, the housemaid put a match to 
the Paper. 

'Wel l , at any rate there's no doubt about it now, ' said the Paper, as it 
flared up triumphantly. 'Don't you see what a tremendous compliment 
I have had paid me ?' 'What's it like ?' said the Woo4, which was a little 
interested in spite of itself; 'doesn't it hurt rather?' 'Oh no,' said the 
Paper; 'or well, just a little,' it added honestly, 'but it's worth it all the 
same!' it cried as it leapt up the chimney 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 Wood began to feel some curious sensations. 
It began to crackle and glow. 'Why, I'm on fire too,' it said, with some­
thing of dismay in its voice. 'That comes of keeping such shocking com­
pany,' said the Coal; 'now if you were a really solid and respectable 
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 
feel a little uncomfortable myself; what do you think can be the matter 
with me ?' 'Why, you have caught at last,' said the Grate. 'I really believe 
I have,' said the Coal, 'and I'm not sure that it's so unpleasant after all.' 

There was silence for a few minutes while the Coal began to glow and 
slowly pass into a blaze. 'Do you know what is the use of it all ?' asked the 
Coal. 'I am not quite sure that I do,' said the Grate, 'but sometimes some­
body comes and warms himself at the fire, and it is he who not only 
made the fire but made me as well: and somehow, though I cannot 
explain it, when he is pleased, I feel as if we had all done what we were 
meant to do. I made a little song about it the other day: I don't know if 
you would care to hear it ?' But the Coal was too much occupied to pay 
any attention, so the Grate had to sing its song to itself. And this was the 
song which it sang— 

Thou that hast made us all, Paper and Coal and Wood, 
Lo, we have heard thy call; lo, we have understood. 
Paper that flares and goes, Wood that crackles in flame, 
Coal that abides and glows, surely their end is the same. 
All that we have we give, giving we know not why. 
Nor for ourselves we live, and not to ourselves we die. 
Not to ourselves we die, fulfilling our Lord's desire; 
Coal, Wood, Paper, and I, we have made our Master's fire. 

COACH M O N E Y 
July 27,1913. 

IN the early hours of this morning I had rather a curious dream, of which 
I will try to tell you as much as I can remember. 

My mind must have been running on Examinations, for I found myself 
in a very large Hall in which there were a great number of single desks 
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with some one writing busily at each. It was rather a shock to me to 
discover that the writers were Angels, for one does not associate Angels 
with Examinations. But I soon saw that the Examination was not of an 
ordinary kind. Each of the Angels was engaged in copying entries into a 
book from a very mixed lot of material at his side. There were old 
Exercises, and Cricket Scores, and Boating Cards, and notes of conversa­
tions taken by a kind of silent gramophone, and all the entries were being 
busily made up in a large book. I had the curiosity to count the numbers 
in the room, and when I found it was 380,1 had no longer any doubt that 
I was in the presence of the Guardian Angels of this School, making up 
their books for the term. 

I noticed that one of them seemed to have finished his work, so I went 
up to ask him to explain what was going on. 'It is really quite simple,' 
he said; 'we are only making up the term'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 most of the time is put­
ting down the things they think. That's why I have got so little to do 
just now,' he added, 'for my young gentleman hardly thinks atalljust yet.' 
And he showed me the name on the outside of his book. 'I suppose you 
put the good on one side and the bad on the other,' I said, 'and balance up 
at the end of the term ?' 'No,' he said, 'it is really not quite so simple as 
that; we aren't allowed to balance up the accounts ourselves, and it's 
only at the end of their time that 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 
absurd 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 fast they go, that of course depends on the amount of Journey 
Money they take away from here. But I see they are just getting ready 
to give it 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 Angels brought up all their books, and some of them 
had a very heavy load of volumes. The books were rapidly tested by some 
process that I could not understand, and then their value was paid down 
to the Guardian Angel who stood waiting rather anxiously to see what 
his charge had earned. 

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

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

'And what about the Gold ?' I 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 see 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 
his breath a line or two of a Hymn, and I thought I caught the words— 

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

'But can't they exchange their money?' said I. 'Oh, yes, you can 
exchange the Silver for Gold,' he said, 'but you can't do anything with 
the Copper. We're bimetallists up here,' he went on with a smile. 
'But come and sec 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 aside 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 
I noticed rather sadly filling a bag 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 were all nearly ready to start when rather a bustling Angel pushed 
his way through the crowd. I think he must have belonged to another 
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school which had broken up early, for no one seemed 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. 'I always give my 
people a sermon or two to read on the way.' 'Our people have got their 
Coat of Arms and their Motto,' said one of the Shrewsbury Angels, 'and 
I think that's enough.' 'It doesn't sound much,' said the stranger. 'No,' 
said the other, 'but it carries you a good long way if you understand it 
properly; for the lions will teach them to be brave, and the lilies will 
teach them to be clean, while the Motto has got the whole root of the 
matter in it.' 'Let me hear it,' said the stranger. 'It is Intus si recte ne 
labora,' said the Angel, 'and there are two translations of it given. The 
first is, "Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God." But there 
is another and rather freer translation which I think better myself, and 
that is, "For them that love God all things work together for good." ' 

A N A R G U M E N T 
November 23,1913. 

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

I had evidently broken in on the middle of a rather animated discussion, 
for the first thing I heard was the Seats in the Body of the Chapel saying: 
'Well, of course I quite see that it's not your fault; you arc made of Pitch 
Pine, and it's quite right that you should make the best of it, but nothing 
will ever persuade me that a Pitch Pine seat is nearly as good as an Oak 
one. When all's said and done, it is a fine thing to come of a good 
family, and I am proud of being English; you can't help coming from 
Norway, but it is a disadvantage, and that's all there is to be said/ 

The Pitch Pine Seats had a rather mincing way of talking—('It comes 
from all that over polish,' I heard the Oak Seats mutter to them­
selves)—but they had no doubt about the goodness of their case. 'We 
do the best we can,' they said, 'and that's all a seat can do. You don't 
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suppose a man thinks more of himself because he happens to be born of 
an old family, do you ?' 

'Oh, don't they ?' said the Oak Seats. 'You ask the Organ; it has more 
to do with men than most of us, and knows more about them. Do men 
think more of themselves because they are well-born ?' 

'I'm afraid they very often do,' said the Organ; 'but they are quite 
wrong to do so,' he added; but after all he had a Pitch Pine case himself, 
so he was naturally a little prejudiced. 

'I was right, I told you so,' said both the Pitch Pine Seats and the Oak 
Seats together. 

'It is not so much a matter of the material you are made of,' said the 
Choir Stalls, 'as the use to which you are put. Some kinds of work are 
obviously higher than others; now when I was in Manchester Cathedral 
I used to see a Dean every day and a Bishop every now and then.' 

'Quite right,' the Chair in the Chancel said; 'and talking of Bishops, I 
wonder if you know what's going to happen to me to-day ?' 

'I don't see what that's got to do with it,' said the Stalls at the Other 
End. 'A Bishop is only a man after all, and to say a seat is made better 
because of the person who happens to sit 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 is or 
how it's paid, so long as you do your best.' 

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

'I don't think,' said the Choir Stalls, 'that you quite appreciate the 
difference between work that is strictly religious and ordinary work. 
Now in Manchester Cathedral ' 

'Oh, stop talking about Manchester Cathedral,' said the Stalls at the 
Other End. 'I suppose you will tell me next that all clergymen are better 
than all laymen; ask the Organ what it thinks about that* 

'Perhaps they ought to be,' said the Organ, 'but they very seldom 
are.' 

'My dear children,' said the Screen, which had been listening with rather 
a patient smile to all the conversation, 'when you have lived in the world 
as long as I have and in as many different places, you'll understand 
that it is rather absurd to talk of one kind of life being better than another. 
Of course there is such a thing as being beautiful; I 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 one's life.' 

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

'Beauty is a very delightful thing,' said the Organ, which hoped some 
day to have a Screen of its own, 'but of course it is not the only thing by 
any means,' it went on hurriedly before its case had time to 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 is the thing that matters. Why, I was saying that only 
the other day to the Plain Glass Window on the other side of the Chapel: 
"Anybody could see through you," I said.' 

'Yes, and what I said,' said the Plain Glass Window, 'was, It doesn't 
matter people seeing through you, provided they see nice things on the 
other side. Now, through me you see Nature, and that's better than all 
your artistic colours.' 

The Flowers had been silent all the time, for, after all, they were only 
visitors, but at this they could not help giving a little applause. 'Yes, 
yes,' they said, 'Nature's better than Art after all.' The Stained Glass 
Window blushed with anger. 'I like your talking about Nature,' it cried; 
'where would you be if you hadn't been cultivated ?' Before the Flowers 
had time to think of the right answer 

'Hush, hush,' said' the Pulpit, 'I think the Chapel is going to say 
something.' 

And sure enough I heard a deep voice, though I could not tell exactly 
where it came from; but it was evidently a voice to which the rest were 
bound to listen, and, as became its dignity, it spoke in metre— 

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

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

Stones that live and flowers that die, 
Are they not one company 
Serving the one Lord on high? 
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Brick and wood and glass 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 silence when the Chapel had finished speaking, and then 
the Organ began very softly to play a chord or two. Every one seemed to 
know the words: though the tune, at any rate, was familiar, the words 
were strange to me, and yet they all joined in, the Hassocks in a rather 
squeaky treble, though evidently very anxious not to be left out— 

Praise, praise, O world, the God of love, 
Praise H im, ye sun and moon above, 
Praise Him, all creatures upon earth, 
Praise H im, ye things of little worth. 

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 H i m all your days. 

As the chant died away I heard a cry from the Ante-chapel: 'Look out, 
said the Door, 'there's some one coming'; and everything had become 
quite quiet again when the first boy came in and knelt down to say his 
prayers. 

A D R E A M 
July 19, 1914 

I DARESAY you've seen the account of the latest new invention: it's called 
the Telephotograph, or something of that kind, and it enables you to see 
things at a distance whether they want you to see them or not. At least 
that's how I understand it, and I remember thinking when I read the 
account that it sounded a very impertinent invention. Well, I suppose 
it's the result of being very unmechanical, but I am sometimes persecuted 
by mechanical dreams, and the other night I found myself sitting in my 
study and arguing with a stranger "about this abominable machine. As 
so often happens, the dream began in the middle, and I found myself 
saying, 'It isn't distance in space that matters, it's distance in time: if you 
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could make one look backward or forward over the years, that would be 
worth having.' 

' M y dear fellow,' he said, 'you don't want an invention for that; you'll 
find it in all the books already.' 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 beside him, the stand by the parapet wall, 
The distant 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 
down with fever in India— 

'And lo, in a moment 
The landscape is changed, 

And I am no longer 
Alone and estranged; 

And I stand at the gate 
Of the homely red wall, 

And gaze down the court, 
At the School-room and Hall, 

At the sober grey Chapel, 
The houses, the limes, 

And straightway fall dreaming 
Of happy old times: 

Of soft summer mornings. . . . 

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

'Well, there's nothing very difficult about that,' he said: just try looking 
to your right front the next time you are in Chapel and see what you see.' 

And then, in the absurd way that things happen in dreams, I 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 
Races in '89. And as I looked at it I saw a good deal. I saw him as I 
used to know him at our Private School, and I saw his younger brother 
and myself going in first together, and I saw, if you won't mind my 
telling you, the great day when we made fifty for no wickets, and we 
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both got out and we found we had made exactly twenty-five apiece; 
and I saw a good deal more which would be rather tiresome to you if I 
were to tell it, and then I found myself back in the room with the strange 
man looking at me and laughing; and I was rather ashamed of myself 
for having been proved in the wrong, so I said, 'That's all very well, but 
it's no good just seeing things. I 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, 'I've got just the thing for you: 
it's called 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 wi l l do, or a copy of the School paper.' 

So I 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 a minute, and I ' l l repeat a little poem to you to put 
you in the right frame of mind.' So I shut my eyes and he began saying 
over quite softly a poem that I know quite well, and I hope you do too— 

' In a wi ld moraine of forgotten books, 
On the glacier of years gone by, 

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

And I sat by the shelf t i l l I lost myself, 
And roamed in a crowded mist, 

And heard lost voices and saw lost looks, 
As I 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 eyes now.' So I opened my eyes and I looked at the 
photographs of the two people I had known best at School, and sure 
enough as I looked I heard some voices I never expected to hear again. 
There was a fellow with whom I shared a study for two years, and I heard 
ourselves arguing just as we used 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 I heard him explaining, for he was 
Captain of the Shooting VII I , what bad luck i t was that we hadn'twonthe 
Ashburton Shield. And I heard a fellow who was in the Eleven with me, 
and rather stupid, ragging with me on the cricket ground and saying, 
'What rot!' whenever I tried to be at all clever. And I heard what he 
said when he beat me in the Final at Fives, and what he said when we 
won the School Rackets together. And just then I realized that my 
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unknown friend was going on with the poem and he had got to the last 
verse— 

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

We played together in football weather, 
And messed 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 I jumped up and said, 'You brute! you've altered that last verse. 
For it's quite true; one of them is buried in India and the other is buried 
hi Berkshire. But who are you ? and how do you know ?' He smiled at 
me quite gravely, and he said, 'I know a good deal more than you think, 
and the reason I've come to Shrewsbury . . ' And at the word Shrews­
bury I broke in and said, 'Why, this is Shrewsbury, not Marlborough; 
and what are you doing here ?' And then he told me, but what he told 
me about Shrewsbury I must keep, if you will let me, for next Sunday. 

July 26,1914. 

'The reason I've come to Shrewsbury,' went on my strange friend, 
'is just to fix up a few of these machines for those who are leaving: it's 
very interesting looking into the past when one can do it, or the future 
either. Would you care to come round the studies and see me fix the 
things up ?' 

I was getting rather impressed with what he said, but I thought I would 
put him to one further trial. 'Did you say you could look into the future ?' 
I asked. 'Of course,' he said. 'And show me the future too ?' I went on: 
'I would certainly believe in you if you could do that.' 'There is not the 
faintest difficulty about it,' he answered: 'would you care, for instance, 
to see what's going to become of the people who are leaving now ?' 'Of 
course I should,' I answered: 'it would be rather exciting to see what they 
will be like ten years hence.' 'All right,' said he: 'where would you like 
to see them ? In Chapel i or at Calling Over, perhaps ?' 'Oh, Calling 
Over,' said I: 'that's a good idea. Let's have them out on the Square and 
make them come up and answer their names and see if I recognize them.' 
'Very well,' said he, 'just shut your eyes for a minute or two.' 

So I shut my eyes, and soon I seemed to hear the ringing of the bell and 
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something like the trampling of feet outside. 'They are nearly ready,' 
said he, looking out through the window: 'in what order will you have 
them ? There are a few parsons among them, and a doctor or two, and a 
few soldiers, and some who look to be prosperous business men; would 
you like them to come up by professions or in School order ?' 'Well, 
School order will be best, I think,' I said. 'Are they ready for me to come 
out now?' 'Nearly ready,' said he, 'but there is just one question before 
you go—What are you going to do about those who are absent ?" Absent ?' 
said I. 'Yes, absent,' said he: 'you can't quite expect them all to be there 
after ten years, can you ?' And then he looked at me, and I looked at him, 
and we neither of us spoke for a minute, though the bell went on ringing. 
'Perhaps it would be safer to stick to the past after all,' I said. And he 
nodded his head. 'Yes, you are all like that when it comes to the point,' 
he said: 'let's come along to the studies.' 

And the bell stopped ringing and the footsteps died away, and we went 
along to the studies, and as he went he was repeating to himself a line 
or two from something we have been reading in School this term: 

' I will deprive men of the foreknowledge of death which they possess 
at present. This power Prometheus has received my orders to take from 
them.' 

When we got to the studies he went to the lockers of the people 
who were leaving and began fixing his little machines to their books and 
photographs and papers, and he kept up a conversation with me all 
the time. 'Of course, a very simple machine does for the ordinary people,' 
he said: 'it only just repeats "Floreat Salopia" and "Play up, School" and 
possibly a line or two of the Carmen. Very simple, but I have known it 
prove quite useful in difficulties. Here's something a little bit more 
personal.' And he put it to my ear and I heard a lot of shouting and 
splashing and screaming and voices crying, 'Well rowed, Headroom' (for, 
you see, it was in my own House). 'There is not 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 Chapel 
records are rather more complicated; perhaps you'd like to hear one of 
them.' And he gave me a Prayer Book with which he had been busying 
himself. At first I could hear nothing at all except a noise of feet going up 
the aisle, and some indistinct sounds from the organ. And then there 
came a line or two of a hymn, I think it was 'Hills of the North,' or 
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perhaps 'Onward, Christian Soldiers.' And then there came two or three 
sentences repeated over and over again with rather startling clearness: 
'Ordained and commanded that one man should be helpful unto another, 
helpful unto another, helpful unto another;' 'your adversary the devil, 
like a roaring lion'; 'made strong by faith in Thee, strong by faith in 
Thee.' 

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

IT was certainly a Recruiting Office in which I found myself. There was 
no doubt about that. There were all the usual posters on the wall—'Your 
King and Country need you'—and the appeals to the Young Men of 
Shropshire—all ending with God save the King. And there was a man 
sitting at a desk 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 I plucked up my courage to ask him a question 
or two. 

'I beg your pardon,'' I said, 'but can you tell me how recruiting is getting 
on ? I hear it hasn't been going very fast in Shropshire lately.' 

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

'That's rather good, isn't it ?' said I. 'I suppose that comes from 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 I knew that wasn't quite true, but I was too polite to 
contradict him. So I simply said, 'And what about these recruits: were 
they good specimens, do you think ?' 

'Oh yes, I think so,' said he: 'I don't know that they were specially 
clever, but they all seem pretty keen, and I think they wi l l learn their 
business. Anyhow, their hearts are in the right place.' 

I thought this was rather an unprofessional way of looking at it, but 
after all it was his office and not mine, so I decided to change the subject. 
'I suppose what's wanted/,'I said, 'is something like an invasion to quicken 
things up i If the enemy was in the country people would soon see 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, 'Your adversary, like a roaring 
lion, is going about seeking whom he may devour.' It seemed to me a 
little profane, though I didn't like to say so. So I only asked another 
question. 

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

'Why, recruiting,' said I. 
'Oh yes, recruiting,' said he, 'but recruiting what for ?' 
'Why, the British Army, of course,' said I. 
'Oh, that's where the mistake comes in, ' said he: 'this isn't only a local 

office; I am the Recording Angel making up my books, and I was just 
putting down the names of those who were Confirmed this morning.' 

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

'Oh, come,' said he: 'that's your own fault. You are always singing 
hymns about having a greater King and a better Country somewhere 
else, and you can't blame us for having supposed you meant i t . ' 

I didn't quite know what the answer to that was, so I thought I would 
rather make a bold attempt to change the subject again. 'I should rather 
like to ask you one or two things about Confirmation,' I 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 he was looking for he said: 'You said you knew all about recruiting; 
so tell me whether this oath docs any good to a recruit— 

' " I . . . swear by Almighty God that I wi l l be faithful and bear true 
Allegiance to His Majesty King George the Fifth, His Heirs and Successors, 
and that I wi l l , as in duty bound, honesdy and faithfully defend His 
Majesty, His Heirs and Successors, in Person, Crown, and Dignity against 
all enemies, and wi l l observe and obey all orders of His Majesty, His Heirs 
and Successors, and of the Generals and Officers set over me. So help 
me God."' 

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

'Just so,' said the Recording Angel, smiling: 'it's just the same with our 
oath too; it can't do any one much good to tell lies, whether he tells them 
to God or to man.' 



16 FABLES AND FANCIES 

'But a lot of the best people aren't confirmed,'I went on: 'I know quite 
a lot of awfully good people who ' 

' M y good fellow,' he interrupted, 'do you really suppose that the 
British Army at the present moment consists of all the best young men in 
the country? I 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't join the Army because you feel good, but because 
you want to do your duty.' 

'Well, a lot of people have told me,' I 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,' said I. 
'Nor do I , ' said the Recording Angel: 'I made rather a point of forget­

ting, for I 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 sake of widening his chest 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, I see that,' said I, 'but surely it doesn't all depend on what a fellow 
does for himself; he does get some good out of it, doesn't he ? What is 
this Spirit we hear such a lot about ?' 

The Angel was just 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 a minute,' said he; 'it's a hard thing to put into words, and seeing's 
believing, you know.' And he drew aside the blind and we looked out 
into the night. 

I wonder if you remember what happened to Elisha's servant when the 
prophet prayed that his eyes should be opened. I think he must have 
uttered that prayer about me, for I saw, as he did, that the mountain was 
full of horses and chariots of fire round about. And what I saw, of 
course, I 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 the whole Army, and I don't imagine you will 
need to be told what that was—but I 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 I was looking at them, 'There go the local regiments,' 
said the Angel: 'they'll interest you.' And I saw the banner with the 
words on it, 'Thy need is greater than mine,' and side by side 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: 
'I 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 skies that knit their heartstrings right, 
To fields that bred them brave, 

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

But you mustn't forget the rest, all the same.' 
And as I looked where he pointed I saw a crowd of civilians, doctors 

and lawyers and parsons, men and women, masters and boys, all marching 
on with their heads in the same direction, and right at the tail of the 
procession I saw a small company of people, some of whose faces I 
thought I 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 themselves, but I know that that whole Army has one spirit in 
it, and I think I know Whose Spirit it is, and I 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 Blessed Company of all Faithful 
People.' 

B 
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THE ELM AND THE RIVER 
July 25. 1915. 

IF you sit 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 strange things, and that was perhaps how I came the 
other night to overhear a conversation between the Trees and the River. 
The biggest of the Elms was talking at the moment, and by standing near 
the East end of the Chapel I was able to hear both sides. The Elm was 
evidently in a very bad temper and rustled a good deal as it spoke, but 
there was no doubt at all about the general drift of its remarks. 

'I hate the end of the Summer term,' it said; 'it always seems to rain 
then, and I hate rain. I suppose, by the way, I oughtn't to say that, as the 
rain must be a kind of relation 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 I feel that I 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 doesn't expect them.' 

'Well, I'm sorry,' said the Elm, 'and I don't want to hurt any one's 
feelings, but it's no good denying it, I do hate the rain. It gets into 
my system, and it rots my branches and they fall off, and then I shall 
die. I shall die, do you hear ?' it went on excitedly, waving its branches 
to and fro. 

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

'Sorry? not they,' said the Elm bitterly; 'there's nothing more unjust 
than the way people treat Elms: they like them to grow old, and then 
they blame them when their boughs fall off, and say it's their fault. Why, 
I heard a poem some boy was repeating the other day—-

Elm she hateth mankind and waitcth 
Till every gust is laid 

To drop a limb on the head of him 
That anyways trusts her shade. 

Just as if we were to blame for it! And then when we die of old age they 
say we're rotten and don't even give us a decent funeral. Why, I 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, I should like to know ? But when I'm gone, I, who 
have been a credit to the place for thirty years, nobody wil l ever give me 
another thought.' 

I ' m sure you are not right there,' said the River; 'you wi l l live in 
people's memories for a long ,time, and surely that's a kind of life worth 
having, isn't it ?' 

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

'That only shows you've never had a leaf on you,' answered the Elm. 
'But it isn't only the rain that makes me hate July, it's the way these boys 
talk. I heard two of them at it the other day. They go moping about the 
place saying, "Five years is a long time, isn't it? One hates 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 appreciate that: you never stay in any place more than a minute 
together, so naturally you can't understand what one feels!' 

'Oh, I don't quite know about that,' said the River; 'of course in one 
sense I 'm always going, but then in another sense I 'm always here and 
sometimes I feel that I am rather more like the boys than you arc, if you 
don't mind my saying so. I know it's rather confusing at first, but I've 
had a long time to think over it. You see, from one point of view they 
don't really go when they leave any more than I do; there is a great deal 
of them that stays behind: in fact, really you might say they never go ti l l 
they die, and I don't much think that they altogether go then—at least, 
the best of them don't. I know my waters come back to me somehow, 
but that's Science and I never did understand that, and I know I'm always 
here however far I go, and that sounds like Metaphysics which is harder 
still. Of course this is all rather beyond me, and I am afraid it must sound 
very confused to you.' 

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

'And so I always 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. I tried once to make a song to sing to 
them as they drove over the Bridge for the last time, but I couldn't get 
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on with it very far because it was in such a difficult metre, 
how like this— 

The term is ended, 
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. 

You see it was a very difficult metre, and the rhymes didn't go quite right 
at the end, so I tried again the other day and I hope this is just a little 
better. Anyhow the rhymes are pretty well all right, I think, and I know 
the sentiment's good, though I can't say much for the poetry. 

From mountains famed in story 
And upland vales I flow, 

And gather grace and glory 
With every league I go, 

But I, who flow for ever, 
Am still the same great river. 

Through gloomy days and merry, 
Through hours of sun and rain, 

By bridge and ford and ferry 
I pass, yet still 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 
There's no such thing as leaving! 

And as my sons and daughters, 
In mist 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. 

It began some-
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All who for Right have striven 
And all who died to save 

Have found the gift they'd given 
And saved the life they gave: 

Then make an end of sighing, 
For such there is no dying! 

'Of course I don't profess to be certain,' said the River, 'but at any rate 
that's what it looks like to me.' It paused for an answer, but none came 
from the Elm, and when I went to bed the River was still singing the 
song to itself. Perhaps it is singing it still. 

THE DRAFT 
November 21,1915. 

I IMAGINE that the place must have been 'somewhere near the coast' as 
they say nowadays—perhaps near Southampton, but you know how 
confused the scenery is in dreams, and as I have never been to Southamp­
ton in my life, of course I can't be sure; but anyhow there I was, in charge 
of a draft of about seventy men with instructions to hand them over to 
the officer who would see about their embarkation. As most of you 
know, I am not a great expert in military affairs, so that it is quite likely 
that I have some of the details rather wrong, but anyhow I had managed 
to get them into some sort of formation—two deep, I think they were— 
and standing pretty steady, before the officer appeared on the scene. I was 
too much flustered at first to notice what he looked like, but I saluted as 
well as I could and waited for his instructions. 'So this is the Shrewsbury 
draft,' said he: 'of course you have got all the necessary papers about 
them ?' I did not quite know what these papers were, but I managed to 
convey the impression that everything that was possible had been done 
in the way of training. 'Right,' said he, 'then I need only just have a 
brief inspection; only their hearts and eyes, I think.' I began to say some­
thing about their having passed their medical examination, but he had 
already begun walking down the ranks and I followed him, looking as 
intelligent as I could. 

The first part of the inspection did not take very long. He had in his 
hand a small clear pebble which he turned on to each man as he 
passed. It gave out a bright light which seemed to show him all that 
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he wished to see. Once or twice he stopped rather longer before some 
particular man, but on the whole the inspection seemed satisfactory. And 
when he had been all down the ranks he turned to me with a smile: 
'Yes, not bad,' he said, 'on the whole. The hearts aren't always very big; 
I daresay you've noticed one or two fellows in the second rank whose 
hearts were only about the size of a pea, and hardish too; you could almost 
hear them rattle as you looked at them. But most of them are quite the 
usual size, and I think they are all in the right place at present. Let's hope 
and pray they'll stay there,' he added, almost under his breath. 

'I beg your pardon sir,' said I, 'but I've always wondered what that 
phrase exacdy meant—"His heart's in the right place"—would you mind 
telling me just what it does mean ?' 

'Well, where ought a man's heart to be ?' said he: 'I have known them 
in very queer places. Some people keep them in their purses, and some 
in their pockets, and some on their sleeves. 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 I have even known one or two who kept their hearts 
in a pig-sty—set on the husks that the swine did eat, as the parable says.' 

'Yes, sir,' said I, 'I know what the wrong places are, but what's the 
right place for a man's heart ?' But he only smiled at me and said half to 
himself, 'Set your affection on things above and not on things on the 
earth . . . for where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.' 

'Now, then, for the eyes,' said he: 'of course we've got to take two 
things into consideration, what they've seen already and what they're 
looking for.' I did not like to ask for another explanation, but he saw 
that I was puzzled and went on: It's quite simple, just the same principle 
as photography. The negative shows you the thing upside down and 
then you reverse it, and this machine of mine works on exacdy the 
same principle.' I had no doubt that it was really as simple as he said, 
but as I have never understood in the least how a photograph works I 
was not surprised that I 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 this lot first; this shows us what 
they've seen to-day.' As he spoke he was sorting them into two or three 
heaps. There was one that he tossed me over to look at: 'Not much of a 
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thing, that, for a fellow to be seeing on his Confirmation Day,' he said. 
And I looked, and it was nothing but a confused picture of a few other 
people, some with their hair not brushed quite as well as that of the others, 
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 like that,' said he: 'this is a 
commoner kind.' And he showed me a picture of a boy on his knees 
with his face hidden, with the Bishop's hands raised for a moment in 
blessing over his head. 'That's not a bad thing to have seen to-day,' he 
said. And almost all the rest seemed to be like that. But just as he was 
speaking a change came over his face and he picked one photograph from 
the rest. I could make nothing out of it at first, but then I was just able 
to see very faintly the hem of a broidered robe and a hand stretched out to 
touch it. 'Yes,' said my visitor, 'there are some who have seen the 
Vision.' He had drawn himself up as an officer does when he hears the 
National Anthem, and he added very gravely, 'For she said within herself, 
"I f I may but touch the hem of His garment I shall be made whole." ' 

'And now for what they see of the future,' he went on in another tone. 
'I am glad to see they most of them look forward to trouble ahead; it's 
rather silly, after all, for a man to think he is going to get out of danger 
and difficulty for the future when he is really going to the Front. There 
are one or two who seem to think all their troubles arc over, but they will 
find out their mistake soon enough, poor fellows, when they are once 
across the water. Well, well,' he went on, rising to his feet, 'I'll take 
them on now and march them down to the ship. You can trust me to 
look after them: after all, ships are a bit in my line, you know.' 

And that made me put a question that had been on my lips for some 
time. 'I beg pardon, sir,' I said, 'but I do know your face, don't I? 
Haven't I seen you in a stained-glass window at some school or other, 
put there to look after the boys i Lower Chapel at Eton, wasn't it?' 

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

So I stayed behind, and waited and thought and tried to say a prayer or 
two. And after a bit, sure 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 I had heard in the 
morning I can't be sure, but somehow all the noise fitted itself in my head 
to a kind of tune, and these were the words I seemed to hear: I know 
many of them are rather tags from other places, but, after all, you mustn't 
expect too much in a dream— 

N o w the time of training's over and the lesson's learnt and done, 
Truly learnt or half forgotten time w i l l show; 

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

N o w the time has come upon you when your every thought and deed 
Like true metal in the furnace w i l l 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. 

W i l l you taste the sudden glory o f a battle in the light 
W i t h your friends to stand in honour by your side? 

Or a dreary lonely struggle through the.dim inglorious night 
W i t h no comrade there to tell us how you died ? 

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

But your friends wi l l 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, 
You' l l remember what you are and whence you came: 

You' l l 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 is not 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 best is a Sunday 
evening in summer just before Chapel. It's the quietest time in the whole 
year: the only sound is that which comes from the choir in Chapel, and 
there's never any one about but me, and they seem to have got used to 
that, so that they do not mind talking in my presence. 
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And so I wasn't surprised, this evening, to hear a conversation going 
on at that time between the Darwin Buildings and the Armoury: I wasn't 
surprised, but I was a good deal pleased, for I knew that they hadn't always 
been on the best of terms. There has been a dispute about a footpath 
which had put things very crooked between them; and, besides that, it's 
rather a test of friendship to have to live so close together for so long, with 
never a chance of moving. 

And so, I say, I was very glad to hear the Darwin Buildings say in quite 
a friendly tone: 'And how do you think the war is going?' The 
Armoury was evidently pleased. 'Oh, quite well, I think,' it said, 'though 
the casualty lists are bad reading. I seldom have that old song of the 
Shropshires out of my head, when I see 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 
sigh. 

'Do you know,' said the Darwin Buildings, 'I have a confession to 
make. I used to think you were a bit of a pro-German; no doubt it was 
very stupid, but in old days "blood and iron" seemed rather too Prussian 
for my taste. It's very different now.' 

The Armoury laughed tolerandy. 'Well, I must say your conversion's 
been pretty complete! And I 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 
spoiling the game. Aeroplanes are all very well, though what Stonewall 
Jackson or the Duke would have made of them I can't imagine. But 
when it comes to gas and liquid fire and all that, I sometimes wish you'd 
left it alone. It's illogical, I know, and we gave the whole case away when 
we took to guns; but somehow a man and a horse and a sword seem the 
right things to make a battle out of; and when I think of an old scientific 
man who couldn't march a mile making all these devilish inventions, I 
confess' I wish you'd kept out of it. But that's just like converts; they're 
always inclined to overdo it.' 
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I must own that I was a little nervous when I heard this, for I 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 conversion isn't quite as complete as all that,' it said, 
smiling; 'after all, this is an exceptional war, isn't it?' 'Exceptional,' 
sai4 the Armoury, 'I should just think it was! Why, I don't suppose that 
there's ever been a set of people like the Germans, so completely ' 
'Quite so, quite so,' said the Darwin Buildings, 'but that wasn't exactly 
what I meant. It's the object of this war that seems to me so different 
to any of the others, and that's why I'm so keen on it.' 'I don't see what 
you're driving at,' said the Armoury. 'My idea of the object of the war 
is to beat the Germans, and when I think ' 'That's just it,' said the 
Darwin Buildings, 'I don't think you think enough. The object of the 
war is to finish war altogether: I don't say we shall do it this time, but 
that's what we're after. We've got to make this war as deadly and as 
desperate and as final as we know how, and then at last people will know 
how absurd it is.' 

Now, no one likes hearing his profession called absurd: and I wasn't 
surprised to see that the Armoury was getting a little ruffled; but it kept 
its temper nobly. 'I daresay it seems very absurd to you,' it said; 'I'm 
not a superior person. I can't say I see anything very absurd in a man 
going and doing what he's told, to help his country at the risk of his life. 
It's generally thought rather fine. I know I'd rather have a son of mine 
dead with his wounds in front in a war like this, than have him a learned 
student in a laboratory.' 

'Oh, my dear fellow,' said the Darwin Buildings, 'don't misunderstand 
me; of course I feel that as much as you. We've had our losses too: 

Haven't I held them on my knee, 
Haven't I laughed to see them growing, 

As likely lads as well could be, 
Handsome, and brave, and not too knowing ?' 

'Oh, I do know all that. But it's the waste I mind. Surely we've got a 
chance after this of starting fresh again, and of getting a little more sense 
into the world. Fighting is a silly business 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.' 

The Armoury chuckled. 'And do you remember what Bishop Creigh-
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ton said ?' it asked. 'He said that, when you have got the ape and tiger 
out of people there still remains in them the donkey, a much more 
stubborn animal.' 

'Quite so,' said the Darwin Buildings, 'that is just what I 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 believe in 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 
best brains when there are countless things crying out to be done at 
home! why, if I had my way and people would listen to me we'd make a 
new country of it. A healthy and happy place, instead 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's rather strong. You've got your 
scientifically trained nation in Germany, and how do you like the results ? 
Give me our old Public Schools after all! I'd rather have Edward Grey 
than Bethmann-Hollweg any day of the week: the Hall told me that the 
Headmaster said that the other day, and I thought it very good sense. 
Why, what is the object of education ?' 

And then a strange thing happened. I daresay you've noticed that a 
question like that is always sure to be answered by every one, whether 
he's qualified or not; and there began a rare medley of sound—old prover­
bial phrases bandied about so that one could hardly detach the sense from 
the sound. 

'A sound mind in a sound body,' said the fives courts, and the cricket 
field said, 'Hear, hear!' 'Train the eye and the hand,' said the carpenter's 
shop. 'Study Nature,' said the museum. 'Cleanliness is next to Godliness,' 
murmured the baths. 'Rule, Britannia,' cried the flagstaff; 'what was 
good enough for our fathers is good enough for us!' As the din died 
down, I heard a voice which hadn't spoken before. 'I know I'm very 
young,' said the Moser Buildings, 'but, after all, I've had a long time to 
think it over while I've been building, and I should like to say a word 
or two. You're both right in a way, so far as I can see—and I don't like 
hearing people quarrel when there's nothing to quarrel about—but there's 
the Chapel bell beginning, and the boys will be coming past in a minute: 
I'd rather keep my ideas till next Sunday.' 
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July 30,1916. 
'As I was saying/ said the Moser Buildings,1 'you're both right in a 

way, and yet you're both wrong: I know that's an irritating thing to say, 
but one gets to be broad-minded if one has to do with a library and sees 
all the different kinds of things there are to be learnt in the world. And 
my idea is that Beauty is the thing that matters.' 

The Armoury and the Darwin Buildings were plainly a little suspicious. 
'I don't know much about Art,' said the latter, 'and I can't say I see it has 
much to do with it. Both I 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 spend on considering whether things look pretty.' 

'Ah !' said the Moser Buildings, 'I see you think of Beauty in the 
narrow sense. I don't mean that, though it's a good thing in its way. But 
there's Beauty in a scientific experiment, isn't there? You know a lot 
better than I do the splendid neatness and precision with which your 
people work. And there's Beauty in soldiering, too, though it's of a 
different kind. I 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 seem to get us much forrarder. Supposing we are all after Beauty, 
where is it to be found ?' 

'Well,' said the Moser Buildings, 'there are two people whom I've 
had to do with lately who've taught me a lot about it, and they happen 
to represent your two professions: one's Philip Sidney, and the other's 
Darwin. You'd be surprised to know how those two get on together; 
and yet it's not so very surprising after all. One gave his life for 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 else, and they neither of them despised small 
things. Sidney didn't despise the common soldier, and Darwin didn't 
despise the common earthworm; and that's why they both made names 
that will live for ever. Love the Truth, and give yourself for it—that's 
what Beauty is, and Education means knowing Beauty whenever and 

1 The Moser Buildings contain a library, reading-room and picture gallery: Philomathes 
and Polumathes are two stone figures of Tudor schoolboys copied from those on the Old 
School in the town, and representing, it is thought,' a boy when he comes and the same 
boy when he leaves. 
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wherever you see it, and being ready to give your life for the cause. 
That's what they try to teach them here, and always have done. Ask 
these young gentlemen standing outside; they're always ready to talk 
about their schooldays—rather nonsense it is sometimes, but they're 
nice boys. What do you think, Philomathes ? Is there anything you can 
say about what you learnt at school ?' 

Philomathes was evidently delighted to have a chance of talking, ' O f 
course I can,' said he, 'there are a lot of old school songs I could repeat 
to you if you like; of course they were in oldish English, but I've brought 
them up to date. There's a nice one that begins—• 

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

'Oh, nonsense,' said the Moscr Buildings, 'that's just swagger; you 
know you were always a very industrious little boy, though you pretend 
to be ashamed of it. Let's have something else.' 

'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 a lord 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. . • . 

'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 seasons came, 
Our crowns we laid at her feet. 

and 
She sends us forth to South and North, 

We range to East and West— 

wouldn't you like that ?' 
'No, no,' said the Moser Buildings, 'it's all right, but it's all so dreadfully 

commonplace. I must ask your brother.' 'He's not my brdther,' said 
Philomathes, grinning, 'he's only me grown older.' 'Older and wiser, I 
hope,' said the Moser Buildings. 'Now then, Polumathes, can you tell 
us any more about it? You're called a learned fellow; what was it you 
learnt at school?' 
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Polumathes seemed to be thinking hard. 
'It's not very easy to tell you,' he said at length, 'perhaps it would be 

simpler if I sang you a little song I've made up about it. It's not very 
good, I know, but it's all true so far as it goes.' He cleared his throat and 
began; the tune was one I 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 this is the way it ran: 

To fight for the things that a man loves most, 
And to give his life, not counting the cost, 
For a life 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 a fool, 

As I am a learned man! 

'Bravo,' cried the Armoury, 'that's good sense; I agree with every word 
of it.' The Darwin Buildings was not quite so enthusiastic. 'It sounds 
very nice,' it said, 'and I don't deny a good deal of it's true; but I can't say 
that the part about work and caring for truth is so well observed as the 
rest of it. And it's all very well,' it went on, turning to the Moser Build­
ings, 'but you haven't really told us why a man should care about truth 
and self-sacrifice and all these things; we aren't likely to find out the real 
object of education till we know that.' 'Ah, there/ said the Moser 
Buildings, 'you're getting a bit out of my depth; I know Beauty's a good 
thing, and I know there's a lot more beauty to be found than most people 
look for, but when you ask me why it's beautiful, or what all the fight-
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ing's about, you get a little beyond me. Let's ask the Chapel; it's more the 
Chapel's j o b 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 I think there's a great deal 
in all that you've been saying. There's only one ti l ing you've left out, 
but it's a biggish omission—and that's the Devi l . N o , don't say, "Hang 
theology," ' it added to the Darwin Buildings, which blushed scarlet: 
'I only mean that when you said last week that there was lots of fighting 
to be done in peace, it was what I call the Devi l 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 h im in your 
different ways. He hates good soldiers, and he hates good artists, and I 
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 is a fellow to let himself go a 
bit, if not when he's talking about his own school? A n d 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 I think they all learn a little. A n d any­
how, just when they're leaving, they t ry and remember what they've 
learnt. You 'd know more about it if you'd had my chances of hearing 
them sing. There's a hymn they're practising to-night, for instance—why, 
there it is! ' A n d 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 the joys which Thou hast deigned to share, 
For all the pains which Thou hast helped to bear, 
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, 
lf for Thy gifts ungrateful, we have strayed, 
If in 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 stablish, Lord, what Thou in us hast wrought. 
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So be our rest Thy palaces most fair, 
Not built with hands, whose stones Thy praise declare: 
Where war is not, and all Thy sons are free, 
Where Thou art known, and all is known in Thee! 

THE CHAPEL BAZAAR 
November 25, 1916. 

You know how when one thinks about things they have a way of falling 
into threes: good, bad, and indifferent; right, middle, and left; past, 
present, and future, and so on. I say this because it helps to account for a 
dream I had last night. Of course I 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 their souls ? And, of course, I 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 understand the kind of result that 
happened in my dream. 

. . . . . . • 

One is getting quite used nowadays to seeing buildings adapted to 
strange purposes, but I confess that it was rather a shock to find that the 
whole inside arrangement of Chapel had been so completely altered. At 
first I thought it had been made into a kind of Pay-Office, for there was 
some one sitting in the Ante-Chapel engaged apparently in changing 
money. But when I got inside I found the changes had gone further still. 
The East end, for instance, was boarded up with a door on which was 
written, 'No Admission except for those stricdy on Business'; and the 
two sides, which both seemed to have grown a great deal larger, had been 
divided off and made into separate rooms. And there was a notice up, 
running all round the Chapel beginning from the East end, 'Gold for the 
Things of Gold, Silver for the Things of Silver, and Copper for the 
Things of Copper.' 

I went into the room on the left, which seemed from the wording of 
the notice to be devoted to Copper goods, but when I got inside I could 
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see 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 side 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 I turned 
to a counter labelled 'Abstractions,' and found a most affable salesman 
ready to explain the value of his wares. 

'Here, now, for instance, sir,' he said, 'are some packets of Health. 
Quite indispensable for any gentleman, and particularly, if I may say so, 
for an Englishman like you; and there is no doubt it's ridiculously cheap 
at the price. I have known gendemen come back year after year and 
spend practically all their money on nothing else. Or then, again, there 
are these packets of Popularity, wonderfully cheap they are, though, of 
course, they do not last 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. I have spent all my money on exercise and 
health, and never regretted it. They tried to get me to spend all my money 
in the Silver Room, but I was not such a fool as that. What I 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 I say. Now in the Silver Room 
there's a great deal of luck about what you get; and as for the Gold, from 
all they tell me, that is a perfect gamble. N o ! no! Health, and exercise, 
and comfort, you know where you are with them. 

The stars and sounding vanities 
That half the crowd bewitch, 

What are they but inanities 
To him that treads the pitch? 

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

When the last charge goes thundering 
Towards the twilight goal?9 

The salesman looked after him with a smile as he went off whistling 
'He's one of the best of my customers,' 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 labelled 'Comfort.' 'That is the more usual 
type,' he went on, as soon as his customer's back was tinned; 'and it 
really is rather sickening to see the way they waste their money on things 
like that, when they might have got what was quite worth having even 
at the Silver Shop. And it's just the same with boys: I never much mind 
their spending their money on cups and shields and colours: but I had a 
young gendeman in here the other day who had changed all his silver— 
and he had quite a good supply—and came and asked for a lot of the 
cheapest brand of Popularity: I really thought that was rather too strong 
and very nearly turned him out of the shop.' 

'Forgive my mentioning it,' said I, 'but you don't seem a very enthusi­
astic salesman.' 

'Why should I be ?' said he, 'I am only here because some one has to do 
it; and I 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 see for 
yourself,' he went on, and as I went away I heard him telling two or three 
boys, who came up with their pennies to spend on packets of Notoriety, 
to go and apply at the Children's Corner. 

So I took his advice and went across into the shop where the things of 
Silver were on sale, and certainly I found myself in a very different 
atmosphere. The large room was full of beautiful things, books and 
pictures and furniture and musical instruments. There were cases of Stars 
and Garters, and ribbons of all Orders; and the walls were hung with 
pictures of the most famous men and women in history. But, here again, 
I was more interested in the counter labelled 'Abstractions,' and there I 
saw all kinds of Fame made up into neat packets: Military Glory, and 
Artistic Distinction, and Literary Success, and Popularity of a more 
expensive brand than I had seen across the way. 

'How is business with you ?' I asked a salesman at this counter. 
'Oh! we never have any lack of customers here,' said he; 'barristers and 

soldiers and politicians, artists and authors; I am sometimes surprised 
that there is Glory enough to go round.' 'Do you get many boys in here ?' 
I asked. 'No,' said he, 'not many; the things we sell are mostly beyond 
their means. But a good many come in to look round, and save up their 
silver till they can afford to get something worth having. 

'I see you are looking at these pictures of Nelson,' he went on. 'They 
are a wonderful advertisement, for he spent all he had to spend at this 
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shop; and I have never heard that he was dissatisfied with the bargain. 
But, of course, he was most particular always to have the very best 
quality: silver gilt a lot of it was.' 

'Are any of them ever dissatisfied ?' I asked. 
'Oh, yes!' he answered. 'We have some rather painful scenes some­

times, because, though we do the best we can, a good deal of this Glory 
tarnishes rather easily, and people sometimes come back and make com­
plaints. We had several politicians back here complaining only the other 
day: and then there are the poets. It was really very difficult, for instance, 
to explain to Lord Byron that we had never guaranteed that his Glory 
would last 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 spent a lot of his money on things of Silver when 
he meant to have spent it all on things of Gold. That was a very sad 
case.' 

'But what is your own opinion about it all ?' I asked; 'do you really feel 
justified in letting them spend so much money here; and change their 
gold into silver for things like these ?' 

'Oh! that is not my business,' he answered. 'You had better go to the 
Gold Shop yourself and form your own opinion.' 

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

'We have to be so careful,' said he, 'in case of fire. I am sure you 
understand.' I did not understand in the least, but I did not like to ask 
him, so I said nothing and tried to look intelligent. 'What can I do for 
you?' he asked. 'I hardly know,' I said. 'I just wanted to look round. 
I am afraid I ought not to have come in without being sure of what I 
wanted.' 

'Oh, don't bother about that,' he answered. 'We arc always having 
people here in that frame of mind; you have no idea how vague some of 
my customers 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 else had got and they are not quite sure 
what it is.' 

'And how do you deal with them ?' I asked. 
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'Oh, one does the best one can,' he answered. 'One just gives them a 
sample on trial, and tells them to come back if they find it suits them; but 
perhaps you will like to look round the shop and see for yourself.' The 
light was very bad and I could hardly make out what there was for sale, 
but I was much too shy to tell him so. 

At first sight there was hardly anything to be seen; but the first thing 
that caught my eye was a certain number of suits of khaki, lying on a 
counter. 

'I thought I had seen those in the other shops ?' said I. 
'Ah, yes!' said he; 'they do keep them in both the other shops, but these 

are rather a finer quality; and we don't exactly sell them,' he went on, 
'we give them away. In fact,' he added, in a burst of confidence, 'there is 
no doubt that is the difficulty in this shop. You see these big jars, for 
instance, labelled "Peace" and "Happiness." Well, people are always 
coming here and asking for some of them, and what the price is; and they 
get so annoyed when I tell them you cannot sell them retail, and that the 
price is everything they have got. Of course it suits me all right,' he went 
on, 'for I never had a head for figures. And it is such a simple rule to say 
that you have got to give everything for everything, but I know it is 
confusing to the customers at first. Fire, for instance,' he went on, 'that 
is the thing we sell most of; and, of course, there is no such thing as really 
selling a little bit of Fire. You sell it small and it turns out big.' 

'And then, I suppose, they blame you ?' I said. 'It must 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 see, the fact is they usually 
get consumed themselves. Perhaps you will understand it better if I show 
you the pictures. We have exhibitions of them every hour or so. There 
is one just beginning now.' 

So I looked over the Altar and there I saw in front, where the Cross 
usually stands, there was a fire burning, and as I watched a man came 
and stood by the side warming his hands at the blaze. 

'Of course the fire is really inside him,' whispered my guide in my 
ear. 'But it is very difficult to represent that in a picture.' 

And as I watched, the man began to make up the fire for himself. 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 degrees everything 
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that he had. And still the fire burnt higher and higher. At last he had 
nothing else left to put on. 

' What will he do now ?' I whispered to my guide. 
'Look and see,' he answered. 
And sure enough, as he was speaking, the man gathered himself to­

gether and sprang into the fire himself. I jumped up with a cry. But my 
guide put his hand on my shoulder. 

'It will be all right,' he said,' just wait a minute or two.' And as I 
watched, I saw that, though the fire seemed to have no power over him, 
the blaze burnt up higher and higher than before; and a voice sounded 
in my ears, though I could see no one that spoke, saying— 

'Let us sing the song of the three children, which they sang when they 
blessed the Lord in the furnace of fire.' And the whole room joined in the 
words that rose— 

'O all ye Works of the Lord, bless ye the Lord: praise H im and magnify H i m for ever. 
O ye Spirits and Souls of the Righteous, bless ye the Lord: praise H i m and magnify H i m 

for ever. 
O ye holy and humble Men of heart, bless ye the Lord: praise H im and magnify H i m for 

ever.' 

As I was listening, there came a hurried knocking at the door behind us 
and the salesman hastened away to see what was wanted. And I heard an 
anxious voice saying— 

'Can you possibly let me in ? I have spent all my money and I have 
changed all my gold, but I do want to come in.' 

'Oh, please let him in,' I cried. 'He would like to see the pictures, at 
any rate.' But my petitions were quite needless. 

'It is all right,' said the shopman. 'We never refuse anybody here. That 
is the other secret,' he went on, turning to me with a smile. 'You must 
give everything that you have got for the things that really matter, and 
then you will find in the end that they are given away after all. 

Earth takes its price for what Earth gives us, 
The beggar is taxed for a corner to die i n : 
It is only Heaven that is given away, 
It is God alone can be had for the asking.9 

And with those words ringing in my ears I awoke. 
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Ye holy saints of yore, 
Who wore an earthly crown, 

And now, God's throne before, 
Have cast your glories down, 

Teach us to sing 
As best we may 
On this his day, 

Our Founder K i n g ! 

Ye humble men of heart, 
Who lived to praise your Lord, 

And bear to-day your part 
In Heaven's all-blest accord, 

His praise acclaim, 
Whose deeds have brought, 

By him unsought, 
A deathless fame! 

Ye mourners, who on high 
Lift up your joyful head, 

Your tears for ever dry, 
Your sorrows comforted, 

Praise him who trod 
Through grief and pain 
That pathway plain 

That leads to God! 

But chiefest, Thou, his Lord, 
. His praise attentive hear, 

Who strove to keep Thy word 
And share Thy sufferings here: 

For all he willed 
Be glory Thine, 
His great design 

In Thee fulfilled! 
38 
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THE CEDAR 
Summer 1917. 

I DO not think I have had any dreams worth recalling since I left Shrews­
bury, but I 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, I must explain that in the garden in front of my house in 
the Cloisters there stand two trees, a Cedar under which I sometimes take 
my Division in the hot weather, and an old Mulberry. You ought, per­
haps, also to know that some of the grass has lately been dug up to make 
room for vegetables. The other day I 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 I sat on under the tree and must, I suppose, have 
dropped into a kind of doze, from which I was aroused by a voice speak­
ing to me from overhead, which apparently proceeded from the 
Cedar.. . . 

'Thank you so much,' it said. 'I cannot tell you how glad I was to hear 
you say all that: it has wanted saying in this garden for a very long time, 
I 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 repressing them: 
"Cut down and up again as blithe as ever," as the 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— 

You Violets that first appear,— 

there aren't really any Violets in the Garden/ the Cedar interrupted itself 
to explain, 'but that makes it all the worse, for the other Flowers all know 
what they mean. 

You Violets that first appear, 
By your pure purple mantles known, 

Like the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the spring were all your own,— 
What are you when the Rose is blown? 
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You cannot expect the other Flowers to like that sort of thing, especially 
when it is going on all the time.' 

It must be very distressing,' said I, trying to soothe the Cedar, 'but I 
suppose it is the artistic temperament: our artists and poets are all like that, 
dreadfully critical of one another's work; and when you are your own 
work of art, as a Flower is, it must make things worse than ever. I suppose 
if they were really engaged on something useful, they would be more 
inclined to work together happily.' 

'Not a bit of it,' said the Cedar; 'the Vegetables are worse if anything. 
Since 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 flowers look down on the ones that have roots, or tubers, 
or whatever you call them; and they quarrel about their different shades 
of green; and the Cabbages tell the Carrots that "only a donkey would 
eat them": and the Potatoes! well, I suppose it's their Irish blood, but 
they always seem 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. St. Francis preached to the Birds, and St. 
Anthony of Padua preached to the Fishes, but no one ever thinks of 
preaching to them, and I can tell you they want it; and the special sermon 
they want is just one about humility.' 

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

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

I was afraid the Cedar would be annoyed, but he only smiled in rather 
a pitying manner. 

'Oh, I am all right,' he said; 'I am afraid you don't know your Psalms 
very well, or you would remember that there is a special Psalm all about 
me: I will repeat it to you if you have forgotten, and you will see that I 
am in pretty good company— 

Praise the Lord upon earth: ye dragons, and all deeps; 
Fire and hail, snow and vapours: wind and storm, fulfilling His word; 
Mountains and all hills: fruitful trees and all cedars; 
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Beasts and all cattle: worms and feathered fowls; 
Kings of the earth and all people: princes and all judges of the world; 
Young men and maidens, old men and children, praise the Name of the Lord: for His Name 

only is excellent, and His praise above heaven and earth. 

I am rather sorry that he put in that about the worms; but you see,' said 
the Cedar, 'I am the only tree that gets mentioned by name, and of course 
that does make one's position rather different.' 

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

'Now then, all together, give it to him again!' And all the Flowers and 
Vegetables started singing as if they knew their cue— 

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

And you alone 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 were just beginning to sing the whole thing right through again 
when I interrupted them, for I felt doubtful how the Cedar would take it. 
The Mulberry tree reassured me. 

'It's all right,' said he, 'he often talks like that, and we have had to make 
that little song to keep him in his place; but we are all proud of him really, 
and he knows we don't mean it unkindly, and after all I'm, older than he is, 
so he has to put up with it from me.' 

And, in fact, the Cedar did take it like a man'. 
'Oh, all right,' he said, 'you can stop that silly song. I daresay I did 

deserve it; but it is very hard not to forget oneself a little now and then. 
But let's show the Head Master we can sing something better than that. 
Give him a few verses of the Garden song. 

'I'm afraid you won't like this,' he went on, turning to me; 'it's a 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. I daresay you'll 
remember that St. Paul said something of the kind: "The whole creation 
groaneth and travaileth in pain together until now." Has it ever occurred 
to you to ask yourself why it groans and travails i Well, listen and you'll 
understand.' 
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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. 

W i t h every herb He planted it 
(So runs the ancient story), 

And then to Man He granted it 
To tend it for His glory: 

That each with all the rest of us, 
Forbearing and forgiving, 

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, 

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

So far, as I say, they had all been singing in harmony, but the last verse 
they all sang in unison, and all seemed to be aiming directly at me— 

T i l l Man his mission owns, my friend, 
A l l tribes of fin and feather 

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

And perhaps it was the louder singing which awoke me, but I sometimes 
think it may have been the echo in my conscience which told me that a 
good deal of what they were singing was perhaps rather truer than I liked. 

THE M A T C H 
September, 1917. 

I WAS sitting 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 especially to the 
younger boys among you, was that you have got a real piece of work to 
do for the School, and for your parents, and for God, although at the 
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moment it may not seem a very big one; and there ran in my head some 
words of a Russian Painter which I happened to have seen the other day— 

'I 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.' 

While I was turning this over in my mind, I was rather surprised to hear 
a voice which appeared to come from the mantelpiece, and in particular 
from a match which was lying there with some others in an open box. 

'Rather a good idea,' said the Match encouragingly; 'I have always 
wondered why people don't preach sermons about candles, or rather 
about us, for every one knows a candle wouldn't amount to much without 
the match.' 

Now of course I knew that matches had gone up in price, so that it was 
natural that they should be rather above themselves, but the suggestion 
was a bit startling: still I was anxious to be polite. 'Well,' I said, 'I can't 
say that the idea had occurred to me; and to be quite honest I don't see 
what precise connection there is between you and the boys in a Public 
School Chapel.' 

'We've a great deal more in common than you think,' said the Match. 
'To begin with, we're both typically English. I suppose you'd agree that 
there's something in a good English match which no other nation gets 
near ? Think of those horrible things one meets abroad! French matches 
are all sulphur and smell, and Italian matches crumple in your fingers, and 
Swedish matches! why, the very name is enough to frighten you!' 

'Oh, I see,' I said, 'you want me to preach a patriotic sermon and say 
that all English things, including English boys, are far better than those 
of any other nation. That's just a little too simple even if it were quite 
true. We're rather proud of not always waving the flag and talking about 
our own merits.' 

'No, I didn't mean that,' said the Match. 'And of course it's absurd to 
lump all English things together like that. Why, there are all sorts of 
differences among us: wax matches, for instance—who'd think of putting 
them in the same class with us ? They're useful, no doubt, and cheap, 
but that's not the same as being the best of their kind; and every one 
knows you human beings have classes something like ours.' 

I was amused at his suggesting that we had learnt class divisions from 
them. 'This is really getting worse and worse,"I said. 'You can't seriously 
want me to go and preach to a lot of Public School boys and tell them 
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they're the finest specimens of their kind? Even if it were true it would 
be uncommonly bad for them; and that spirit of thinking they're the only 
class that counts is just the thing one wants to get out of their heads. If 
that's all you've got to suggest, I think you'd better let me preach this 
sermon my own way.' 

'But I have a lot more to suggest,' said the Match; 'don't be in such a 
hurry! I'll soon make you see the parallel. To begin with, here we are, 
all lying in a box: we look just alike and you wouldn't know us apart 
perhaps, but we're just as different really as those boys you're talking 
about. I daresay they look pretty much the same to people who don't 
know them, but you know they aren't. And it's just the same with us: 
we've got our different characters just as they have.' 

This seemed rather more promising, and I decided to question him a 
little longer. 'What do you mean by differences of character in matches ?' 
I asked. 'I should have thought you were all pretty much of a kind.' 

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

'But what's that got to do with boys ?' I said. 
.'Everything,' said the Match. 'They've got two parts just as we have, 

and unless both are sound you won't get the best out of them. First 
of all there's the natural boy, with his strength and his spirits and his 
brains, all three ready to be used. But that's not all; if it was, he'd be no 
more use than a match without a head: he might get lit from some other 
match and help some one's fire to burn up for a second, but he's not a 
man. And what makes him a man ? Why, just the same thing that makes 
a match a match! It's the rest of him that does it!' 

'I don't see what you mean,' said I. 'What is the 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 sir,' said the Match very seriously, 'have you ever considered 
what the head of a match is ? It is a little bit of the only thing in the world 
that matters: it's a bit of the sun imprisoned: it's a fragment of the fire 
that Prometheus gave his life to fetch down to earth: it's a bit of fire—the 
only thing in nature that's worth worshipping. And can't you see what 
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there is in a boy that corresponds 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 either they take it and give some light to the 
world, though they may have to die in doing it, or they may break under 
the strain and the light's wasted, or the light itself may just sputter and 
go out. Can't you tell them that ?' said the Match, dancing about on the 
mantelpiece in its excitement. 'Can't you tell them that's the one thing 
that matters—to have their brains and body and the rest 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?' 

'I begin to see,' said I, for I confess I was rather excited by the idea. 
'But what is it they're struck on ?' 

'Struck on ?' shouted the Match indignantly. 'Can't you see that for 
yourself? Why, something rough of course! That's what all the rough 
things in the world are for—to strike matches on; but for them, the world 
might be a dark place: a smooth place, in which men and women lived 
smooth lives; but as it is there's enough trouble and difficulty for every 
one to get his chance— 

Welcome each rebuff 
That turns earth's smoothness rough. 

said 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're just 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, I'll tell you the song we've made up to cheer 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 
song— 

Some lift their eyes to the hills for help, 
If thence their help may be, 

And some look East and some look West, 
And some look over the sea: 

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 face to the sun! 
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The sun that rises on evil and good 
He cheers and blesses them all, 

W i t h flowers for pleasure and corn for food 
And fruit for both on the wal l ! 

And cousins of his are we, my friends, 
W i t h a work 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 wi th a song; 

For the sun w i l l be shining still, my friends, 
Long after our journey's done, 

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

'That's rather good,' said I, for I wanted to seem grateful; besides, I 
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 I thought that I 
would put his philosophy to the test— 

'Look here,' I said, 'I am just going to light this fire; would you rather 
I took you, or one of those young friends of yours ?' 

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

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

So I took the roughest thing I could find to strike him on, and he struck 
with a splendid spurt, like the good little match that he was; and he 
burnt steadily right down to the end and lit the fire all by himself. Yes: 
he was a very good little match. 
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THE PEACE EXHIBITION 
Summer, 1919. 

PERHAPS I was thinking of what I had to say to-night, or of what I had 
been reading in the papers, but anyhow the fact remains that as I lay in 
bed I fancied myself standing outside a large building which had on its 
front a large poster—'Great Peace Exhibition,' it said. 'Every possible 
kind of Peace on view at once.' As admission appeared to be free, I 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 I found out later; at the moment I 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 
business man, and a Salvation Army lass were among the noisiest, and 
the whole thing was so far from suggesting peace of any kind that I was 
turning away in disgust, when I noticed a man standing by one door who 
was taking no part in the hubbub. He caught my eye and smiled sym­
pathetically. 'Isn'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 the right, and shut it carefully behind me as I entered. The scene was 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 I could make out a few inscriptions on the wall, 
of which this was the one I remember best— 

Slcepe after toyle, port after stormic seas, 
Ease after warre, death after life, does greatly please. 

In the middle of the room I saw a lot of people all sound asleep, middle-
aged people mostly, though there were a few boys among them, and all 
with a look of supreme happiness on their faces. I turned round to my 
guide: he was gently beating time and murmuring gently to himself— 

There is sweet music here that softer falls 
Than petals from blown roses on the grass.' 

'But don't they ever wake up ?' I whispered to him—for it seemed 
wrong to raise one's voice 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 I knew something about Shrewsbury, with some lines of Sir Philip 
Sidney— 

'Come Sleep, O Sleep, the certain knot of peace, 
The baiting place of wit, the balm of woe, 
The poor man's wealth, the prisoner's release, 
The indifferent judge between the high and low.' 

But I was not convinced: 'I think I ' l l go on,' I said. 'Can I get through that 
door ?' for there was one opening out from the side of the room. His 
feelings were rather hurt. 'No,' he answered almost sharply, 'you must 
go out the way you came in, if you really won't stay,' and as I left the 
room I heard him beginning again-

'O sleep, O gentle sleep .. .' 

Outside the door I 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 I 
ever saw: the other day we got in while they were all asleep 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 peace leads to: come in here, sir, and 
I ' l l show you how Peace is to be won.' He opened his door as he spoke 
and I found myself in a very different scene. It was like the inside of a big 
munition factory: wheels were whirring and lathes turning, and one 
could hardly hear oneself 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! 
Si vis pacem, para helium I If we'd had guns and shells enough when this 
war began .. .' But I wasn't in the mood to be quite fair to him. ' I ' l l 
give you another bit of Latin,' I 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 I pointed to the side 
door. 'That's blocked up,' he answered angrily. 'I didn't know you were 
a pacifist or I 'd never have let you in. ' 

I was too angry to argue, and went out quickly into the hall, where I 
found the city man ready to pounce on me. 'Dreadful nonsense they talk 
in there, don't they ?' said he: 'waste of money and time, I call i t ; come in 
here and I'll show you what Peace really means.' Inside his room there 
was again plenty of activity, but of a more varied kind: all kinds of in-
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dustry were going on, and he looked at it with a complacent eye. 'Trade's 
the thing, sir!' said he. 'Peace and Prosperity, that's our motto, and these 
are the men that give it us,' and he pointed to the wall, where I saw many 
portraits of distinguished statesmen: some of them I didn't know, but I 
saw John Mill and John Bright among the Englishmen, and Prince Albert 
opening the Great Exhibition, and I recognized old Sir Robert Walpole 
from the picture in College Hall at Eton. I couldn't help being impressed 
by the business and activity all round me. 'It looks splendid,' I said, 'but 
can it last ? Where's your guarantee ? Even old Walpole had to fight at 
last, and the Great Exhibition didn't bring us much peace, did it ? Trade 
doesn'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 I sat in the cafe I said to myself, 
They may talk as they please about what they call pelf; 
They may sneer as they like about eating and drinking; 
But help it I cannot, I cannot help thinking, 

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

And I 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 slums ? Money doesn't solve it all. Can 
I get through into that inner room?' 'I'm afraid those bales of cotton are 
in the way,' said he; 'and you take my word for it, we don't want senti­
ment: what we want is Trade.' I wasn't convinced, and the more I looked 
at him the less I liked his prosperous, self-satisfied air and the hard lines 
round his mouth—so I 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 
preacher was holding forth with great eloquence to a mixed assembly. 
He was a powerful speaker, and as he talked of turning from their sins 
and finding Peace in God his congregation was visibly moved. At times 
he asked them if anyone felt he was saved and had found Peace, and 
people all over the room jumped up with strange cries and testified to 
their happiness. It was impressive in a way, but when my guide turned 
suddenly to me and asked, 'Have you found Peace?' I remembered the 
old story of the fine old clergyman who had that question put to him and 
cried loudly, 'No,War!' and was not so ready with my answer. They 

D 
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had started singing a hymn by then, and the words did not ring quite 
true— 

'Nothing has been left to us, 
Nothing, sinners, no! 

Jesus did it all for us 
Long, long ago !' 

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

It was a big room and the light was dim, but I could see some figures 
on their knees, and as my eyes got accustomed to the gloom I could make 
out the inscriptions and paintings on the walls: one wall had on it a verse 
from St. 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 Peace in Thee,' and 
Dante's words seemed, as it were, a further definition, 'In His wi l l is our 
Peace.' And on the other side wall was a picture of Christ parting with 
His frightened disciples and saying, 'Peace I leave with you: My Peace I 
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 
said, 'The road is hard and long, but I 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 wi l l know what old Zacharias meant when he said 
that I 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 O R EVERY M A N HIS O W N D R A G O N 

Summer, 1920 

T H E Knight sat in his ancestral hall and gazed around him gloomily. 
There were many things on which his eye rested that recalled the glories 
of the past. At his feet lay the skin of a dragon, which he had brought 
home in 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 the wall hung the picture of that same fair maiden, who had 
now for many years been his devoted wife, and close by her portrait 
hung some of the Saracen spears and shields which he had brought home 
from the Crusade when he marched with his royal master to rescue the 
Holy City. 

But to-day none of these objects had the power to please him: rather 
they roused his dissatisfaction as he compared those spacious'days of the 
past with the narrow and wearisome present. 'The times are changed 
indeed!' he murmured gloomily to himself. 'Nowadays there is no 
knighdy enterprise to undertake and no glory to be won. My arm is no 
weaker and my courage no less, but to-day there is naught for me to do; 
the neighbours are beginning to forget what I did for them of old. They 
no longer yield me the first place without question: 'tis an ungrateful 
world! nay, the very peasants murmur beneath their breath and call me 
tyrant—me, whom they used to hail as their deliverer. Oh for that old 
day when they came to welcome me with songs and flowers and acclaimed 
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 
son ran into the room, intent on some childish game which he would have 
had his father share, but he drove him away with a curse. His faithful 
dog rubbed against his knee, but he kicked him aside, and the poor 
creature slunk away with his tail between his legs. 

There was no doubt that the Knight was sorely vexed with dismal 
thoughts. ' 'Tis a dull world, a dull, ungrateful world,' he repeated 
gloomily. He strode across to the window and saw without one who 
seemed to have ridden with haste. For a moment his hopes rose: it might 
be that he was called to some new deed 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 messenger stood before 
him, bowing to the ground. 'What is thy errand ?' he asked impatienty. 
'Sir, an it please thee,' said the messenger, bowing again, 'my good lord, 
thy near neighbour, and his friends have bidden me ride with speed to 
summon thee to destroy a terrible monster which hath wrought great 
despite on this countryside, and they hold before God that there is no 
hand that may slay him save only thine; therefore am I come with speed 
to bring thee these tidings and to call thee to the fight.' 'Tell me where he 
lies!' cried the Knight, his eyes kindling with joy. 'Even herewithal,' 
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said the messenger, bowing yet again, 'have they sent a packet which shall 
make thee fully ware how thou mayest meet with him, and they nothing 
doubt that for thee to meet with him will be to slay him where he stands.' 
And the messenger placed in the Knight's hands a parcel, which done, he 
made yet another obeisance 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 respect. 'Ah,' he 
said to himself, 'when danger comes they know to whom they must 
turn! I will even see where this beast hath his lair,' and with burning 
fingers he began to undo the packet. It seemed large and of strange 
shape for its purpose; he unfastened one wrapping after another and came 
at last to the end of them: but lo and behold there was nothing there but 
a mirror, and around it an inscription quaintly carved: 'This shall be the 
guide to him that would slay the Beast.' He cast one glance at it and saw 
in it his own face so distorted with rage that at first he barely recognized 
it, and as he turned the mirror over he saw written on the back in Greek 
characters the words 'Know thyself.' That was enough; with a cry of fury 
he flung the mirror from him and it broke in countless fragments on the 
floor. 

And even as he did so his wife came into the hall; seeing her husband's 
evil case she hastened to his side, crying out to him to tell her all. In a 
voice half broken with fury he told her of the insult, and she with loving 
words essayed to soothe him. At last his anger grew less, and as he felt 
her gentle hands caressing him, he said with a groan, 'Ah, my love, where 
are they gone, those great days of old ? When there was fighting to be 
done I could prove myself a fit husband for thee, but now I am worthless, 
fit only to be insulted by these neighbours of mine—useless alike to myself 
and to thee.' And she bent down and kissed him, and he said again: 'Oh 
for the day when thou wast a captive and I came to thine aid! Why are 
there no such deeds of glory for me now ?' and she, stroking his hair .with 
her hand the while, made answer: 'O my dear love, methinks there is yet 
full many a maiden in captivity and needing thy strong arm to help, and 
fain would I that thou should'st aid them, and these many days have I 
hoped to tell thee thereof, but yet I dared not'; and he to her; 'Wherefore 
didst thou doubt ?' and she made answer yet agairi: 'Oh, be not angry, my 
lord, and I will speak! For indeed it seemeth to me that in the heart of 
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every man, and not least in thine, there are shut up in foul durance the 
fair maidens of Pity and Meekness and Gendeness, and there is but one 
hand that can release them; and the bars behind which they he imprisoned 
some 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 seem careless at times of those that love thee.' 

And as he listened he groaned aloud, and said: 'Is it then all true? 
Well was it written by the wise man of old, "Be not as a lion in thy house, 
nor be frantic among thy servants'!; for now I am become as it were a 
monster unto many and am no longer worthy to be thy husband. I will 
away from here, that I may go to the war again and die there, having 
struck but one more blow for the Holy City! I am good for naught save 
for the rough life of the camp, and even for that perchance I 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 messenger, my lord, a messenger 
from the King!'; and as he leapt up with joy to greet him they saw a 
priest come forward, and he said: 'Sir Knight, my lord the King has sent 
to bid thee come to fight once more for the Holy City, which is sore beset 
by the bands of the infidels; and knowing well thy valiance of old he calls 
thee first of all his knights to join the battle; and indeed it is time for every 
good man to gird on his armour to the fight; and here is his warrant 
plainly written, "He that overcometh shall inherit." ' And the Knight, all 
trembling and astonished, answered him: 'Nay, fair sir, but am I in truth 
a good man such as thou seekest ? I count not myself worthy to march 
in such an array, for indeed I have looked of late into my heart and see 
therein many foul stains such as ill become a Christian soldier.' 

And the priest smiled on him and answered: 'Nay, sir, it is even such 
as thou that my lord the King would call, for indeed the name of the 
Holy City is Mansoul; and the foes that beset it are Anger and Lust and 
Cruelty, and they have marshalled against it their hosts of petty cares and 
petty plagues and petty pains, and it is very sore beset; yet it needeth but 
a brave heart to overcome them, and for that thou sayest thy heart is 
weak, hast thou never read this saying, "God is greater than thy heart 
and knoweth all things" ? Kneel then on thy knees and I will send thee 
forth with two words of comfort.' And as the Knight knelt before him 
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he lifted up his hands in blessing and said: 'Remember who it is that hath 
said, "Be of good cheer; for I have overcome," and again, "in your 
patience ye shall win your souls." ' And thereto he added these words: 
'Now unto Him that is able to keep thee from falling, and to present 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 a Lost Property Office: the board over the door said as 
much, and there was also a large notice stating that 'Applications for all 
sorts of Real Property, which has been lost and which the owners are really 
desirous to recover should be made within.' 

I was just looking at this, when the door opened and a benevolent-
looking old gentleman came out and began to take down the shutters. 
'Ah, I see you are looking at our notice,' he said, after we had greeted one 
another. 'I had that put up to avoid confusion: so many people would 
keep coming for things they hadn't really lost or didn't really want back.' 

'Yes, I was rather puzzled,' I answered, 'and I'm not quite sure that I 
understand even now: I thought Real property meant things like land 
and houses and so on, and people wouldn't come to a Lost Property Office 
to look for them.' 

'Ah,' said he, 'that's the lawyer's definition, but lawyers don't go very 
deep into things; why, they distinguish between Real and Personal 
property just as if being Personal wasn't just what made things Real: 
any philosopher would tell you that, and I expect to get more truth out 
of philosophers than out of lawyers. Now, when I say Real I really 
mean real, you see, and that makes all the difference! But come inside and 
you will understand it better.' 

We went in, and I found myself in a room quite unlike what I expected: 
there were none of those neatly ticketed piles of lost articles—books and 
bags and sticks and so on—that one usually sees; but only an office with a 
desk, and some pictures on the wall, and two or three doors opening 
out of it. 
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'But where are the things ?' I asked, turning to my guide. My question 
seemed to trouble him, for he was pressing his hand to his head and giving 
signs of extreme confusion. 

'I do wish you wouldn't use such hard words,' he said; 'I really haven't 
any idea what you mean by "things." ' 

'Why, things like umbrellas,' said I; 'that's the sort of thing I'm always 
losing.' 

'Oh,' said he, with a look of relief, 'is that all ? I thought you meant 
real things, and I couldn't show you those, could I ? But umbrellas,' he 
went on, without giving me time to ask any more, 'I don't think they're 
quite property, are they ? You see we mean by "property" something that 
really and truly is yours and wouldn't be quite the same if any one else 
had it, and your umbrella, though no doubt you would be very sorry to 
part with it, would be just as good an umbrella whoever had it. We don't 
deal with that sort of loss here, but only with really personal property, 
such as time, and temper, and opportunities, and so on.' 

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

'But surely Time doesn't belong to any one in particular ?' said I. 'If 
I lose my time, that doesn't prevent other people from having it.' 

'That's quite a mistake, my dear sir,' said he, smiling and rubbing his 
hands; 'other people can have their time, but your time is lost all 
right.' 

'But what do you do for people who've lost their time ?' I asked. 'Can 
they ever get it back ?' 

'Of course they can,' said he. 'Didn't I hear you singing the other day 

Time that's lost may all retrieve ? 

and that would be humbug if the thing couldn't be done. Not but what 
it's rather a painful process: I've got a lot 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.' 

'I suppose they have to work like niggers ?' I asked sympathetically. 
My friend seemed pained. 

'Oh no,' he answered; 'that's just what they don't do, for niggers work 
without thinking, and they've got to learn to think for themselves. You 
can hear them if you like to go near the door.' 
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I crept up on tiptoe, and inside I heard a lot of voices singing together— 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, 
Old time is still a-flying, 

And this same rose that blooms to-day 
To-morrow may be dying ! 

'They don't sound very gloomy,' I said. 
'Not at all,' said he. 'Of course that's only the first stage, and we make 

them learn that because it's such a jolly tune; and after all, there are plenty 
of worse things than rosebuds, and if you learn to gather them at the right 
time it's a great 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 I quite understand yet,' said I. 
'You'll understand better if you watch a bit,' he answered. 'Here are 

some people coming in: if you'll sit in the corner, you can listen to what 
goes on, and that'll make things clearer.' 

So I sat and watched the people as they came in, and there was a very 
queer mixture of applicants: there was a man who had lost his train, and 
a lady who had lost her purse, and a boy who had lost his situation, 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, especially the lady. And after them there 
was a stream of commonplace inquirers after sticks and books and um­
brellas, most of which had been left in railway carriages, and they all had 
to be sent away uncomforted. 

I was beginning to get a little bored, when a man came in in a great 
state of excitement: it was quite unnecessary for him to say what he had 
lost, for he had clearly lost his temper. He didn't know it himself, 
though: he thought he had lost his character, and was very angry with 
a friend of his who, as he thought, had taken it away. I was much inter­
ested to see how the superintendent would deal with him, and couldn't 
help admiring the way he did it. He began by explaining that one's 
character was one of the things one couldn't possibly lose, so 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 simply couldn't be 
done). And then he went on to explain to the man very gently that it 
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was his temper he had really lost, and as he was at bottom a good-hearted 
fellow it wasn't long before he saw it and began to laugh at himself. 

'Well, well,' he said, 'I daresay you're right, and I should like to get 
my temper back: can you manage that for me?' 

'It's quite simple,' said the superintendent; 'you've only got to advertise.* 
"What do you mean ?' asked the other. 
'You've only got to let it be known that you've lost it, and that you 

know you've lost it, and you'll find it'll come back all right. Besides, 
lots of people are sure to know about it, and they'll be only too glad to 
help you. Every one always knows about that sort of loss—generally 
before the owner realizes it himself.' 

'Well, I hope it will come back a bit better than it was when it went,' 
said the visitor. 

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

After this there was another dull period of ordinary inquiries, the only 
exception being a young man who said he had lost his heart, but as it 
proved on inquiry that he'd got another in exchange he was soon con­
soled, and he went away, after a little talk with the superintendent, 
humming happily to himself— 

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

He was followed by a young man in great distress, because he said he had 
lost his faith; but after some inquiry the superintendent showed him that it 
hadn't ever been his own, but was only his mother's faith which he had 
found lying about at home and had picked up and been using as his own. 

'It's a splendid thing for a pattern,' said the superintendent, 'and I hope 
you'll get one of your own that will be as good. There's any amount of 
the same material to be had: you may not make one quite the same shape, 
but the thing that matters is what it's made of and not the precise cut: 
only every one must do some of the work himself.' 

Then there were some people who had lost opportunities, and they 
were rather a sad sight, 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 deed forborne for ever; 

The worm Regret will canker on 
And time will turn him never. 
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And another 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 distress to ask if 
anything could be done for them. The superintendent was very sym­
pathetic: he didn't try to persuade them that they'd ever have quite the 
same chances again, but he told them that they would have others. 'And 
after all,' he said, 'if the chances aren't the same, you won't be the same 
either, for any one who knows he has missed a chance and is sorry he has 
missed it, is more likely to take it next time. No one need make the same 
mistake twice, and if he does,' he went on, turning to the one who had 
quoted the gloomy proverb, just remember another proverb which says, 
"There's no failure except ceasing to try." And instead of your gloomy 
poem,' he added to the other, 'I recommend you to keep on saying this 
verse of Keble— 

"The trivial round, the common task 
Wil l furnish all we need to ask, 
Room to deny ourselves—a road 
To bring us daily nearer God." 

And what more opportunity can you want than that ? "I say unto you,"' 
he went on, half to himself, ' "that many prophets and kings desired to 
see the things that you see 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 
serious, some trivial, some pathetic, and some absurd. Later in the day 
there came a lady in deep mourning, and from the few words I heard I 
guessed that she had lost her son: he must have died, I think, in the War. 
I felt rather an intruder and didn't like to listen too closely, but I could 
see that the superintendent was giving her some passages to read from one 
or two of the books on his table, and as I knew the books I could guess 
at what he was saying. One was the memoir of a very gallant Etonian 
who had lost his best friend—he was to be killed himself a month later— 
and I think the passages he showed her were something like this: 'And so 
one must just go on, never doubting that the time will come when I shall 
see him again'; and once more, 'I wonder why a wooden cross and a little 
plot of earth should mean so much—when he is far away—and yet I 
don't suppose so very far.' And then I saw him take a book of poems, 
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and I knew that he was reading to her that splendid passage about Death 
which begins— 

Think that thou hear'st thy knell, and think no more 
But that, as bells called thee to church before, 
So this to the Triumphant Church . . . 

And then he led her to one of the doors in the wall behind, and as he 
opened it I could just see hanging on the wall the picture of One Who 
gave His life for others and rose again from the dead the third day: and 
from within there came a sound of music—of trumpets sounding on the 
other side. 

As I was left alone, I went over to his desk 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, 

Stoops 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 else came in: it was 
getting late, I suppose, and near to closing time. But he came back at last 
and began to talk of shutting up for the night. But just then the door 
burst open and a man rushed in in terrible excitement: he took no notice 
of me, but burst out, 'I'm lost, I'm lost! I have sinned against the Holy 
Ghost! Has not Christ Himself said, "What is a man profited if he gain 
the whole world and lose his own soul ?" And I have denied Him Whom 
at the bottom of my heart I love. Lost, lost, all lost between Earth and 
Heaven!' 

The superintendent did not try to argue with him, but there came on 
his face a smile of great tenderness and he said, 'Then blessed art: thou 
indeed, my son, for is it not written that it was such as thou that the Son 
of Man came to seek and to save? No man is lost beyond God's power 
to find. Come into His presence and learn His will for thee.' And he 
drew him with him to the third door, and what I heard and saw as that 
door opened I may not tell, but I think I know better now why it is 
written in the Gospel that there is joy in the presence of the angels of 
God over one sinner that repenteth. 

The door closed behind them, but as I stood outside I was able to 
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read the verses written above it, under a picture of Our Lord on the 
cross— 

Here is the Faith that wise men dimly groped for, 
The evidence of things as yet unseen, 

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

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

Yet they desired to see the light denied them: 
Here is fulfilled the Hope of all mankind. 

Here is the Love that saints and sinners sighed for— 
Paul in his prison, David on his throne— 

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

THE THREE GIFTS 
Epiphany. 

'THAT'S the stuff to give them!' said the Captain of the Eleven, as they 
finished the story of the Crusades (he was also, it should be added, an 
officer in the O.T.C.). 'I only wish I'd been there!' 

'You remind me,' said the History Master, laughing, 'of that blood­
thirsty old ruffian Clovis, who said, "Why wasn't I there with my Franks ?" 
when they told him the story of the Crucifixion.' 

'You wouldn't convert them much that way,' observed the Scholar. 'I 
think it was a hopeless idea.' 

'They weren't trying to convert them,' said the History Master, 'only 
to get liberty for pilgrims to go to Jerusalem.' 

'Anyhow, fighting for religion isn't a Christian idea, is it ?' persisted the 
Scholar. 'I thought it was only Mohammedans who ran religious wars.' 

'I wish it was,' said the History Master with a sigh; 'but you're quite 
right-conversion by force isn't a Christian principle.' 

"Well, how are you going to do it then ?' asked the Captain of the Eleven. 
'You've got to go for their brains, not their bodies,' said the Scholar. 

'Show them the Bible's a lot better book than the Koran.' 
'But how are you going to get them to read it ?'asked the Captain of the 

Eleven. 'It'll take a rare lot of persuasion and want some jolly good 
preachers, won't it, sir ?' 

'l quite agree,' said the History Master; 'and a lot depends on what you 
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mean by "good preachers." I've known lots of good preachers who 
weren't particularly good men. There was one who tried it—St. Francis 
of Assisi—and I expect it was his life more than his preaching which made 
the Soldan listen to him. I came on an old story the other day which you 
may like; I'm not sure that I do, for it puts words into our Lord's mouth, 
which is a dangerous thing to try—but at least the author meant well.' 

In the fourth chapter of St. Luke you may read how Our Lord preached 
in His own 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 were filled with wrath, and rose up and thrust 
Him out of the city, and led Him unto the brow of the hill whereon their 
city was built, that they might cast Him down headlong.' Of what 
actually happened we are only told that 'He passing through the midst 
of them went His way.' 

But the story goes that He was still sitting 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 mercies of God were not 
sent to the Jews alone but to strangers also, and it was of these strangers that 
He thought as He sat gazing westwards over the sea. He had heard 
the story of the Wise Men from the East 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 I have come to Mine own and 
they receive Me not, grant that I may show forth Thy mercies to Thy 
children that are scattered abroad! Show Thou some token upon Me for 
good, that I Who love Thee may see it and take comfort'; and stretching 
out His arms towards the sea He cried, 'O great and wide sea, if indeed 
for Me thine isles are waiting, bring from afar those who shall hear My 
word, so that the name of the Father may be praised from the rising of the 
sun unto the going down thereof!' 

Thus He prayed as the sun sunk into the sea, and after His prayer He laid 
Himself down to rest. 

And as He slept He dreamed, and it seemed 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 masts, and another a goodly 
merchant vessel, and the third but a poor fishing boat. And from these 
boats He saw men descend and climb the hill towards the place where 
He lay. And lifting up His eyes He saw two men stand before Him, and 
they came forward as though they would have speech with Him. And 
the first was clad as a 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 before Jesus, and said to Him, 'My Lord, in the West 
I have seen Thy star, and am come to bring Thee the best gift I have, my 
sword of steel. 'Tis a blade well tempered, beside which the swords of 
Greeks and Romans are but things of naught, and I bring it that therewith 
Thou may est smite Thine enemies beneath Thy feet.' 

And Jesus 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 steel, 
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 I put My trust in thee, for the legions of My Father's angels 
wait still His word to fight. And yet I thank thee, friend, for thy gift.' 

And the second stranger 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 
to Jesus, 'My Lord, I too have seen Thy star, and I bring Thee from the 
West a book newly imprinted by the art of man. It is indeed the best that 
I have to offer, and therewith as with a true sword that proceedeth from 
Thy mouth shalt Thou slay the powers of error, and bring to naught the 
wiles of the Devil and his lying words.' 

And Jesus smiled on him and thanked him and took the book, and as 
He looked on it He cried: 'Ah, here in this printed book is indeed a mighty 
power, for great is the Truth and it shall prevail.' But even as He spoke, 
He sighed, and looking once more upon the book He said, 'And yet the 
words of man whereof 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 
against the Book and the Book shall but sharpen the Sword.' 

And there was silence for a while, and Jesus turning to them said, 'Saw 
I not three ships i And where is he of the third ?' And the soldier made 
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answer, 'My Lord, I 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 Jesus 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 I have no gift to bring, 
and yet I needs must come when I had seen Thy star.' And Jesus 
beholding him loved him and said, 'Hast thou indeed no offering ?' And 
he answered, 'Nay, my Lord, for I 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 case, both men and women, for they see in Thee their hope in 
sorrow and their strength in weakness, and yet have they naught to give.' 

And Jesus lifted him from his knees and kissed him, and 'Friend,' said 
He, 'thou hast brought Me more than they all. The gold, the frankin­
cense, the myrrh, the sword of steel, and the printed book, gladly do I 
take them all, for they are freely given. But it is for the Loye of men and 
women that I come: for therewith must My battles be fought, and on 
their hearts must My words be written. 'And He let them depart with 
His blessing, 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.' 

S C H O O L Y A R D 
End of Summer half, 1921. 

I HOPE you will forgive me i f I 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. 

I was standing in School Yard the other night and thinking, as was not 
unnatural, of people leaving—and remembering how horrid a thing it 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 I heard a voice saying: 'And yet it may happen perchance to be 
more than you believe; I 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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I looked about, but there was no one there, and somehow I wasn't 
surprised to find it was the Founder talking, for, after all, no one has a 
better right to talk in School Yard than he: so I answered him without 
any question. 'I hope you're right, sir; but somehow one doesn't feel 
quite happy about it. The end of a Summer half always makes me feel 
a bit depressed.' 

''Tis indeed from the evil one that such thoughts come,' id King 
Henry; 'I had need in my own day to learn that lesson: yet was I slow to 
learn. But was it not for this that I founded this school, that, after my 
sorrowful years, I 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 best, but one doesn't see 
much result, and perhaps they aren't very good at expressing their feelings, 
but it's hard to be sure what they really take away.' 

I could see that he was smiling at me. 'You take too much upon you, 
my friend,'aid he; 'I have others besides you to teach my scholars, and 
their teaching may be of greater worth.' 

'Oh yes, sir,' answered, rather abashed, 'of course I know ' 
'Nay, nay,'aid he, 'I meant not that, though that may well be true. 

But it was in my mind that Beauty teaches better and more potently than 
any word of man: let Lupton's Tower speak!' he went on, raising his 
voice. And from behind him there came a deep tone which I seemed to 
recognize, though I had never heard it before— 

'My brick that glows with tints of rose, 
My vanes that catch the sun 

And glitter bright with golden light 
As each 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 see. 

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

Thus day and night, in shade and light, 
I do thy work, O King! ' 

'Yes,'aid King Henry with a sigh of pleasure, 'he does my work as I 
fain would have it done; but he does not work alone: my scholars must 
learn to care for Truth as well as Beauty, for Truth it is that 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 side of School Yard an answer came— 

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

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

Yet 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 !' 

'It is well , 'aid the Founder; 'but Truth and Beauty arc not all, and it is 
Goodness that I most would have them learn. And for that I must call 
other witness.' 

'Is it the Chapel, sir ?' I 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 I designed that Truth 
and Beauty and Goodness should meet together and should kiss each other. 
But I have other witnesses nearer at hand who can tell of their lives of 
every day, and so shall I see most clearly what they have learnt of Love.' 

'But what witnesses, sir, are these ?' I asked, 'for indeed the boys them­
selves will not talk of the things they care most for.' 

'Is it not written,'aid he, 'that if these shall hold their peace the very 
stones shall cry out ? Speak to me then, O l i t t e stones 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 ask the stones, the little stones, and they wi l l 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 mess with, 
And friends perhaps of early days they shared each small success with: 
Those who forget how great their debt to those they leave behind them 
Must ask the stones, the little stones, and surely they'll remind them. 

E 
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Friends teach a man he is not made to live and die alone, 
T i l l 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 a little thing the friends that Eton gave them, 
From such a sin, thy stones, O King, thy little stones shall save them.' 

'Thank God, thank God V 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.' 

He was silent for a while, and at length I plucked up courage to ask him: 
'But, sir, is there not yet one song that I may hear—the song of the Chapel 
wherein, as you said just now, all these are blended ?' 

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

I stood still and listened with all my ears, and there came from Chapel 
a song which you know very well, and we wi l l sing it once more to-night 
before we go. I need not quote it all to you but I wi l l 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' sakes, I w i l l wish thee prosperity, 
Yea, because of the house of the Lord our God, I w i l l seek to do thee good.' 

THE T W O PALACES 

THERE was in a certain country a great King who would fain have two 
palaces built for himself in the provinces of his dominion. Therefore he 
summoned to himself two of his great nobles and gave them the charge 
of the building. He bade marble and wood and stone in abundance to be 
prepared for them, and came himself 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 these nobles saw the greatness of the task that 
was laid upon him he was dismayed in his heart, and said, 'How may I 
hope to build a palace which shall be worthy of my King ? It will be 
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better that I wait t i l l I have more certain word o f his desires, for perchance 
his fancies may change, and it were a pity that I should build that wherein 
he would take no pleasure; but, seeing that I must have where to live 
myself, and that the material be not wasted, I wi l l build nearby a house for 
myself, that I may have at the least where I may dwell until the King shall 
come, and then, when I have more certain news, I wi l l proceed further in 
the matter of this building.' 

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. And when he saw the house fairly arrayed, and 
the floors paved with marble, and the ceiling adorned with costly wood, 
he said within himself, 'How wise is this nobleman of mine! and how fair 
shall my own palace be, seeing that he has lodged himself so well! ' And 
thereafter he inquired of the nobleman concerning his own palace, and the 
other made answer: 'Sir, I have waited these many years to know with 
more certainty what kind of a palace thou didst desire, and that the 
material might not be wasted, and that I might be housed withal, I have 
made this small lodging for myself; but now that thou art truly come, 
thou hast but to speak the word and we wi l l begin the work indeed.' 
But the King was angry and said to him, 'Thou fool, did I not straitly 
charge thee to build a palace for myself? Did I not lay the foundation 
with my own Royal hands ? This night shall thy life be required of thee.' 
And he bade them to hang that lord from the windows of his own house. 

And he came on his way to the other nobleman, that he might sec 
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 I have done so little! I 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 canst 
but see the design of the great door whereat thou art to enter in ; and 
moreover I have no house that is worthy to receive thy Majesty, for I 
have lived myself in this small wooden shelter that I might be near the 
work. Forgive me, sir, that I have wrought so i l l ! ' But the King was 
well pleased, and said, 'Nay, sir, but thou hast wrought full well! ' And 
even as he spoke the stones 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 singing— 
Lord, remember David: and all his trouble; 
How he sware unto the Lord: and vowed a vow unto the Almighty God of Jacob; 
I w i l l not come within the tabernacle of mine house: nor climb up into my bed; 
I w i l l not suffer mine eyes to sleep, nor mine eyelids to slumber: neither the temples o f my 

head to take any rest; 
Unt i l I find out a place for the temple of the Lord: an habitation for the mighty God of Jacob. 

THE AMPHITHEATRE 

[The following cannot strictly be described as a fable, but it is hoped that its 
general similarity in tone to the rest may justify its inclusion with them.] 

IN the eighth chapter of his Epistle to the Romans1 St. Paul tries to throw 
some light on what we call the 'problem of pain.' He asks himself what 
can be the explanation of all the sufferings of men, and I expect he would 
have added of the animals and, for all I know, of the trees and flowers 
as well: what can be the reason or the justification of it all. The answer 
which he suggests is that all creation—suffering men, suffering animals, 
all the whole world of sufferers—is waiting to seewhat the human race can 
do; is waiting, in his own words, 'for the revealing of the sons of God.' 
His vision, like most of those of the greatest writers among the Jews, 
does not admit of being put into the form of a picture, not even, perhaps, 
into words, but still the attempt must be made, and if it transcends the 
power of language, or even of imagination, you must blame St. Paul as 
much as me. 

You may then, perhaps, put it somewhat in this way: imagine a vast 
amphitheatre—and vast indeed it must be, for it is to contain the whole 
of creation—and there in its seats the whole creation is gathered: 'Moun­
tains and all hills; fruitful trees and all cedars; beasts and all cattle; worms 
and feathered fowls.' There they are all assembled: all the whole suffering 
creation, including the beggar Lazarus himself; and as they wait for the 
revelation which they have come to see, we can imagine this one anthem 

1 Romans viii. 18,19: 'For I reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not worthy 
to be compared with the glory which shall be revealed 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 is man ? What is man 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 
suppose 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 ask 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 future renown impossible.' 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, last of all, let us suppose that there enters the arena one with 
no form or comeliness that men should desire H i m ; 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 the animals cry: 'Here is the virtue 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 H i m 
into singing, and all the trees of the field clap their hands; and that even 
Lazarus himself may feel his sufferings atoned ? 

[The three Fables which 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 
sense as providing a full treatment of them.] 
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THE THREE SONS 
Michaelmas half, 1921. 

O N C E 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 H i m no longer, nor the idols which they worshipped. 

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 sicknesses that plague us, and whence come the evil 
thoughts and 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 sayest.' 

And the friar looked upon them and said, 'This is a hard thing that ye 
ask, and I know not if I can answer you aright; but some little portion of 
the truth I 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, 'I know right well that he 
loveth me. My father is the King's gardener, and I work every day by his 
side, and all that he doeth I see and share.' 

'And dost thou understand all that thou seest ?' 
'Nay, sir, I said not that, for oftentimes the things that he doeth seem 

hard to me: as when he cutteth and breaketh the tender shoots of the fruit-
trees; and I ask 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 I 
know not how that can be, but I trust him, for he is a wise gardener, and 
I believe that I shall see the reason in a later year.' 

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

And the boy smiled and said, 'Nay, sir, my father is a great merchant, 
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and he hath ventures in far countries whereof I have no knowledge. Yet 
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 tales of the wondrous things 
they do and see afar. Yet why they travel thus I cannot rightly tell; but 
when I am full grown they promise me that I shall journey with them and 
learn the things that I cannot know to-day.' 

And he called the third 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 
counsels of his heart?' 

And the boy laughed on him and said, 'Nay, sir, that might hardly be! 
for my father is the King's minister, and it is not right that he should speak 
lightly of his master's business. But such things as a father may speak 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, 'I wi l l now 
ask one thing of you: which of these three fathers loveth 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 I 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 seasons, filling our hearts with 
food and gladness." ' 

And the people cried, ' I t is well spoken!' 

THE T W O ISLANDS 
Michaelmas half, 1921. 

Now that same friar of whom I spoke to you abode for a long time in that 
city and made many disciples: and they came to him in the evening and 
questioned with him of all the things in their hearts. 

And there was one among them who was much cast down by reason 
of the many troubles and sorrows of his life, and he said, 'My father, I 
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fain would follow thy teaching, but life is too hard for me. For every day 
there come to me new difficulties and temptations, and though I fly from 
them as best I can, yet they ever come on me again and in new shapes, 
and I have no joy in my life. And yet thou sayest that life is a good thing, 
and that our Father would have us to be happy. Tell me, I pray thee, 
how this may be in so hard a world as this.' 

And the friar looked on him and said: 'My son, I will tell thee a tale 
which was told to me of old by one who was a mighty traveller and had 
seen many countries and cities of men. And whether all that he said be 
true I know not, but he told me that once he came in his voyaging to a 
certain island. And the island was fair to look upon, with good green 
plains and pleasant valleys, but he saw no sign of men thereon. And at 
first 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, speaking him fair, he bade him lead him to his house: and he 
took him straightway to a dark cave wherein he dwelt with his wife and 
children. And there was set 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, seeing that without are pleasant fields and the fresh air, yea, and good 
food to be had for the getting ?" 

'And the man answered him and said, "Ah, sir, ye little know the 
nature of this island! for herein dwell many ravenous beasts, 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 fast, and great 
cattle to gore us with their horns. And even in this cave, as thou seest, 
there be plagues of rats and mice that devour our small store of fruits and 
frighten our children." 

'And the traveller looked on them and said, "This is indeed a sad tale 
that ye tell: I will go forth and look on these wild beasts." And he went 
out with his crew, but of the island folk durst none go with him, but they 
abode within, quaking at heart. 

'And when he was come back again he said to that poor man, "I f thou 
wilt come in my ship to my home I will rid thee of thy fear, and that 
speedily, and thereafter thou canst come again hither in peace." And with 
many words he hardly persuaded him, but at the last he consented thereto. 
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'And when they were come to the land where the captain had his home, 
straightway at his landing there came bounding to meet him a great 
hound of his that loved him well, and for joy of his return he leapt about 
him with loud barking. And the islander drew back in terror, and he 
cried, "It is the wolf! the wolf!" 

'And the other said to him, "Nay, friend, this is one of my trusty 
comrades, who liveth at my side and goeth with me to the chase, 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 horses in the fields, and the cattle grazing, he asked 
him again with trembling whether these animals were not cruel enemies 
to mankind, and the other made him the same answer. 

'Now it fortuned that they passed by a flock of sheep that fed by the 
roadside, and the sailor asked him, "And what say est thou of these 
creatures ? For I think that it is not possible for any to fear them." 

'And the other answered, "Nay, chem we feared not, but they seemed 
to us feeble and useless creatures, and we chased them away." 

'And when they were come to the house, they saw a cat that sat by 
the fire, and the stranger was sore afraid yet again, and clutched his arm 
and said, "It is a little tiger!" And he made as though he would have fled 
once more, but the other laughed at his fear and said, "That he may once 
have been, but now he is a friend of the house, and riddeth us moreover 
of those mice and rats that plague thee in thy cave." 

'And the stranger looked on him with wonder and said, "Then are 
there no animals that are your enemies in truth and which ye needs must 
fear?" 

'And the other made answer, "Nay, I said not that; for indeed there are 
some whereof a man must beware, but against them too we make a bold 
face, and hunt them down and slay them if we may. But we should think 
shame to hide ourselves away in fear of them, for it is to man that the 
Lord God hath given to have dominion over the beasts of the field." ' 

And the friar turned to his disciple and said, 'Hast thou understood the 
tale, my son?' 

And he made answer, 'I know not, father, if I have understood it aright, 
but methinks thou wouldst teach me thereby that a man should meet the 
troubles of his life with courage, and not fear them overmuch.' 
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'Even so, my son,' said the friar; 'for some pains and dangers there be 
which, if a man looketh on them with courage, he will know for a blessing 
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 must needs fear in very truth, yet even then he may call to mind the 
brave words of St. 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. 

W H E N I was young I had a friend who was very learned in the ways of 
animals and birds: he could understand all their ways of speech, and had 
many strange stories to tell of their dealings with one another. The stories 
he told reached into the days of long ago, and I would listen by the hour 
while he told me the reason why the sea was made salt, to punish the fishes 
for their sin, and why the peacock's voice was made harsh, to cure him 
of his foolish pride. But once, I remember, he spoke of a different subject, 
and this was what he told me— 

'You know,' he said, 'that in the beginning the Lord God made a 
garden, and you must not think of it as being a wild place full of strange 
trees and plants: there were strange trees there, of course, and patches of 
wild ground, but much of the garden was as tidy and well ordered as the 
best garden that you know, and there grew the plants and trees much as 
we see them now. But there was one great difference. No doubt it has 
often struck you how quiet and peaceful a garden is, particularly in the 
evening, when the birds have gone to rest and the bees have finished their 
business. But in those days it was very different, for all the trees and plants 
could speak, and a rare lot of talking there was! The trees, that only 
whisper now, talked very big then, and it was quite hard, unless you knew 
their different voices, to be sure who was speaking, for there was chatter­
ing going on -the whole long day. Now I 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 is a story all by itself. 

'It so happened that the Lord God was walking in His fruit-garden in 
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the cool of the day, and He thought that He would listen to their talk. He 
had heard man speaking all day long, and perhaps He was a little weary, 
for we know that though He is righteous and strong and patient, yet He is 
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 pleased God the best, 
and the quarrel was very fierce and angry. And you must not blame them 
too much or be surprised, for you know that even Christ's own disciples 
often disputed which of them was the greatest. But, as I was saying, the 
fruit-trees were very angry, and the peach and the grape and the nectarine 
said, "How can you doubt that we are the best and find most favour in 
His sight ? Are we not more cared for than others, and is not our flavour 
far finer for His taste ?" But the apple and the plum and the pear mocked 
at them and said, "Is it not just for this reason that ye are so cared for, 
because ye are so niggardly and will not readily give your fruit ? Needs 
must He love us best because we give without stint and ask no special 
favour!" And then the little currant bushes, and the blackberries and the 
gooseberries began to speak, and the Lord God thought, "Surely these at 
least will be humble, and I shall get comfort from their speech." But their 
voices were as loud as the rest and more shrill, and they cried and said that 
because they were small, and not great trees like the rest, and because some 
of them had thorns and were not beautiful to behold, therefore they were 
despised by the others, but that they were as good as any and better than 
most, and that they too were very sure that God loved them the best. 

'And when the Lord God heard this He was very sorry, and He spoke 
among them all and said, "How is it that ye are not content each of you 
to do your part, without wrangling thus among yourselves ? Is it not 
honour enough for you all to serve My need ? It is your part to be the 
best ye may, to bring your own fruit to perfection, and to envy not the 
gifts of others. But, since ye use your speech to such ill purpose, ye shall 
be dumb henceforth and speak no more at all." And even as the Lord 
God said so was it done, and from that day the fruit-trees spoke no more, 
save that every morning very early, when the sun is hardly risen, and no 
man is there to hear, they sing all together a little song of penitence; for they 
said in their hearts, "Though we may not speak for our own honour, yet 
it cannot be amiss that we sing to His glory who made us and loves us and 
needs us all." 
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'And this is the song which they sing, and perhaps, now that I have told 
you, you will be able to hear it for yourself, for it is a very simple and 
humble little song— 

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 'tis to speak 
When reward is all ye seek; 
Little good your voice wi l l do 
When its talk is all of you; 
Now the garden every morning 
Listens to the fruit-trees' warning. 

Up and work, and envy not 
Each his neighbour's happier lot! 
Cheerfully your task fulfil, 
Each content to do His W i l l ; 
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: 
Praise Him all the days to come!' 

THE MOVING STAIRCASE 

MY uncle is a man who has the habit of finding moral lessons in un­
expected places, but I confess that I was rather surprised the other day, 
when, after we had just left the Tube station at Paddington, he clapped me 
violently on the shoulder and cried, 'There! that's what I call selfish 
religion!' 

As he is my godfather, I feel bound to treat his eccentricities with respect, 
so I looked in the direction in which he pointed. I saw before me only the 
two moving staircases revolving in their opposite directions with the other 
staircase in the middle. I turned again to my uncle for more information, 
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and saw that his gaze was firmly fixed on a lady—by this time about half­
way up—who had deposited a large bundle by her side, to the evident 
disgust of a boy who was trying to pass her. 

'What exactly do you mean, my dear uncle ?' I asked in a soothing tone. 
'Why, that old woman!' he snorted; 'she is exactly the type of person 

who makes her religion a nuisance to other people: she's not content with 
going to heaven herself, but must carry with her a mass of fads and 
ceremonies which are nothing but a stumbling-block to every one else. 
I've no patience with them!' 

I knew my uncle was a strong anti-ritualist, so that the latter part of 
his outburst did not surprise me, but I was still in the dark as to his general 
meaning. 

•'But why does the poor woman suggest religion at all?' I asked 
patiently, following her with my eyes as she disappeared triumphantly 
at the top. 

'I really believe you've no eye at all for a parable,' said my uncle. 
'Surely it's as plain as a pikestaff that a moving staircase represents just the 
help a true religion gives you: once lay hold on the truth and there you 
are! Of course you can go faster 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're bound to arrive in time. But she's breaking all the rules: 
it says clearly don't sit on the steps in case others want to pass, and don't 
put parcels on them either!' 

'But isn't it just a little mechanical ?' I suggested. 'I seem to remember 
having been told that you'd got to have Works as well as Faith: didn't 
St. James fall foul of St. 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 uncle doesn't like having his parables criticised. 'St. James 
wasn't half as big a man as St. Paul,' he said; 'Luther said his epistle was 
an epistle of straw, and Luther knew a lot more about it than you High 
Church parsons.' (It is always a favourite trick of my Uncle Richard to 
assume that his critics, and especially his nephews, are Jesuits in disguise.) 

But I wasn't prepared to surrender without a struggle. 'I don't sec why 
she mightn't be a sturdy Evangelical lady,' said I, 'the sort of old lady who 
prevents the parson from going as fast as he wants to go in the paths of 
Catholicism.' 
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'Oh, you Jesuits !' was all my uncle vouchsafed to reply, 'you can always 
twist things round! But as for giving up religion,' he went on, warming 
to his subject, 'why, I saw some young idiots the other day running down 
the rising staircase: running down true religion—just what the clever 
young fellow thinks it funny to do,' he ended, beaming with dehght at his 
unexpected pun. 

'And what about the other staircase ?' I asked, leaving the disputed point 
of mechanical salvation, though not with entire conviction. 'How does 
that come in!' 

'Why, that's simpler still,' answered Uncle Richard: 'the people on 
that are the poor brutes with a false religion—Mahommedans, infidels, 
heretics, and all that lot. Mind you, I don't say none of them are good 
men, but I do say it's in spite of their religion and not because of it.' 

'You might say it takes them all the running they can do to stay in 
the same place,' said I, anxious to propitiate him. 

'Quite so, quite so,' said he; 'it's precious hard work walking against a 
moving staircase—and look there!' 

He clutched my arm triumphantly, and pointed to a man with two big 
bundles laboriously climbing up the middle stationary staircase. 

'There's your free-thinker for you! No religion for him! He won't 
even try and see if there's anything in it. There he goes, too proud to ask 
for help, or even take it when it's offered! I don't deny he may get there 
in the end, but it's a slow business, and think of all the labour he'll 
waste! Why can't he take God at His word instead of insisting on going 
his own way ? Surely even you can see the point of that ?' 

'Oh well,' said I, anxious to make out a case for the poor fellow, 
'perhaps he's afraid of getting in the way of the other people with all his 
private belongings: you remember he mustn't block the steps.' 

'Nonsense,' said my uncle, 'it's all his silly pride. Half what calls itself 
conscientiousness is only self-consciousness. He ought to take what's 
given him and be thankful. Well, well, you think it over and you'll see 
there's a lot in it. But I must be off now. Good-bye.' 

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

'What about stepping off with the right foot first ?' I 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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A n d 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. 

O L D W I N E I N N E W BOTTLES 

MY Uncle Richard was staying w i t h 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 I 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 I tentatively; 
' o f course it's very clever, but ' 

' M y dear nephew,' said he, 'it's not the cleverness of the man I mind, 
it's his confounded Conservatism!' 

I 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?' I asked; 'surely his views about 
miracles are rather far from being Conservative? He's generally con­
sidered quite a dangerous Radical.' 

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

I confess that I 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, w i t h the doubtful exception of a few 
miracles of healing, were due to the misunderstanding of the chroniclers, 

'I don't quite see how you can call h im old-fashioned, Uncle Richard,' 
I said; 'most of the things he says are pretty new in this country. I ' m sure 
he wouldn' t like being called that!' 

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

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

' M y dear young nephew,' answered Uncle Richard, 'you young 
people always think you're very enlightened and very advanced because 
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you say a lot of things which you expect to shock your elders—and I 
don't say they aren't a bit shocking sometimes. But "shock tactics" in 
theology aren't any wiser than they are in war, and certainly they aren't 
any novelty in either case,' he added, chuckling at his little joke. "They're 
as old as Homer in one case and at least as old as Arius in the other.' 

'But I still don't see,' I said patiendtly, 'why you call this book old-
fashioned. I quite see that the style may be cheap and objectionable, but 
still the ideas in it may be new and valuable all the same.' 

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

'But surely,' I rejoined, 'we know so much more about the laws of 
nature nowadays that we can understand more; and we can say that some 
things couldn't possibly have happened.' 

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

Why grass is green and why the blood is red 
Are mysteries 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 nonsense 
about it, but how much do you really know ? And anyhow,' he added, 
'you'll hardly disagree with him when he says— 

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

There are a good lot of mysteries still remaining before you can say you 
understand the laws of nature!' 

'I quite agree we don't know everything,' said I, 'but surely it's right 
to use what knowledge we've got ?' 

'Of course it is,' answered Uncle Richard, 'but don't use it to bar out 
the possibility of more knowledge coming. I tell you the thing I'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 I shall say, "Oh, I didn't 
think it was possible." "And what do you know about possibilities ?" 
they'll say, and I 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.' 
I didn't feel quite equal to so large a topic, so with the view of bringing 

the conversation down to earth again I 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, 'I've lost a fortune and a mother by it, 
and I suppose you'll allow that amounts to something !' 

'Do explain what you mean, Uncle Richard,' said I. 
'I 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 were just 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 a little 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 
instead, and that's why all his property fetched so little when it had to 
be sold in the seventies, while the railways developed a thriving little town 
the other side of the hill. I 'm not sure that I approve of ground landlords, 
but I shouldn't have minded the money, I daresay! 

'However, that's a small thing, but the other loss I 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 see that might 
take a longish time. Very well, when I was born in the fifties, my mother 
was very ill and had to have an operation: there was this new invention 
of chloroform just coming in, 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 useless if it wasn't. And so, 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's that,' said my uncle, snorting angrily and blowing his nose; 
'and now perhaps you see why I don't believe in limiting possibilities too 
much in this world or in the next either! Your young friend may be right, 
and you may be right, but I'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 telephone absurd and wireless 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. I can't see why religion's got to be the 
only thing that isn't allowed to benefit by these new discoveries.' 

'I think I see,' said I: 'and so you mean that Our Lord's miracles will be 
easy to explain when we know a bit more ?' 

'My dear fellow,' he said very seriously, 'I don't say that, at any rate 
not about them all. I only say I don't know, and I'm not going to pretend 
I do. I only know that a lot of those miracles of healing, which your 
young friend is kind enough to allow, seemed just as incredible as the rest 
to the clever young fellows of my generation. And now I read the other 
day that a man in India—Hickson, wasn't it ?—had been healing crowds 
of people there, and casting out evil spirits by the hundred. All I say is, 
don't slam the door!' 

'Then you'd agree with Walt Whitman's poem on Miracles,' I said; 
'I remember he begins by saying-

Why, who makes much of a miracle? 
As to me I know of nothing else but miracle—' 

'Well, I don't know that I call it poetry,' said Uncle Richard, rising 
and going over to the bookshelves, 'I'm too old-fashioned myself for that, 
but it seems to me uncommon like good prose sense. If you want it in 
poetry, I can give it you from a better man that Walt Whitman, that is if 
you've got a Spenser among all these fine young poets of yours. Yes, here 
it is! He's defending himself to Queen Elizabeth against the people who 
said all his stories were absurd because there was no such place as 
Fairyland— 

Right well I wote, most mighty Soveraine, 
That all this famous antique history 
Of some th' abundance of an idle brain 
W i l l judged be, and painted forgery, 
Rather than matter of just memory; 
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Sith none that breatheth living air doth know 
Where is that happy land of Faery, 
Which I $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 us is red; 
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 vessel measured 
The Amazon huge river, now found true? 
Or fruitfullest Virginia who did ever view ? 

Yet all these were, when no man did them know, 
Yet have from wisest ages hidden been; 
And later times things more unknown shall show. 
W h y then should witless man so much misween, 
That nothing is, but that which he hath seen ? 

'There, you can read the rest for yourself. I 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 a little sleep, and I hope I shall dream of 
fairies of the good old kind, and not of German theologians dressed up as 
angels of light. You'd better read the poets a little more, young man, and 
don't try and keep your religion in a watertight compartment!' 

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

The angels keep their ancient places, 
Turn but a stone, and start a w ing! 

'Tis ye, 'tis your estranged faces, 
That miss the many-splendoured thing. 

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

AT this time of the Half I spend a good deal of time in Chambers, and 
when I am there I am mostly occupied with Leaving Books, so perhaps 
it wasn't very surprising that I 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 Icame in. 'Goodmorning,' he said. -'Ithought weshould 
probably meet some time or other, but you generally get your work done 
in the day-time, and I keep pretty late hours. At this time of the Half one's 
kept pretty busy, especially with so many people leaving.' 

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

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

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

'May I see what you're doing ?' I asked. 
'Oh, I 'm just getting ready the things I 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 a little more definite. So I've had 
these little sets of pictures made up, and they each get one of them: 
perhaps you'd like to look at one ?' 

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

84 
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That's just the general set,' he went on: ' o f 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 
some interiors, too: they mostly like to have a picture of their own rooms 
and that sort of thing.' 

He showed me some more samples as he spoke, and I was struck by the 
clearness of most of them. There were pictures of house matches and 
races, and one or two interiors of Chapel, and some schoolrooms, and I 
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 called "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.' 

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

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

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

'Of course I do,' he answered, 'but they're rather harder to show you. 
That's done just 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 the river, or the tune with which the Corps plays itself home after a 
field day, and then they have their own particular set as well. Here's the 
record of the clapping when a fellow gets his colours, or makes a century 
or whatever it is—and a few hymn tunes and an occasional anthem, and 
the cooing of the pigeons in School Yard, 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 lot of different records, besides the 
more individual ones. 

'But I've had another idea lately,' he went on. 'I thought it mightn't be 
a bad plan to give them a bit of poetry of their own to remember, though 
of course it's very hard to get anything that would fit them all. I did 
think one might find something in the Psalms, but they none of them 
quite do.' 

'Oh, I don't know,' said I, 'there's that one that ends, "The Lord 
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preserve your going out and your coming in": that fits in fairly 
well.' 

'Yes,' he answered, 'but it begins, "I will lift up my eyes unto the hills" 
—and that's hardly the thing for the Thames Valley, is it ? I like it better 
in the Scotch version,' he went on—'the one poor Mrs. Weir used to sing 
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. 

I like that, especially of course because it was written by a Provost of 
Eton. But it doesn't quite do. No, I shall have to try and write another.' 

'You'd want to be a genius for that,' said I. 
'Well, that's just what I am,' he answered, with a smile. 'I'm what they 

call the genius loci. I've got a good metre, but it's very difficult, with a lot 
of double rhymes.' 

' "Old Eton places, old Eton faces" ?' I suggested. 
'No, not quite,' said he, 'though that might come in. I'll show you 

what I've got so far, and you can see if it'll do. The first verse is just a 
general one for everybody, about the jolly things they all want to 
remember. 

Take this in token that thoughts unspoken 
W i t h chains unbroken wi l l bind you still, 
You ' l l first discover how much you love her 
When your time's over for good or i l l . 
As miners measure their heaps of treasure, 
And count it pleasure to watch them grow, 
The games you've played here, the friends you've made here, 
You must remember before you go.' 

'That's pretty good,' said I; 'but what about the people whose memories 
aren't all so 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, 
You yet may borrow a hope from sorrow, 
And face to-morrow wi th braver cheer. 
What Eton brought you, what truth she taught you, 
What good she wrought you, the years w i l l show, 
But vows you've made here and prayers you've prayed here 
You must remember before you go.' 
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He didn't wait for my criticism, but went on: 'But the third verse is 

the most important of all and the hardest to write. The idea is that— 
oh, well, you shall see for yourself: 

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's time for showing the crop we sow; 
The God who chose us and loves and knows us 
W i l l not forget us where'er we go." ' 

I listened carefully. 'Thank you very much,' I said, 'but I'm not sure 
the Psalm isn't best after all. And to see if you agree with me, I think 
we will sing it now: it is Psalm 121, "I will lift up mine eyes unto the 
hills."' 

ST. GEORGE A N D THE D R A G O N 

No doubt most of you have seen the second tapestry in Lower Chapel, 
which represents St. George killing the dragon. It so happens that I have 
in my dressing-room a copy of the famous picture by Carpaccio of the 
same event, and the two of them resulted in a curious dream. I want to 
tell you first the dream and then the comments on it made by one of 
my critical friends. 

I dreamt I was in a large room in which there were three tables, far 
apart from one another, and round each table a group of people busily 
employed. I asked my guide—for one often has a guide in dreams— 
what they were doing, and he answered, 'Jig-saw puzzles, of course: 
come and look. They won't see you, but you mustn't interrupt them.' 

He took me over to the first 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 others were putting together dark bits of wood, which 
seemed to be just background. 

'I know what it is,' I whispered to my guide, excitedly; 'it's the bottom 
of that picture of St. 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 the joke is that they think it's the 
whole. Just 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 fists at the people 
at the other tables: but they were much too busy to pay any attention. 

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

'Nonsense!' said a little man angrily. 'I've just found a toad.' 
'And I've found a snake,' said another. 
'I don't see why you call flowers and grass still life,' said a third. 
But the majority were against them. 
'What he means,' said an old gentleman in spectacles, 'is, that the picture 

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 
the world as it is to-day, and we see that in it there is no trace of Goodness 
or Purpose: it is a mere mass of detail.' 

'I quite agree about there being no sign of Goodness,' said another. 'I 
always said that was a silly idea, and a waste of time to look. But about 
Beauty, I '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 a long time now: let's try the next table.' 

At the next table was quite a different set of people: they looked more 
like poets or artists, and they seemed rather more peaceful than those we 
had left. As I looked at the table I 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 I 
recognized as the princess whom St. George was saving from the dragon. 
They were all full of delight in what they had done, but some of them 
were very critical of the work of the rest, 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 ?' I asked my 
guide. 

' N o , ' he said: 'they think they've got it a l l : of course they know the 
other tables are hard at work , but they don't think much of them. Listen 
and you ' l l 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 Tru th and the only real Goodness. We ought really 
to go and kick their tables over, but it's not wor th while. They' l l never 
find anything wor th 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. N o w I 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 was just 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 a third 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 a bit he slunk off to the third table, followed by the laughter of those 
whom he had left. 

'That comes of mixing things up,' said the young man; 'I knew he 
wasn't really an artist: he'll come back w i t h some silly ideas that a man 
can't be an artist unless he's moral, as if every one didn't know that A r t is 
enough in itself.' 

'I suggest, sir,' said a little man, who looked like a poet, 'that we calm 
our minds by singing our usual hymn. ' A n d they all stood up and very 
solemnly sang, to a tune I didn't recognize: 

Beauty is Truth: Truth Beauty: that is all 
We know on earth and all we need to know. 

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

I daresay you have noticed that it takes a great deal longer to describe a 
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dream than to dream it, so I must keep t i l l next Sunday what I saw and 
heard at the last table. 

I I 

'I wonder what we shall find at the third table,' I said to my guide as 
we crossed the room. 

'Oh, they're the people who think Art is all a waste of time,' said he, 
'and as for Truth—well, they think they've got hold of all the truth that 
really matters.' 

'I suppose they have, haven't they?' I 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. 
'I think they've got the most important part,' he said at last, 'but you'll 

see 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 a great piece of the Dragon, and he was holding forth 
about his discovery. 

'Now you see,' he said triumphantly, 'the picture is a picture of a 
Dragon, or of the evil in the world: we know that the important thing is 
not what artists call Beauty or what scientific people call Truth: what 
matters is the Moral nature of the world. And here we see 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 said it was silly to say that a hone was evil or a kind of 
dragon, and when the first man said it was only there to be eaten by the 
dragon, he said it seemed a very powerful horse, and he couldn't see any 
signs 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 
Dragon like his. 

'I've found a bit of a spear,' said one of the party. 
'Ah, ' said another, 'but I've found another bit and it's broken! 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 as if the dragon would be bound to win, and the Dragon party 
were correspondingly elated. 

But there was a little clergyman in spectacles (rather like Father Brown 
in Chesterton's detective stories) whom I noticed chuckling to himself, 
so I kept my eye on him, and after a bit, when the rest had stopped talking, 
he said 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 wi l l show you,' said the little 

clergyman; 'of course it'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. 
'It looks rather like a fatal wound, doesn't it ?' he said, rubbing his hands 

together. 'I never really thought the Dragon would have it all his own 
way.' 

'I 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's right with the world.' 

And some said, 'Three cheers 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 cast 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 I to my critical friend. 
'And what do you make of it?' said he. 
'Surely it's pretty simple,' I 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 is right ?' he asked. 
'Oh, the last, of course,' I said. 'I do think it's a very good picture of the 

things that matter most to have St. George killing the old Dragon, and 
the rest just comes in as a background. Don't you agree? 
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He hesitated for a moment. 
'What was St. George like ?' he asked at last. 
'Oh, the bits of him I saw were just the usual thing: a red cross on his 

armour, and a helmet on his head—no, I rather think the helmet had 
fallen off.' 

'No wounds ?' he asked. 
'Not a scratch,' I said; 'he was simply driving his spear home for all he 

was worth—rather a fine sight.' 
'That's just the bit I don't like,' he said slowly. 'I wish he'd had some 

wounds.' 
'Why on earth ' I began. 
'It looks just a bit too easy,' he said. 'My idea of St. George isn't quite 

so spick and span. Oh yes, he ought to have some wounds, I'm sure.' 
'What sort of wounds ?' I asked. 
'Oh, any sort would do,' he said, 'but if you ask me, I should have 

thought he might have them in hands, and feet, and side—and some marks 
on his forehead where the thorns had pierced. After all, those are the 
marks of the greatest Conqueror we know.' 

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

CANDLES 

No doubt there is a great deal to be said for electric light as opposed to 
candles, but there are some losses to be set on the other side. Electric light 
is a very impersonal thing, and even when it goes off unexpectedly you 
never feel that it's doing it of its own accord. That's the worst of living 
in a scientific age. You can't take the same sort of personal interest in a 
heating apparatus that you can in a fire—especially in a wood fire—and 
I think I'd rather take the risk of being sometimes cold in a house with fires 
than of being scientifically overheated in a house with the best modern 
apparatus. 

But, all the same, it was rather a surprise to me the other day, when I 
had put out my candles in an old-fashioned house and was just dropping 
off to sleep, to hear a discussion going on between the candles by the side 
of my bed. I must have missed the first part of the conversation, and it 
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was a little time before I could make out who were taking part in it, but 
as it went on I discovered that they were a bedroom candle, another in a 
tall candlestick and a third which hadn't been lighted at all but was 
standing by their side in reserve. Evidently the last (whom we will call 
the Young Candle) had been making enquiries of the others what it felt 
like to be lighted, for the first thing I heard distinctly was the Bedroom 
Candle saying, in a very superior tone, 'Oh, it's no good trying to explain 
if you haven't tried it. I wish you wouldn't ask such silly questions. Do 
tell him to stop talking ! I want to go to sleep!' 

The Tall Candle was more considerate: 'I think you're quite right to 
try and understand,' it said, 'but of course it's difficult. The point is that 
you feel you're doing something, and that's a pleasant feeling.' 

'But what exactly are you doing?' asked the Young Candle. 'I see 
you're both getting smaller and smaller, and that doesn't look very 
attractive. I think I'd rather stay as I am and be left alone.' 

'I 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.' 
'I don't want to do anything particular,' said the Young Candle; 'I 

want to stay just as I am. I don't see the point of doing anything at one's 
own expense, and all your idea of doing something seems to involve 
using yourself up. What do you get out of it, when all's said and done ?' 

'It's rather fun making places light,' said the Tall Candle rather apolo­
getically. 'I remember once ' 

The Young Candle interrupted him rudely: 'But they are light about 
half the time as it is: I can't see why you want any more light than there 
is already.' 

'Oh, hang it all,' slid the Bedroom Candle sleepily, 'you aren't going to 
pretend that daylight is as good as candlelight, are you ? I call it down­
right disloyal nonsense.' 

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

The Bedroom Candle grunted, 'Well, I hope you'll put some sense into 
his head,' and then it dropped off to sleep, murmuring drowsily, 'Daylight 
as good as candlelight, indeed! Stuff and nonsense!' 

The Tall Candle waited till the murmurs had died away: then he went 
on, turning to his young neighbour, 'Of course, you're quite right: 
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daylight is much better than candlelight. It's the finest thing in the world 
—and that's just why I think it's a fine job to be allowed to carry on the 
Sun's work when he's had to go away. I shall never forget the first time 
I was lit, and how proud I was to see the darkness running away as if it 
was afraid—just as it does every morning when the sun gets up.' 

The Young Candle was a little bit impressed. 'But it does mean wasting 
away oneself, doesn't it?' he asked; 'and are you sure 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, 
if it comes to that ? Nothing but a lot of wax and a bit of cotton! There's 
nothing much to be proud of in that. But when you're once alight and 
burning—why then there is something to be proud of. Of course it's a bit 
of a shock at first, and I won't say it's pleasant to feel oneself burning out, 
but I'm quite sure it's worth it.' 

'It does sound rather jolly,' said 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 be rather fun for you,' said the Tall Candle, 'but it wouldn't 
be much use to any one else, and what you've got to remember is that 
you were made to be of use, and not to look pretty and enjoy yourself. 
We're just like every one else: I remember a cousin of mine who was an 
Altar Candlestick, and he told 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 was just to keep it shining. 
So we're in good company. After all, the sun's only a candle like us, 
though he's so much bigger.' 

'But he lights himself,' objected the Young Candle, 'and we have to 
get lit by some one else.' 

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

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

so perhaps ' 
'Aren't you two ever going to stop talking ?' growled the Bedroom 

Candle. 'It's getting awfully late.' 
'I'm so sorry,' said the Tail Candle apologetically, 'I was just going to 
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sing him a little song I've made up about it. I'll stop as soon as I've 
repeated that.' 

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

So the Tall Candle began: 
'The Sun that giveth light by day 
Is God Almighty's candle; 
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 I may not stay, 
I leave the law you must obey, 

Burn up, each little candle !' 

'I can't say I care much about that,' said the Bedroom Candle: 'I don't 
see what you want to bring in the sun for.' 

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

'The world was in a sorry plight 
T i l l Romans thought of candles, 
They could not keep their lamps alight, 
They groped in darkness every night 
For slippers, 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 more vicious Vandals ? 
And one more victory was won 
When Alfred taught that every one 
Can count the hours without the sun, 

By making use of candles!' 

'I 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 sleep!' 

'I'm awfully sorry,' said the Tall Candle, 'but there is just one verse 
more. It's got the moral in it, so I 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 see 
For ever thus encumbered be 
W i t h stumbling-blocks and scandals ? 
'Tis light alone that makes men free, 
And Light has shone from Galilee; 
Shine then, and bid the shadows flee, 

Burn up, ye little candles !' 

There was silence when he finished. I rather fancy one of his audience 
had gone to sleep already—but I lay awake thinking over what I had 
heard. Of course I knew that in the Bible it said that God was Light, and 
that Christ was called Lux Mundi, the Light of the World. But I don't 
think it had struck me that I was supposed to be a light of the world my­
self: it seemed rather an impudent idea. But I remembered vaguely there 
was something about it in the Sermon on the Mount, so I got out of bed, 
lit the Young Candle (I thought he seemed rather pleased to be lit) and 
found the passage—and this is what I read: 'Ye are the light of the world. 
A city that is set 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 are in the house. Let your light so shine before men that they may 
see your good works and glorify your Father which is in Heaven.' 

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

TIME'S OFFICE 
July 25, 1926. 

I 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 I heard myself saying, 'I really must have longer! You 
must give me more time !' And then, again as happens when one tries to 
remember dreams, the scene became quite distinct and I found myself 
sitting in an office opposite a fresh-looking young man on the other side 
of the table. 

He smiled at me and said, 'No use, I 'm afraid! It simply can't be done.' 
'What can't be done ?' I asked. 
'I can't give you more time,' he answered; 'I can lend you some of 

course, but that's not what you want.' 
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I looked at h i m and began a question. 'But surely . . . 
He laughed at me. 
'Oh , I see, you're looking for the scythe and hour glass: I 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 o ld : w h y should I i A man who 
lends money doesn't have to spend i t , and as I said just now, mine is only 
a lending business.' 

I didn't feel equal to an argument, so I went back to his first remark. 
'But w h y can't you give any away? Surely a few minutes couldn't 

matter much ?' 
'That all depends what you do w i t h them,' he said, 'and how can I tell 

what that would be ? W h y , a man 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, or just 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 i t . ' 

'I suppose,' I 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, ' o f course there are plenty of them. If you knew what 

I've been offered by great men, Emperors and politicians and generals in 
the last few years . . .' He chuckled and went on, 'And it isn't only public 
men. I've had boys in here, sometimes they're the saddest cases of all, 
who 'd give anything for even a couple of minutes over again. It's rather 
heart-breaking, I can tell you, dealing w i t h people who are really 
unhappy.' 

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

'We l l , really, you know, it's not my business,' he answered. 'I just 
have to hand them over to my partner. He's only a sleeping partner, 
really, but I turn all that part of the j o b over to h im. It's not in my line 
at all. That's what he's there for.' 

I was just going to ask the obvious question when I 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 I was silent. 

'You come from Eton, don't you?' he went on. 'I thought so; well, 
perhaps you're a wetbob.' 

I disclaimed the suggestion, but he continued, 'Anyhow, you'll under­
stand what I 'm going to say. From my point of view a boy's life at Eton 
is just like a bit of the river. He starts well up above Athens, where there'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 less into the 
public eye, and there are people on the bank to see 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 general public 
as well, and then there's the weir, and then it's all over—all over, I mean, 
as far as Eton is concerned. That's the way I look at it, and you may take 
it from me that's all there is to i t . ' 

'Aren't you leaving out a good lot?' I 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 concealed a yawn. 
'Oh, I didn't say it was the whole truth. I only said it wasn't a bad 

picture from my point of view. And after all, it's not unlike one of your 
own hymns. 

The busy tribes of flesh and blood, 
With all their cares and fears, 
Are hurried onward by the flood, 
And lost in following yean. 

I always think that's awfully true. Which Psalm is it? the ninetieth, I 
think.' 

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

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, 
Old Time is still a-flying. 

'It ought to be "young Time," of course,' he interrupted himself to 
say, 'but the poets and artists have never been fair to me.' 
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And suddenly I knew him for the fraud he was, I got up angrily and 
said: 

'I don't believe you're a partner at all! I believe you're only the office 
boy sitting in his master'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 business is run. Why, I'm not at all sure you'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 intellect, and as for your 
precious hymn, you've left out the beginning and the end.' 

And as I quoted them to him I saw him collapse in his chair. 
Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place in all generations. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever thou hadst formed the earth and the world, 

even from everlasting 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 establish thou the work of our hands 

upon us: yea, the work of our hands, establish thou it. 

THE OAK TREE 
End of Summer Half, I925 

ON the Sunday after Lord's, which, as you will remember, was a hot thy, 
I was sitting 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—almost an Eton blue, in fact. That may have been the reason why 
oak trees and Eton were vaguely confused in my mind as I dropped off 
into a doze: if you want to be polite you can call it Association of Ideas, 
but I shouldn't call it by so fine a name as that. 

Anyhow, it wasn't a great surprise to hear a voice saying, as if the 
speaker was going on with a conversation: 

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

'I beg your pardon,' said I, 'what was that you said ?' 
'I said the general idea was sound,' the voice replied. "They are rather 

alike when you come to think of it.' 
I turned round to see the speaker: he was a little 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 I know a lot about Enghsh trees, and 
it's the best idea you've had this afternoon.' 

As a matter of fact I hadn't had many ideas that afternoon, so I wasn't at 
all insulted, and I answered him kindly. 

'I suppose you mean that generations of boys pass away like the leaves 
of a tree. It's not a bad idea, and I 'm glad you approve,' I said, 'but I 
don't see quite how it works out. Do you mean generations of boys are 
like generations of leaves ? Because if that's it, the idea isn't very new, is 
it i Homer thought of it first, I mean, and it's in the Bible, too.' 

'I never said it was new,' he answered, 'and I 'm too old to think all 
the best ideas have got to be new ones; but as a matter of fact, I didn't 
mean that exactly. Take it this way: here's 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 lot of them,' I said 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 a whole. 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 I 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: I think it's starting now.' 

And, sure enough, a little stir was just beginning among the leaves, and 
as my little friend beat time I thought I could make out the words: 

Night by night, as the sun is setting, 
We, Thy children, give praise to Thee, 
Our small selves for a while forgetting, 
Little leaves of a mighty tree. 

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

The rustling sound died away, and all was quiet again. 
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'Does the tree ever Inswer them ?' I asked. 
'Oh yes,' he said, 'but the answer goes inside.' 
'Inside what ?' I asked. 
'Why, inside the tree, of course,' he answered. 'I 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 speaks to 
them.' 

'And when does it speak ?' I asked. 'I don't hear any answer now.' 
'It's speaking all the time,' he said; 'put your ear to the trunk and 

listen.' 
I did as he told me, and at first I could make out nothing; then I thought 

I could catch a word or two. 
'Why it's Latin!' I 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!' I said. 'I'm sure I've got it now. Why, it's King Henry's words: 

Sitis boni pueri, mites docile sque .' 
'I knew what would happen,' he said, with an air of disgust; 'you've 

got the two ideas mixed up; that always happens when one tries to explain 
things. And now it's no good telling you about the root.' 

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

' O f 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 ?' I asked. 
' O f 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.' 

I lay down and listened, and I suppose he was right, for what I heard 
had more to do with men than trees: 

Heaven is high and heaven is far 
(Ask of the moth that sought the star), 
Earth is heavy and dull and low, 
Yet to heaven the way I know. 
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Heaven is fat and heaven is high, 
Yet my leaves shall dance in the sky. 
Love from heaven to earth may come, 
Love on the earth can make its home. 

Trees to heaven may never grow, 
Yet to heaven the way they show, 
Rooted, grounded, on earth in love, 
Man may reach to the heaven above. 

They don't sound very striking, I'm afraid, when they're written down. 
The little man was obviously not at all impressed. 'That sort of thing 

may do very well for your elms at Eton,' he said: 'I have always under­
stood they were rather a soft-hearted lot, but it's much too sentimental 
for me. I don't care for all this talk about love: "hearts of oak" are what 
we want. Just look at the British Navy!' 

'I don't know about sentimentality,' I said. 'I can't see that there's 
anything very wrong in a boy loving his school and loving his friends 
and wanting to do the best for both of them, and any one who does that 
seems to me to have the root of the matter in him; and as for the British 
Navy,' I went on, 'I never heard such nonsense in my life! Every one 
knows that the British sailor is the most sentimental man alive. That's 
why we are all so fond of him. Look at Nelson!' 

And as I began thinking of Nelson being quoted against sentimentality 
I got so excited that I began to laugh, and as usually happens in dreams 
when one laughs, I woke myself up. The little man had disappeared, but 
I got up and walked over to the tree; there were the roots, or at any rate 
the signs of them, going down for centuries into the earth; there was the 
tree securely based on it, and, as I looked up, there were the branches, 
seeming so different and yet all alike, and there were the leaves—seeming 
so alike and yet all so different. And there, at any rate, is my dream, for 
you to make of it what you please. 

ALL SAINTS' DAY 

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

'All words are misleading,' said the Parson; 'at least they can be: you 



MORE ETON FABLES IO3 

might just as well say that you dislike calling people poets because it makes 
you think of men with cloaks and long hair.' 

'Thank you,' said the Poet, 'but I rather agree with you. But why does 
the Plain Man object to the word "saint" ?' 

'It sounds so smug,' said the Plain Man, 'and makes them so conspicu­
ous. I like Lowell's idea: 

The bravely dumb who did their deed, 
And scorned to blot it with a name; 
Men of the old heroic breed, 
Who loved heaven's silence more than fame.' 

'I like those lines of Lowell,' said the Poet, 'but I still don't see why they 
shouldn't be called Saints. It's a good old word anyhow.' 

'It means,' explained the Parson, 'a man dedicated or set apart ' 
'There you are,' interrupted the Plain Man;' "dedicated and set apart" ! 

That's just the sort of language any decent person hates! Why can't you 
let them be natural—just human beings like any one else ?' 

'I never said they weren't natural,' protested the Parson. 'I only meant 
they had something about them that marked 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 Chapel ' began the Poet. 
'Yes, I know,' interrupted the Plain Man again: 'if I go into Chapel I 

shall see a lot of men in stained glass looking like nothing on 
earth!' 

'I do wish you'd let me finish,' said the Poet. 'I was going to say that 
if you go into Chapel you'd see the light shining through all sorts of 
different coloured glass; that's my idea of what a Saint is.' 

'But their faces, my dear man!' said his friend. 'Think of their faces 
and their clothes!' 

'I don't want to think of their faces and their clothes,' said the Poet 
patiendy. 'What I mean is that every bit of glass takes its own bitof colour 
and shows it to any one who's got eyes to see.' 

'But what's all this got to do with Saints?' asked the Plain Man 
impatiendy. 

'Do let me finish what I was saying,' said the Poet. 'I mean that a Saint 
is like a bit of coloured glass through which the light shines; the colours 
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arc different and they may sometimes swear with one another, but 
individually they're very beautiful, and if they harmonize, as they 
generally do, the effect is glorious.' 

'I see the idea, more or less,' said the Plain Man, 'but it seems to me 
rather fanciful. And what about plain glass ? I 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 glass; you can allot the colours as you like. 
I should say Paul, for instance, was bright scarlet, and St. Francis was 
brown, and the Virgin Mary's colour a pale blue—but of course you can 
vary that according to taste. The bits of plain glass are your friends, 

Who scorned to blot it with a name, 

the saints who just do their job and never get put in the Calendar.' 
'There, I told you so,' said the Plain Man triumphantly, turning to the 

Parson. 'I told you they were the best of the lot, and now the Poet says 
so too.' 

'I didn't quite say that,' said the Poet. 'I don't think it's necessarily 
better not to have a colour; in fact light exists to show colour, and if a man 
has got a fine character of his own the light shows it and it shines glori­
ously. I don't want to do away with stained glass.' 

'Anyhow, the Parson's wrong,' said the Plain Man. 'He talks as if 
Saints were something absolutely unique, and is always fussing about 
them.' 

'I never said anything of the kind,' said the Parson. 'As a matter of fact, 
I agree with the Poet; of course we make a fuss about Saints, as you call 
it, and quite right too, but we never forget "the great multitude whom no 
man could number." I don't want ' 

'I know what you're going to say,' broke in the Plain Man, 'you're 
going to say you "don't want to preach a sermon." Parsons always say 
that, but they do want to, and what's more they're always doing it.' 

'As a matter of fact, I wasn't going to say that, for once,' answered the 
Parson. 'I was going to say, I don't want to be critical, but it seems to me 
the Poet's left out the most important thing—in fact two important 
things.' 

'What's that ?' asked the Plain Man. 
'He hasn't told us where the light comes from,' said the Parson; 'glass, 

coloured or plain, isn't much use without light.' 
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'Ah, that's your job- said the Poet laughing. 
'Perhaps it is- said the Parson. 'Well, I don't think it's hard: anyhow, 

I don't have to be original. We're always saying that God is Light, that 
Christ is the Light of the World, Lumen de lumint—you've heard it often 
enough in the Creed- he went on, turning to the Plain Man. 'I know 
you don't like creeds, still I think the Poet would tell you that if you 
believe in Beauty or Truth or Goodness, you've got to believe in God at 
the back of it all, and that's where all the colour really comes from.' 

'I knew we were in for a sermon- growled the Plain 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 their glass with 
all sorts of opaque substances, so that they can't look out and other people 
can't look in. Now you yourself, for example ' 

'Oh, don't get personal- said the Poet. 'It's quite true it takes a lot of 
light to get through the density of the Plain Man, but I've known Poets 
and Parsons who were certainly opaque too. The truth is we all need to 
clean our windows, and All Saints' Day is a good day for window 
cleaning. Let me read you a little poem I wrote about it; it's quite short-
he went on, hurriedly, as the Plain Man gave a little shudder, 'only two 
or three verses.' 

'Only two- said the Plain Man, firmly. 
'All right- said the Poet with a sigh; 'I call it a prayer for All Saints' 

Day': 
Saints remembered, saints victorious, 
Saints forgotten, shamed, inglorious, 
All through whom the light divine 
Shone of old and still doth shine, 
All unworthy though I be, 
Seal me of your company ! 

Light that flashed through Paul to splendour, 
Light through Francis glowing tender, 
Light that never beats in vain. 
Save on stubborn heart and brain. 
Clouded though the window be, 
Shine on other men through me! 
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CHANGES IN CHAPEL 

I WAS in Chapel a few evenings ago to watch the effect of the new electric 
lighting; the experiment was over, and the Chapel was dark again when, 
as I was turning to go, I heard a voice which seemed to come from close 
beside me. 

'Rather a lot of changes going on just now!' it said. 'There's that 
memorial chapel for one thing, and then the stall canopies going, and 
now this electric light. I don't think I ever remember a year like i t . ' 

'I hope you don't think it's a mistake- I said, for I knew how conserva­
tive some people are. 'After all, nobody could care much for the gas 
standards.' 

'Oh, don't think I 'm objecting- he answered; 'I'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 said 
it was wrong to touch the Chapel, but I always said it was all right, and 
you don't hear people criticize it now. But you see I 'm used to that sort 
of criticism.' 

'You've seen a lot of changes, I expect?' I said tentatively, for I wasn't 
quite sure who my friend was. 

'A rare lot- he said emphatically; 'the Ante-Chapel was the first, but I 
was never against that. It just had to be, you see.' 

I was a little perplexed. 'I don't think I quite understand- I said, 'has 
the Ante-Chapel been much altered lately ?' 

'Oh, not lately- he said. ' I 'm talking of Bishop Waynflete; he said it 
had to be built and he built it, and I said it was right. There wasn't really 
much argument about that. But when Provost Lupton built his Chapel— 
ah, then there was trouble! I shall never forget the things some of them 
said- he ended with a chuckle. 

I was getting more and more confused. 'But you can't remember that, 
of course- I said. 'You mean you've read about it, I suppose?' 

'Why shouldn't I remember it ?' he asked; 'that's just what I 'm here for 
—to remember things myself, and to see that other people don't forget.' 

'But who are you then ?' I asked in bewilderment. 'Would you mind 
if I turned up the light again?' 

He chuckled more than ever. 'Oh, you wouldn't see me, if that's what 
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you mean,' he answered, 'You can feel I 'm here, as you do now, but I 
expect you can do that just as well in the dark, I'm always here if any one 
wants to find me.' And then I realized that he must be the Genius of the 
place, and I asked him in so many words if I was right. 

'Oh, I shouldn't call myself a genius,' he answered, 'but I do know a 
good deal about Eton and about the Chapel in particular. One can't help 
it, you know, after nearly five hundred years.' 

'And you aren't afraid of all these changes?' I enquired, 
'My dear sir- he said, 'what have I to be afraid of? It's the changes that 

have to be afraid of me. I always get my way in the end. Why, look at 
those tombs in chapel; I confess I made a fuss when Provost Murray 
wanted to be buried in the sanctuary, but I was young then, and didn't 
see that I should have the last word about it. Provost Murray and I arc 
great friends now. So I didn't bother when Dr. Hawtrey and Dr, 
Balston came in too: I think I can make something of them in time.' 

'But I suppose sometimes there arc things you simply can't stand ?' I 
asked. 

'I only remember one- he answered, 'and that was the shawm in 
Edward VI's time, instead of the organ; I couldn't bear that shawm. But 
it's gone, you see ! They all go in time if I mean them to.' 

I thought I should like to hear his opinion about some of our modern 
controversies, so I risked another question. 

'What about the Wall-Paintings?' I 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, I mean.' 
'No, of course not,' I said, 'but what about the stalls?' 
He laughed a little. 'There's no denying it's been very amusing for the 

last few months,' he said; 'you see, the stalls have all lost their heads about 
it and arc quite furious, and the way they and the pictures carry on is 
quite beyond belief. I sometimes think the pictures are not quite all there 
either, and to hear them and the stalls abusing one another—why, I could 
listen to them by the hour! And when I think I shall have to settle it all 
for them in the end! But I never argue—that's one of my principles.' 

'But couldn't you make them see ' I began. 
'My dear sir,' he said very seriously, 'you very seldom make anybody 

see anything by argument.' 
'Anyhow, you don't think all change is bad ?' I asked. 
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'Isn't that rather a silly question ?' he replied. 'I don't like change for its 
own sake any more than you do, but I don't think the world is coming 
to an end when things alter, any more than you think the world is coming 
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, I see,' I said; 'and you think the thing to do is just to keep hoping 
we're changing in the right way ?' 

'That's it,' he answered; 'if each generation does the best it can, things 
do move—they move slowly but they do move. I said I never argued, 
and I don't, but I do try to keep that idea in every one's mind. There's a 
little song I sing them now and then—they don't all like it, but I think it 
teaches them something. I ' l l sing it to you if you like. It's a little heraldic 
perhaps, but my Master liked heraldry and I love it for his sake.' 

So he sang me his song, to a tune which he told me was his own inven­
tion. And if you like it much less than I did, you must remember that I 
can only give you the words as I remember them and can't give you the 
tune at all. 

Now the house that King Henry set in hand 
(The lion, the lily and flour de lys) 
Was the bravest church in all the land; 
Yet 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 
(The lion brave and the lily pure) 
That has grown in glory beyond his ken, 
Not of brick nor stone, but in hearts of men. 
Esto pcrpetua! May it endure! 
For this foundation standeth sure! 

'Twas a royal house that our King designed 
(When he gave us the lion and fleur de lys), 
And a royal garden he had in mind 
Of flowers bright of every kind: 
He planted flowers he might not see, 
To bloom for a greater King than he. 

'Tis King Henry's house that is building still 
(For a sable ground have the lilies three). 

'You won't understand that,' he broke off. 
'I think I do,' I said; 'doesn't it come in the Founder's grant of arms? 

"that my college now founded to endure for ages, whose perpetuity we 
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wish to signify by the stability of the sable colour, may bring forth the 
brightest flowers redolent in every kind of science." ' 

He was evidently pleased. 'That's right,' he said. And he began again: 

Tis Henry's house that is building still 
(For a sable ground have the lilies three) 
And the builders are all men of good w i l l — 
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 pass away. 
Yet, 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 T R U T H 
December, 1924 

You have all heard of the Palace of Truth, and I daresay you chink of it 
as a place in which every one is bound to blurt out any ideas they have 
without any reserve—a very rude and tiresome kind of place. I won't 
say that I hadn't some ideas of this kind till a friend of mine offered to 
take me there and show it me as it really is. So if I tell you my experiences 
you wi l l understand the explanations to be his not mine. 

The Palace of Truth is a lofty building, approached by a broad flight 
of steps and standing on an eminence so that it commands a wide view. 
Naturally the view from the ground floor windows is not so extensive, 
but 'you'll see,' said my guide, 'that that doesn't matter; the people on 
the ground floor can see all they need.' 

'Do you mean- I asked, 'that there arc different kinds of people on 
each floor ?' 

' O f course,' he answered, 'or else what would be the good of having it 
in different storeys i The first floor shows you 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 the first flight of steps and as we began to mount I heard 
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a noise of singing: 'Don't be alarmed,' said my guide. 'You remember 
how the stairs in "The Dream of Gerontius" sang Praise to the Holiest 
as Gerontius went up. These stairs are made on the same principle.' 

And as I listened I 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 I saw a number of 
rooms opening from it on all sides 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,' 
said 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 a bit emptier lately.' 

I 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 upstairs if they liked, but that most of them 
preferred to stay downstairs. 

'Is there any room you'd like to visit ?' he asked. But I thought not, 
for I knew something of the way in which historians worked, and I was 
very doubtful if I should understand what the men of science were 
doing. 

'But there is one question I want to ask,' I said. 'What about ordinary 
people i I 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, there's a room 
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. You 
see they've put that as an inscription over the door and it influences a lot 
of people. This is a depressing floor for private individuals.' 

'But how does it work?' I enquired. 'It's quite simple,' he answered; 
'it's all done by an arrangement of looking-glasses. You see, a glass 
naturally shows you what's behind, and there's a kind of spiritual X-ray 
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apparatus fixed to these glasses, which shows you all your past life; would 
you like to go in ?' 

But I felt he was right in saying it was a depressing place, so I didn't 
ask to go into that room, and, besides, I felt that the Past couldn't be as 
exciting as the Present or the Future. So we turned to the stairs, and as 
we mounted I heard the same music again, but this time the words were 
different: 

God.Who knowest the things that are, 
Lead us to Bethlehem by Thy star, 
There in the manger to us display 
Thy Son, the life, the truth, the way, 
That we may see with childlike eyes 
Truths that are hidden from the wise. 

'You'll find a great mixture of people on this floor- said my guide. 
'Most of the artists, and most of the men of science, and the poets too— 
though a good lot of poets go up to the floor above.' 

'It's rather funny, isn't it- I said, 'that if they all look out of the same 
windows they get such very different results ?' 

'I only said they were on the same floor- he answered; 'they all have 
different rooms, so of course their views arc different: it's just the same 
with any house.' 

I 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 downstairs, there's a special 
room for them—no windows in it: nothing but looking-glasses again, 
only arranged at a different angle, so that you can sec yourself as you are 
without much difficulty. Very few people care to stay in that room 
long.' 

I shuddered a little, for I saw one or two people coming out, who 
looked as if they hadn't enjoyed it. 'Boys come in here now and then/ 
he went on: 'often they come in for a few minutes before their Confirma­
tion, but we don't urge them to stay too long. We hurry them upstairs 
as fast as we can—but you can't go up without passing through this 
floor.' 

'Why, what do you see on the floor above ?' I asked. 
'Oh that is where you see things as they might be,' he answered. 'We'll 

go up at once.' 
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So we went up, and as we went, the words which the stairs sang were 
clearer than before: 

God, Who knowcst what yet might be, 
Teach us to see ourselves in Thee, 
What we might be, if we but dared 
To claim the Kingdom for us prepared. 
And hear Thine angels singing still 
Of peace upon earth, to men goodwill. 

'All sorts of people come up here-my guide said. 'Politicians, artists, 
poets, scientists, and plenty of ordinary people. It's a wonderful view 
that you get from any of these windows. You find people staying here 
all their lives, but some say it's a strain 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 possible aren't real. I think they're 
wrong, but that's what they say.' 

I thought I should like some more information. 'I suppose in a way 
they're right ?' I said. 'I 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 possible from 
being real. I f a Prime Minister comes up here and sees that he might do 
a great work for his country, and then goes down and thinks about noth­
ing but his majority, it hasn't come off, but the vision was real. If a boy 
comes up here and sees that he might be a great gendeman or even a 
saint, and then goes down and behaves like an ordinary member of society, 
it hasn't come off, but the vision he saw was real, and he knows it's real, 
at the bottom of his heart. We've got a museum here of the things that 
Might have been: you'd see some very sad things in there.' 

'What sort of things ?' I asked. 
'Oh, all sorts- he said. 'There are the eleven crosses got ready for the 

Apostles which they didn't want; and Pilate's martyr's crown that he 
didn't want either, and a picture of what would have been if Judas had 
thought of going to tell Jesus he was sorry, instead of going to the high 
priests—all that sort of thing, down to what would have happened if a 
boy'd stuck to what he promised when he went to school. A boy often 
comes in for a few minutes when he's leaving school, and we show them 
all what they might have been if they'd stuck to it. It's a very big 
museum, you see.' 
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'It must be,' I said, 'but I suppose there are some cheerful things to be 
seen in there too ?' 

'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 see 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 ?' I asked. 'Isn't there any window from which you can sec the 
things that will be ?' 

He drew me aside and showed me a door in the wall. 'There is a stair-
case,' 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 seasons 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?' I 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 stairs are singing all the same and if you 
come near and keep very still you may hear what they say.' I listened, 
but for a time I could hear nothing, and then very faintly but very clearly 
I could make out the words: 

God, Who knowest what things shall be, 
Love, Truth, Beauty, arc one in Thee; 
Truth is mighty and shall prevail. 
Love in its beauty can never fail. 
Grant us the grace to see fulfilled 
All that Thy Wisdom and Love have willed. 

H 
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THE BOY WHO WAS LATE FOR CHAPEL 

December, 1925. 

THE Chapel bells were down and the last boy had hopefully hurried up 
the steps. 

'Thank goodness!' said the pigeon; 'now one can get on with one's 
breakfast in peace.' 

'I wonder what they go into Chapel for- said the dog, which had been 
watching them as they went. 

'I don't- said the pigeon. 
'Don't what ?' said the dog. 
'Don't wonder- said the pigeon, pecking furiously at a crust. 
'That's because you can't- said the dog; 'I don't suppose you ever 

wondered at anything in your life: I don't wonder often, but at any rate 
I do sometimes.' 

'And a lot of good it does you- said the pigeon contemptuously. 
'I don't know about that- said the dog: 'perhaps it doesn't, but I do it 

all the same. And I do wonder why they go to Chapel.' 
'I think they go to pray- said a gentle voice. 
The dog turned to the Founder's statue. 'Pray, sir ? and what's that ?' 
'I suppose- said King Henry, with a gentle smile, 'I suppose you would 

call it begging.' 
'But they've just had breakfast- said the dog in a puzzled tone. 'I can't 

sec what they want to beg for now.' 
'It's rather hard to explain- the King began, 'but you see ' 
Just then a boy arrived on the scene: he was obviously late for Chapel 

and made no effort to go in. The Founder beckoned him to approach. 
He looked a little startled, but came, taking off his hat as he did so. 

'What do you go to Chapel for ?' asked King Henry. 
The Boy-who-was-late-for-Chapel was a good deal confused. 'I don't 

quite see what you mean, sir- he stammered; 'we've got to go: it's a 
school rule.' 

'Our friend here- said the King, bowing to the dog, 'was asking what 
you did when you got there, and I was trying to explain to him. Perhaps 
you can do it better.' 

The boy hesitated: it seemed rather absurd to be explaining things to 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 ' 
'I beg your pardon,' said King Henry, 'do you mind just waiting a 

moment? They're singing a Psalm which I always 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.' 

'One just kneels down and says one's prayers, of course,' the boy went 
on. 

'They always make me sit up,' said the dog, 'but I suppose it is different 
with you. And what do you ask for ?' 

'Oh, just anything you want,' said the boy. 'I can't explain to you: 
you wouldn't understand.' 

'I told you so,' said 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 ask for.' 

'Well, one asks for happiness, I suppose,' said the boy, slowly, 'and 
success and that sort of thing.' 

'I don't understand those hard words,' said 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 
else ?' 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 a little restive. 
'I wish you'd explain it to him yourself, sir,' 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 a lot, isn't it ? So I really think 
you ought to do the explaining.' 

'Perhaps you're right,' said the Founder, smiling, 'but of course I can't 
tell you what you ought to pray for: I can only tell you what happened to 
me. When I was your age I used to pray just in the way you've been 
talking about. I used to ask for victory in war: my uncle was always 
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fighting over in France, you know, and of course I wanted him to win, 
partly because he was always very kind to me, and partly because I liked 
the glory of it. And then later on I used to ask for all sorts of things for 
myself—that I 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.' 

'One doesn't always get the things, does one ?' said the dog. 'Did you 
get the things you begged for ?' 

'No- said King Henry slowly. 'No, I didn't get them, and that made 
me think there must be something wrong: that's why I tried a different 
kind of prayer.' 

'What kind ?' asked the dog. 
'I began praying that I might understand- answered King Henry. 'I'm 

not sure that I can make you see, but you know how hard you find it to 
know what your master wants, and how hard you try to guess—at least 
the best of you do.' 

'They are very queer sometimes- said the dog with a sigh, 'but I see 
the sort of thing you mean.' 

'That's where our young friend here has the advantage- said the King, 
turning to the boy. 'You see, I was sure God had some purpose for me 
and I was trying to find out what it was. It took me years to find it out, 
but I think I learnt it at last, and it was worth more than all the other 
things put together: but it was very hard work.' 

The boy was silent: he knew enough of the Founder's life to realize 
something of what he had had to bear, and he did not like to ask 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 I know 
them so well: they meant a lot to me once, and they mean a great deal 
still. "When the Lord turned again the captivity of Sion, 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 sighed, 
and paused for a moment, and then very gently he repeated the last verses 
to himself: 'They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. He that now goeth 
on his way weeping and bearcth forth good seed shall doubtless come 
again with joy and bring his sheaves with him.' 
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'They've got a nice version of that in Scotland,' he went on: 'of course 
it's after my time, but I liked it when I heard it: 

That man who, bearing precious seed, 
In going forth doth mourn: 

He doubtless bringing back his sheaves 
Rejoicing shall return.' 

There was silence for a minute: the dog had laid his head upon his paws 
and gone practically to sleep: the pigeon was still busily eating. 

'So you think, sir,' said the boy at last, rather timidly, 'you think the 
point of prayer is trying to understand ? But isn't it awfully hard to under­
stand God ?' 

'My dear boy,' said King Henry, very solemnly, 'I really believe He 
is the only person I ever did understand. I wish you'd try, just to please 
me.' 

'Of course I'll try,' began the boy rather shamefacedly—but just at 
that moment the boys began to come out of Chapel and he began to 
feel self-conscious. 'I'm awfully sorry, I'm afraid I've got to go.' He 
bowed rather awkwardly and hurried off. As he looked back, he saw that 
the pigeon had flown off with the remains of its crust, the dog was stretch­
ing himself, and the Founder was standing just as he had so often seen 
him stand before. 

II 
After that day, the Boy-who-was-latc-for-Chapel used 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 one day 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 Chapel when he heard the voice again. 

'Well, what do you think of it?' 
He turned and took off his hat, not quite so surprised as the first time, 

and answered at once. 
'Well, sir, I was thinking it was pretty big.' 
King Henry smiled. 
'Oh, yes,' he said, 'it's big: I meant it to be.' 

, 'You meant it to go right down Keate's Lane, didn't you, sir ?' asked the 
boy. 
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'Yes,' said the King. 'I meant it to be very big indeed. I wonder if you 
know why.' 

'Didn't you want to beat anything they'd got at Winchester ?' asked 
the boy. 'I know I've heard something about i t . ' 

Just at that moment he heard a noise behind him: a party of visitors 
had come into School Yard without his noticing them. He stopped short, 
and slipped 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 t i l l they had moved away and then came back. 
'It's not "an elegant structure," sir, is it ?' he asked. 
' N o - said the King; 'those aren't the words I should have chosen: 

and it certainly wasn't ever called Christopher Hall: Christopher was a 
great saint, but I shouldn't have called my Chapel after him. But you 
were telling me why you thought I built it so big. You've had one guess, 
and that was wrong. Won't you try another ?' 

'I give it up, sir- said the boy with a grin, and then seeing the dog 
wandering by, he said, 'Should we ask him, sir ?' 

'Why not ?' said the King. 
The boy whistled to the dog, who trotted up, and the Founder put the 

question: 
'Dog, why do you think Chapel was made so big ?' 
The dog scratched his head for a moment and then said, 'Was it to 

prevent my going in, up all those steps, I 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, is it ? I don't believe he's 
ever noticed it was big.' 

' O f course I have: it keeps the sun off 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. 

'I believe I've got it,' cried the boy; 'we had a saying lesson about it the 
other day: 

Tax not the Royal Saint with vain expense. 

You 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 I know 
the poem you mean, and it was a very kindly thought of his. But do you 
remember the point of that poem ?' 

'I 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 see I knew God was the one thing that really mattered, and I thought 
if I made the Chapel big enough, any one who saw it would remember. 
I'm afraid they don't, though,' he ended with a sigh. 

'I 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 ?' 

' O f course one does,' said the King gently. 'I 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 does one get any better ?' asked the boy. 
' "In quo corriget?" ' said the King half to himself. ' "Wherewithal 

shall a young man cleanse his way? Even by ruling himself after Thy 
word." ' 

' O h ! it's practice, I 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. 
There was a prayer I heard of the other day—the prayer of a good soldier 
just before a battle—"Lord, I shall be very busy to-day: though I forget 
Thee, do not Thou forget me." Not a bad prayer that, for any of us. 
But I expect you ought to be off'—he ended, changing his tone; 'pretty 
busy, aren't you ?' 

'Well, I have got rather a lot to do,' the boy began, but he saw the King 
was laughing at him. 'All right, sir, 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 side. 

But the dog only wagged his tail in a non-committal manner. 
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THE SPECTACLES 

I FOUND myself in a strange place in my dream: at least it seemed a strange 
place, though at first I thought it was the Ante-Chapel. But there were 
the fittings of a shop in it, and a benevolent old gendeman sitting behind 
the counter. His face and his long white beard seemed familiar, but I 
could not put a name to him, and I looked round the shop to see if I could 
discover anything that would enlighten me. It was clearly an optician's 
shop: spectacles in cases lay all about me, and as I looked more closely at 
the old gentleman I 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 
ones put right ?' 

'I'm afraid there's some mistake- I said. 'The fact is, I don't wear 
glasses: I had to once, but since one's given up reading German, since the 
war, I mean, I haven't found them necessary.' 

He chuckled a little to himself. 'You all think that- he answered, 'but 
you wear them all the same: only of course you can't see them.' 

'What on earth do you mean ?' I asked. 
'It's nothing very surprising- he answered; 'after all, glasses are made 

not to look at, but to look through, aren't they ? You see my spectacles, I 
daresay, and I see yours: but no one sees his own. That's only natural.' 

I couldn't think of the answer to that at the moment, and he went on: 
'But I daresay you don't know who I am: you should take one of my 
cards.' 

He gave me a common business card off the counter. It had a device 
of wings at the top and motto, 'Always Flying- and then I guessed who 
he was, as I expect you have guessed already, even before I read the 
inscription, 'Time's Invisible Spectacles Limited.' 

'You see,' he said, 'the spectacles make all the difference: they settle 
how long the years are, for instance, as well as what the people look like.' 

'But I thought all years were about the same length- I said. 
'You aren't thinking- he answered. 'Ask any five people how long 

it is since 1914, and you'll soon see.' 
I couldn't think of anything better to say than 'I wonder why you put 

"Limited" ?'. 
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'Why, of course- he answered, 'that's just the difference between Time 
and Eternity: of course I 'm limited: all the philosophy books tell you that.' 

I couldn't think of any answer to that either, so I thought I'd put 
another question. 'But what's the good of wearing spectacles at all J* 

'Why, they teach you to focus- he answered. 'Every one has got a lot 
of blind spots, and my glasses remove them and let you sec properly.' 

'Oh, come now- I said, 'it's not as simple as that; every one doesn't sec 
properly with all your spectacles, and you seem 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 sec, if you look, that 
they're mosdy rose colour and they wear out pretty easily. I don't 
recommend them myself- he went on; 'they make every one look too 
much alike, and I don't think it's a very pretty colour. It's a cheap brand, 
and I don't keep them in stock. It's mosdy parents who bring them back, 
and masters now and then.' 

I pricked up my ears at that and said, 'Do you have many masters in 
here ?' 

'Oh, yes- he said, 'often. Some of them strain their eyes a bit trying 
to keep on with the glasses they used to wear. I never interfere with 
them, for it's nice of them to try. Of course, the more elderly glasses arc 
easier to see through in a way, but they aren't so clear—make boys look 
too much alike, if you see what I mean.' 

I thought I saw what he meant, but I felt I was on delicate ground and 
didn't like to pursue that subject any further. 

'But even boys don't always see quite clearly- I said, 'and who's to 
blame for that ?' 

'It's no good blaming me- he said; 'I 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. I let them have their own way. Wait 
for nobody: wait on everybody—that's my motto. You'll see a lot of old 
ones there: there's what we call the First Time series, for instance; of 
course, they aren't made to last.' 

'What are they for ?' I asked. 
'Oh, they're just to show things the first time they happen—the first 

time a boy gets a colour or goes into tails, or comes into College Chapel, 
or makes some runs, or wins a race. They don't last long, but people 
often come back and ask for them again, when they're leaving, for 
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instance. N o w there's a k ind of spectacle we have a considerable demand 
for—the Diogenes brand, I call it—there's the advertisement.' 

I read i t aloud: 'The wearer o f these spectacles w i l l see things and 
people as they are: no possible deception: used by all intelligent young 
men.' 

' W o u l d you like to t ry a pair ?' said the shopman, handing me one as 
he spoke. 

I put on a pair and looked out of the window at the green field: and 
then I 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 see for yourself if 
you look at any tennis court that's been used a good deal. It wasn't at 
all pretty. 

' T r y them on that blue coat over there- said Father Time. 
I looked where he pointed at an V I I I 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 i t . 
I took off the spectacles rather quickly. 

'They do seem to take the colour out of things- I said; ' I ' m surprised 
you deal in them.' 

'I told you it's no good blaming me- he said; 'besides there's a warning 
on the box.' 

He handed me a box, and I read, 'No t to be used before a looking-glass.' 
' Y o u see- he explained, 'we had a lot of complaints about that. One 

young gentleman had been using them a lot, and had seen through all his 
friends, and then by an accident he saw himself in a glass, and of course 
he didn't like it. 

' I t was funny to see h i m - went on the old gendeman, laughing. 'Some 
of them change them when they leave. But it always amuses me to see 
them. Here's another sort I do a good trade i n - he went on, and he 
handed me a pair in a case labelled, 'The Robert Burns Spectacles. The 
wearer o f these w i l l see himself as others see h im . ' ' W o u l d you like to 
t ry them on ?' he asked. 

'No , thank y o u - I said, laughing. ' I ' m not sure it would be safe 
'I think you're quite r igh t - he answered; 'that's what I always tell them, 

but a lot of them won ' t believe i t , and it 6nly makes them depressed.'. 
They think it sounds so nice and honest, and so it does, but when you're 
as old as I am you'll know that most of the praise and blame one gets is 
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for the things that don't deserve either. No, I should never go to other 
people to find out the truth about myself.' 

'Then where would you go ?' I asked. 'I suppose you give them some 
good advice and not only warnings ?' 

'My dear sir- he said, 'warnings aren't my business: I let people find 
out their own mistakes.' 

'I'll tell you what it is- said I. 'I think you're a very cynical old gcndc-
man: I should like to tell you what I think of you.' 

I was rather angry, but he only chuckled: 'Ah, but you can't,' he said. 
'You see, you haven't got Time!' 

And, as I looked at him, I noticed that he was getting smaller and 
smaller and shorter and shorter, until at last he had almost vanished away. 
I just had time to say, 'Well, I'll tell you what I think of you another 
day- when he disappeared altogether, and perhaps you will think it was 
none too soon. 

• • • • • • • 

On the next occasion when I saw Time he was in his shop as before. 
He seemed to have quite forgotten our quarrel and was full of talk again. 

'A very busy season for me, this, sir- he began. 'It's a heavy job getting 
all the spectacles put right for boys who are leaving.' 

'But I thought you told me it was an automatic process- I said, 'and 
that people didn't know their spectacles were changing.' 

'That's true as a general rule- he said, 'but on special occasions they 
take some interest in it, and when a boy is leaving he realizes that his point 
of view is bound to change a bit. Of course with most of them it's just 
a matter of getting the angle altered. The angle makes a tremendous 
difference. Chapel, for instance, looks incredibly different when seen 
from the stalls to what it does from even the highest row of scats.' 

'Yes, I see that- I said, 'but they don't all sec things from the same angle, 
do they i And there are some things they see that you don't show them.' 

He was rather annoyed at that, and his answer showed it. 'You may 
take it from me, sir- he said, 'that Time shows people everything they 
need want to see. I show them that it's no good worrying too much over 
things they can't mend and faults they can't cure. There's nothing like 
Time for making a boy forget that he wasted his time at school, and think­
ing he was rather a fine fellow when he was there: 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
stand. I don't go in for fancy work myself, and all these highbrow ideas 
about hidden meanings to things and lights that never were on sea or land. 
I show things and people as they are, and that's quite enough for the 
ordinary person. What did Mr. Pope say: 

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan: 
The proper study of mankind is man. 

And that's what my spectacles show—the plain, unvarnished Truth.' 
This was evidently a favourite subject of his, and he was getting quite 

eloquent about it when suddenly I heard a voice saying, 'Time, Time, what 
nonsense you are talking!' 

I turned round to see who was speaking, and noticed that the shop had 
got rather like the Ante-Chapel again: yes, it certainly was the Ante-
Chapel, and the voice seemed 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 eighteenth century poet called Blake ?' 

asked the voice; 'because he talked about 

Seeing the world in a grain of sand 
And heaven in a wild flower. 

and I don't think you arrange for that kind of sight.' 
Time was looking so small and unhappy that I began to feci quite sorry 

for him. 'That's always the way- he said to me. 'I'm always being 
snubbed because I'm only temporal, as if it was my fault. It's no use 
telling me that the only thing that matters is to see things and people 
as God sees them. And besides- he went on, gaining assurance as he spoke, 
'I'm not sure that what God sees is quite as pleasant as all that. I'm only 
going by what I see through the curtain, which is as far as I go: come and 
look.' 

He took me to the curtain and we looked through towards the East 
Window. He was silent for a minute, and then he began repeating a 
couple of lines of poetry: 

His sad face from the Cross sees only this 
After the Passion of two thousand yean. 
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'Oh, I can quote modern poetry when I like,' he muttered. 'I should 
like to know how they get out of that.' 

I could not think of the right thing to say, but the answer came from 
inside the Chapel, though I could not see the singers: 

Time, who reckon each hour that passes, 
Men see darkly through your dim glasses, 
Know but little and judge but i l l ; 
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, 
Yea, though even our heart condemn us, 
God is greater and knowcth all. 

'Yes, that's what they're always saying,' said Father Time, dropping 
the curtain and turning back into the shop with a sigh. 'They're always 
saying that, and in spite of all I see I can't help believing it's true.' 

A FANTASIA ON STRENGTH 
December, 1926. 

IT was a quiet evening after a stormy day, and the buildings which had 
felt all the force of the wind were enjoying a little peace. 

'Nice clear night, isn't it ?' said College to Lupton's Tower. 
'There's been too much rain this winter,' said Lupton's Tower. 'It's all 

very well for people to say it weathers the brick, but it can't really be 
good for it: the stonework in the Cloisters was complaining about it only 
the other day.' 

The wind was terribly strong- said Upper School rather timidly; 
being so much younger than the others it was always rather nervous about 
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joining their conversation. Besides, every one knew it had fallen down 
once already. On this occasion 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; besides, every one knows they're 
only made of terra cotta.' This was a very sore point with Upper School, 
and College ought hardly to have mentioned it, for—as Chapel used to 
say—it was more of a misfortune than a fault; and besides, 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. 

' O f course not- said the Tower. 'As it happens I 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 I gave it a bit of my mind.' 

'What did you say ?' enquired College. 
'Oh, I just said, it's all very well for you to talk about moving and all 

that, but the point is you can't stop moving. If you stop, you're done 
absolutely. That's not my idea of strength!' 

'What is your idea of strength ?' put in Upper School, in an ingratiating 
way. 

Lupton's Tower preserved a haughty silence. 
'You've only got to look at us,' said College, 'and you'd see what 

strength was.' 
'But I wish you'd tell me,' said Upper School plaintively. 'I shall ask 

Chapel: it's older than you, but it's not too proud to talk-' 
Chapel was humming gently to itself, as it usually does in the evening, 

and had not been attending to the conversation. 
'What's that?' it said. 
Upper School timidly repeated its question. 
'It's funny you should ask that,' said Chapel. 'I was just humming a 

verse about it: 28th Evening, my favourite set of Psalms'—and it hummed 
over one of the verses you have just been singing: 

'When I called upon Thee, Thou heardest me, and enduedst my soul with much strength.9 

'That's a different kind of strength,' said Lupton's Tower. 
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'Oh, I daresay,' said Chapel, 'but not a bad kind. I hear a lot about 
strength one way and another. "Og the king of Basan," that's strength 
of a kind, but I don't think it's the best.' 

'I 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're as old as I am, you'll know 
that plain questions are much the hardest, and plain answers always wrong. 
What I mean is that ideas are stronger than anything else, 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 is to be an idea- said Chapel. 'You represent 

Beauty, and that's where your strength is. You don't suppose that if you 
weren't beautiful any one would really care whether you stood up or fell 
down ? And it's just the same with College. It represents a great man's 
idea, just as I do myself. 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, I've seen thousands of them in my day, and 
where are they now ?' 

'They are just where they always were, in the hands of God- said the 
Chapel; 'and the longer I live the more sure I 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.' 

'I think I see what you're driving 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 College and I 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 is a real thing, and I 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 this world can bring against him.' 

There was a silence, broken at last by Upper School saying 
timidly: 

Thank you very much! I shall try and not be frightened of the wind 
next time; there was only one thing I wanted to ask you ' 



128 FABLES A N D FANCIES 

'Oh, do stop talking,' said College testily, 'can't you see it's had 
enough ? It always begins singing to itself when it's tired of talking.' 

And sure enough Chapel was again humming quietly, but this time it 
wasn't a Psalm, but something quite different, and as they all listened they 
could catch the words, which ran something like this: 

The strong wind blows over sea and shore 
(Strong, strong is the wind), 

And the waves toss and the trees groan, 
But the wild night passes: 'tis day once more, 

And the wind is gone. 

The strong tower frowns magnificent, 
(Strong, strong is the tower), 

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 calls this world his own: 
But the world passes and all therein— 

Love stands alone. 

Love rights the wrong, Love ends the song: 
Love, out of weakness, make us strong ! 

TOMLINSON 
Trinity Sunday, 1922. 

I HAVE at various times told you various dreams of mine, but the story 
I am to tell you to-night could more properly be described as a nightmare. 
In any case, it is not my own, for it is the experience of a friend of mine 
whom, for the purpose of the story, I will call Tomlinson, and I can only 
tell you the tale as Tomlinson told it to me. 

I ought to tell you that he is one of the best of people, very kind 
hearted, full of sympathy, not as a general rule gifted with any great 
powers 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 mess 
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of them; and he remembers having thought that he wouldn't have made 
such a fool of himself if he had had the chance. 

And , sure enough, about the middle of the night he fancied that he 
found by his side a Little B r o w n Man who made him a very 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 i t , 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 wi th the Black Puddings, so he thought very hard what he could 
do for the good of the w o r l d ; for as I say, he is a very good-hearted 
fellow; and then he said, speaking very distinctly, 'I want all human 
pain to be done away wi th . ' 

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, 'I see, sir; but do you wish it to be bodily pain only or 
other kinds as well ? If so, I am afraid it would have to count as two 
wishes.' Tomlinson hesitated for a moment. ' I f I might make a sugges­
tion, sir- said the Little Brown Man very respectfully, ' i t would be that 
you should start w i th the bodily pain only, and then, if that is a success, 
you can proceed to the other later; but, of course, it is just as you prefer.' 
Tomlinson thought this a very sensible idea and agreed to i t . The little 
man made a note of it in the little pocket book of his. 'I 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, i t w i l l 
make it easier to settle at once about the other kinds of pain. 'Yes,' he 
answered aloud, 'I wish to see how it works out in a year.' 

The Little B r o w n Man bowed and made a second entry in his book. 
'There's no objection, I suppose,' he said, 'to people knowing who's 
responsible ?' 

Tomlinson had a brief struggle w i t h his conscience. He disliked the 
idea of seeming to ask for gratitude, but, on the other hand, he felt perhaps 

I 
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the world had a right 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 selfish to deprive posterity of the knowledge.' 
So 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 asleep again. 

He was awakened after what seemed a very short interval to find his 
visitor again standing by his side. 'I have brought you a newspaper, sir,' 
he said, 'and there are some letters that have come for you.' And he 
pointed as he spoke to several 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 page first, thinking that he would keep the impor­
tant news till the last. He was amazed to see that hardly any games were 
being played. There was an article which he skimmed through, com­
plaining that in present conditions sport was practically impossible; since 
it had been impossible to get hurt at Football all the interest seemed to 
have gone out of the game. Cricket, the article maintained, would soon 
be reduced to the level of Stump Cricket with a soft ball. Rowing, since 
it has become impossible to get really tired, had ceased to be a test of 
endurance; and the writer sarcastically complained that the world was 
now reduced to Golf, Lawn Tennis and Chess. 

In the next column was the announcement that some of the best known 
Packs in the country had found it necessary to close down, as, now that 
all risk had disappeared from hunting, the fields had become unmanage­
ably big. ' 

These revelations came as a disagreeable surprise to Tomlinson; he had 
not realized that his wish would have such drastic 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 sheer of the paper, not without the hope 
that he would there find some grateful reference to his services. The 
first paragraph that caught his eye was headed in large letters, WHERE 
IS TOMLINSON ? He began it eagerly, but his enthusiasm was soon 
checked. The article began: 

It is to be hoped that the police will soon be successful in their 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, has the world been left 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 wi l l 
stay the ravages of disease. Since pain has ceased, the most ordinary laws of health are 
being neglected and the number of fatal accidents to children has increased at an appalling 
rate; the work of our hospitals is at a standstill, for the surgeons find that no patients come 
to, them in time, and that those who arrive are already in the last stage of their disease 
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 has ceased to act as a 
deterrent, and for all this, it appears, we have to thank the senseless blunder of a w d l -
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 deaths 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 had just 
died of acute appendicitis, which had never been realized 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 is true, there was a line of gratitude 
from a sufferer, but the others were in the vast majority and cut him to the 
heart. 

'What can I do ?' he cried aloud. 'I wish to goodness I had never 
meddled with the business at all.' 

'Am I to make a note of that ?' said the Little Brown Man, taking his 
pencil from behind his ear. 

'Yes, yes,' cried Tomlinson, 'put it down. I 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. 

Since that night, I need not say that Tomlinson never ceases to reproach 
himself for the chance he missed; he is convinced that if he might only 
try again, he would yet make great improvements in the lot of mankind; 
but my own opinion is that, until he has gone into the matter a little 
more deeply, it would be better not to risk any more experiments, and 
to make the best of things as they are. 
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MEMORIES 
Ju/y, 1927 

T H E housemaster with whom I had been dining on the last night of the 
half had left me alone while he went off to attend to his house. I sat in a 
large armchair and picked up a volume of poems which lay on the table. 
It was A Shropshire Lad, and as I turned the pages I stopped at the verses 
of farewell to the young soldiers going on service abroad. 

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. 

I must have fallen asleep in my chair, which is a bad thing to do, though 
perhaps excusable on the last night of the summer half: I was roused by a 
voice saying, 'Is there any one you'd like to go and see ? If so, come 
along !' 

I suggested a name, and had started to follow my guide before I remem­
bered how late it was. 'He's sure to be asleep by now,' I objected. 

'Never mind,' said my companion, and I still followed him, wondering 
sleepily 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,' he replied, and as he opened the door I saw that the 

room was quite light: at first I thought it was the moon, till I 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 I expected, was fast asleep in bed, and the room— 
well, the room was in that state of mess which rooms usually exhibit on 

132 
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the last night of a summer half: the walls bare, the furniture anyhow, and 
a confused pile of luggage and clothes lying about on the chairs and on 
the floor. 

I said the walls were bare, and certainly there weren't any pictures on 
them, but as the light turned that way I noticed a couple of cupboards 
which I didn't remember to have seen before, and I stepped towards one 
of them to examine it more closely. 

'They're both quite full,' said my companion. 
'I hope they aren't things he's forgotten- I 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 spoke. 
'What sort of things do you mean ?' I asked. 'Can I see some of 

them ?' 
'Well, you could, I suppose- said my companion, 'but I doubt if sight 

is the best way: things get so mixed up. I rather agree with the man who 
said that of all the senses the sense of smell is the most trustworthy. Any­
how we'll try.' 

He tapped the cupboard as he spoke, and I was conscious of a scent of 
fresh cut hay: I shut my eyes and could almost fancy myself lying in the 
field. 

' "Ahay-harvest breeze,"' quoted my companion quietly: 'he won't 
forget "Eton fields in June with the Winchester Match to follow"— 
but they aren't all quite as idyllic as that: here's another; do you 
recognize it ?' 

I did without difficulty, for it was the unmistakable smell of a damp 
schoolroom on a hot day after rain, followed by the stuffy air of Chapel 
and others equally familiar—good things for breakfast, and hot cakes for 
tea, and the mud under the Wall and the flowers in Mr. Luxmoorc's 
garden—the scent of lilac, and the hot baking friendliness of the High 
Street—all half distinct and half blended as if in a dream. 

'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 
sounds such as I have seldom heard. At first I could distinguish nothing, 
but by and by I began to hear more clearly. The jangling of the Clock 
in School Yard came over and over as a sort of refrain, and the shuffling 
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of feet and the voice of a master calling Absence, and the click of the ball 
against the bat, and the swirl of the water against the boat, the bugles as 
you hear them from Windsor through an open window in the evening, a 
phrase from an anthem, and a hymn tune or two, and a popular song—I 
can't begin to describe the mixture. At one moment there came a loud 
burst of cheering: I glanced at the bed and saw the sleeper had stirred 
slightly and had a smile on his face. 

'We mustn't wake him- I whispered; 'hadn't we better turn it off? 
What about the other cupboard ?' 

My companion stopped the noise with a motion of his hand. 
'Ah, you can't look in that cupboard—that's where he keeps his hopes. 

You may guess at some of them, and I know them, but they are not for 
any one else. Memories, or most of them, are common property, but 
Hopes are all one's own. What's your book ?' he went on, and I noticed 
that I was still carrying Housman in my hand. 'Not bad as far as it goes, 
but it doesn't go very far'—and he quoted a verse from the poem I 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 stand. 

'It isn't very much to say- I agreed. 'Have you got anything 
better ?' 

'Well, of course there's the thing we say for them every night- he 
answered. 

'What's that ?' I asked. 
'A little bit of St. Patrick's breastplate, "Christ be with thee," ' he said. 

'We'll say it together if you like.' 
I knelt down by his side, and as I did so Housman fell to the ground 

with a crash. The noise woke me and I found myself lying in my 
chair. 

'You've been asleep- said my host, who came in at the moment. 
'What have you been reading? Housman? Pretty good, isn't he? Now 
would you like to come round the house? I daresay they aren't all 
asleep yet.' 

But I said I thought I wouldn't, and when he had left me I went over 
to the shelf and did what I will ask you to do now, for I found an English 
Hymnal and knelt down and repeated the words of St. Patrick's hymn, 



FINAL ETON FABLES 135 

and thought as I did so of those who were going out for the last time from 
the old brick walls and chiming towers of Eton. 

Christ be with thee, Christ within thec, 
Christ behind thee, Christ before thee, 
Christ beside thee, Christ to win thee, 
Christ to comfort and restore thee, 
Christ beneath thee, Christ above thee, 
Christ in quiet, Christ in danger, 
Christ in hearts of all that love thee, 
Christ in mouth of friend and stranger. 

THE HOUSE OF GOD 
Eton, December, 1927. 

T H E story which I am going to tell you to-night is one on which I 
happened to come the other day in a manuscript: as you wi l l see, it is 
largely composed of quotations, and has no great literary merit of its own. 

Now there was a day when the sons of God came to present themselves 
before the Lord, and the Lord spake among them and said, 'It is my pleas­
ure to visit my people, the sons of men whom I have made, and to dwell 
among them for a space. I command, therefore, that ye build me a 
house wherein I 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 counsel among yourselves what manner of 
building this shall be, and whosoever shall design my palace 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, ' W i l l 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 another said, ' I t is the Lord: he shall do as sccmcth him good: 
and it is our part to find out a temple for the habitation of the Most High, 
even as he hath said.' 

And they wrought each according to his several 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 stars shall be as the jewels of his throne, and the sun 
and moon shall bow themselves before him and his palace shall be set in 
the light that no man may approach unto.' 

And Phanuel the angel said, 'Nay, his throne shall be set in the mighty 
sea, and though its waves toss themselves yet shall they not prevail; 
though they roar yet shall they not pass over it, for he shall rule the raging 
of the sea; as it is written, the waves of the sea 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 shall his habitation be, and very plenteous shall he make it. 
He shall dwell among the forests of Lebanon: the little hills shall rejoice 
on every side, and for joy 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 palace 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
selves before the Lord: and he beheld their works. 

And the first said, 'Lord, I have wrought thy dwelling place of Light, 
for thou art Light, and in Light it befits thee to dwell.' 

And the Lord said, 'Verily the Light is good.' 
And the second said, 'Lord, I have wrought thy palace in the sea, for 

thou art Might, and the sea is the mightiest thing that thou hast made.' 
And the Lord said, ' O f a truth the sea is strong.' 
And the third said, 'Lord, I 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 hast 

thou wrought ?' 
And he fell on his face and said, 'O Lord, I said within myself, the Lord 

God needeth no new palace upon earth, for even now can men see 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 I said, the new throne that he seeketh 
must be in the heart of man.' 

And God smiled on him, and said, 'Thou hast well spoken, but hast 
thou not wrought any outward form whereby men may know this ?' 

And he said, 'O my Lord, forgive me if I speak blasphemy, but, as I 
drew, my pen carried me whither I would not, and I have drawn a strange 
thing—for it hath the fashion of a manger in an inn.' 

And God smiled on him again, and said, 'Is there no more ?' 
And he said: 'O my Lord, pardon me and I 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 I will speak but this 
once. I see in the picture an ox and an ass—but of them I dare not speak 
for very shame.' 

But the Lord said, 'It is well spoken, for it is my good pleasure that all 
creatures which I 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 counsel of old: and as I have purposed so will I also 
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 angels bowed themselves to the ground and did obeisance, 
and they sang a new song unto the Lord . . . 

Here the manuscript breaks off, so I cannot tell you exactly what they 
sang, but there is a hymn of Christina Rossetti which they may quite well 
have sung, so, if you will let me, I will read you that instead. 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Frosty wind made moan, 

Earth stood hard as iron, 
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 stable-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 ass and camel 
Which adore. 

What can I give him 
Poor as I am ? 

If I were a shepherd 
I would bring a lamb; 

If I were a wise man 
I would do my part; 

Yet what I can I give him— 
Give my heart. 

VISITORS IN CHAPEL 
July, 1928. 

WE get a rare lot of visitors here nowadays, so that I wasn't surprised to 
see a crowd of them in Chapel, and if their costume in some cases seemed 
a little strange—well, one has learnt not to be surprised at that either. But 
they aren't generally very critical-in fact I have heard some of them 
admiring the glass in the windows—so I was surprised to notice that one 
of them, a sturdy old clergyman with a clever voluble face, was obviously 
far from satisfied with what he saw. He noticed me as I drew near, and 
turned his indignation in my direction. 

'You will excuse me, sir- he began, 'if I ask you what has become of the 
Stall canopies ? I have a particular reason for putting the question.' 

'They've gone to Lancing- I said; 'you see, it was thought...' 
'To Lancing ?' he interrupted, 'and where, pray, is Lancing ? Allow me 

to remind you, sir, that those stalls 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.' 

'I know,' I answered, 'but the Provost thought... 
'The Provost!' retorted the old gendeman, with a snort, 'and who, 

pray, is the Provost that he should destroy what his predecessors have 
done ?' ' 

I was hesitating how to answer when another of the company came to 
my rescue. He was a distinguished-looking old man in the dress of the 
eighteenth century and spoke with an air of dignity. 

'Nay, Dr. Hodgson- said he, 'that is a question unbecoming for you 
to ask, that have yourself held that high estate—and been planted, as our 
good Mr. Hooker has it, on "such a seat as the waves of want could not 
probably shake" ! There is a time to change and a time to refrain from 
changing, and, were I so minded, might I not ask in my turn where is the 
noble panelling of my day ? Those who know me will bear me out when 
I say that I was never known to express more passion than when I 
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 panelling, 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 besieged city and 
destroy the beauty which you found ? I fear me that you are among those 
of whom it is written "the minds of some are so newfangled that 
nothing will like them but that which is new." ' 

Doctor Hodgson was evidently meditating a sharp retort when an 
interruption came from a man in the back of the crowd. He thrust him­
self forward, a workman dressed in a rough blouse, and spoke with 
considerable heat. 

'Why here is a coil, my masters! Here is one that talks of his panelling 
and another of his fine stalls, and neither recketh aught of me whose work 
they have marred these two hundred years. Of what profit is it that I, 
William Baker, have covered these walls with good paintings in honour 
of Our Blessed Lady, if it is all to be overlaid with woodwork ? Methinks, 
Provost Godolphin, that thou should'st look 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 t is well spoken,' 
and others cried 'Shame!' As their excitement died down, I heard the 
gentle voice of an old clergyman who said, 'Surely, even if we do not 
sympathize altogether with Master Baker, we must see that such interesting 
work is well worth preserving.' 

Baker welcomed his new ally. 
'I thank thee, Vice-Provost Wilder,' he said, 'but for thee, these 

image breakers had had their way: I like not overmuch these windows 
of thine, yet I 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 a book 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 I care not greatly for the walls of God's House, so that His altar 
stands, and I sigh for those seven altars whereat my brethren and I did 
service in the days of old.' 

And at these words the tumult arose again, one crying this thing and 
another that, until a voice was heard from the Ante-Chapel which stilled 
their strife. 

'Peace, peace, my sons!' it said. 'Though Truth and Beauty be but one, 
yet here on earth men see 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 is enough for me that here my children serve Him Who is Lord both of 
Beauty and of Truth, and it is our part and duty to join with them in this 
their worship. I bid you therefore lay your strife aside and sing together 
in His praise Who made us all, and pray that we all, and they with us, 
may behold His face in righteousness, and that His blessing may rest on 
this House which I have builded in His Name.' 
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There was silence as King Henry ended, and then there rose from all 
the company a hymn which we will sing together before we go: 

Ye priests, who here at altars seven 
Did service to the God of heaven, 

Sing His praises, Alleluia! 
And ye who deemed their service sin 
W i t h them His worship here begin, 

Alleluia! 

Ye, who in paint and glass and wood 
Adorned His House as best ye could, 

Sing His praises, Alleluia ! 
Sing ye, whose names, for service done, 
Are graven here in brass and stone 

Alleluia! 

Ye townsfolk who, in days of yore, 
Our service shared, with us once more 

Sing His praises, Alleluia ! 
Loud organs, in His Name rejoice 
W i t h shawm and trumpet, verse and voice, 

Alleluia! 

O God, who here hast set Thy Name, 
O God, from age to age the same, 

Alleluia, Alleluia! 
On all who pray towards this place 
Show forth the brightness of Thy Face, 

Alleluia! 

AN EASTER D R E A M 
Easter, 1929. 

I 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 everything that's ever been said in a particular place. 
The idea by itself is a kind of nightmare, and I suppose that must have 
combined with the fact that I have just been in Jerusalem to give me this 
particular dream. 

Anyhow, there I was in the streets of Jerusalem; I could recognize some 
of the houses, though it was almost quite dark. And as I went by what 
they call the palace of the high priest I heard a voice: it sounded like the 
voice of a very old man, and it said, 'Is the sepulchre sure ?' 
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And a voice answered and said, 'We have made it as sure as we can: we 
have sealed the stone and set a watch.' 

And the other voice replied, 'It is well: remember what that deceiver 
said when he was yet alive,' and Caiaphas answered, 'Said I not wisely that 
it was expedient that one man should die for the people ?' 

And as I passed on my way I came where the governor's house stood, 
and I 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 muttereth to himself.' 

'And what saith he?' said Pilate's wife; and they made answer, 'We 
heard him cry aloud and say, "What is truth ?" and again he muttered, 
"The dream was true, the dream was true." ' And I heard the lady cry 
out for sorrow. 

And I passed on from the houses of the great to the lower streets of the 
city, and as I passed the window of a small house I heard two that talked 
in their window, for the night was hot and they could not sleep. And one 
said to the other: 

'Ah wretched that we are! See what has come of our mother's prayer,' 
and his brother answered, 'We could not even drink of the cup—how did 
we dare to ask a throne ?' 

And for a while there was silence, and then one cried with an exceeding 
bitter cry and said: 

'Ah, James, my brother, I see it now ! The thrones were ready, but we 
were not ready.' 

And James made answer, 'What thrones ?' 
And John said, 'Our Master's throne was a Cross, and there stood a cross 

on either side: a cross prepared for us, but we were not worthy.' And he 
groaned within himself and said, 'Too late! Too late!' 

And there was silence for a while, and then, for it was very near the 
dawn, I heard the voice of a cock that crew, and close on the sound there 
followed an exceeding bitter cry, and I knew it for the voice of Peter, 
who could not sleep for sorrow and for thinking of the Master he had 
denied. 

And I passed away from that sad street and wandered I knew not where; 
and the next sound that I heard was that of footsteps, and the rustle of the 
dresses of women: and I stood aside in a doorway to let them pass: and 
the night drew on towards morning. 
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And after a while I heard footsteps, as of a woman that returned in 

haste: and a voice that called upon Peter and on John: and soon thereafter 
there came the noise of two men running, a young man swift of foot and 
another that followed more heavily behind: and as I wondered at these 
things, of a sudden the dawn came, and the sky grew bright and the 
birds sang, and I knew it was the dawning of the first Easter Day, And I 
heard the song which the birds sang, and it seemed to frame itself into 
words like these. 

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 slept, 
We saw where Joseph laid Him, 

Saw women bring their offering, 
The last sad tribute paid H i m : 

But now from us they'll borrow 
Songs for a joyful morrow. 

For we have heard a greater word, 
And seen 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 FEW WORDS W I T H THE DEVIL 
July, 1929. 

I WAS talking to the devil the other day in Mr. Luxmoore's garden; of 
course, I didn't realize who he was at first, or I hope I should not have 
encouraged him to talk, but it only became clear later on, as you wi l l see. 
I was sitting there watching the river as it went by, and feeling a little 
depressed, for it was very late in the afternoon, and somehow a summer 
evening at the end of July always seems to me the most depressing time 
of the whole year: there's an end-of-half-y feeling about then which 
always gets on my nerves; it's worst perhaps on Agar's Plough, but one 
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feels 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 elms 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 sedate trees, and so on and so on. So I had come into 
Mr . Luxmoore's garden and was sitting watching the river flowing by. 

'It is rather depressing, isn't it ?' said he. 
I was surprised to find he had guessed my thoughts, and said so. 
' I t wasn't very hard,' he said with a smile, 'when you see 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. 

Now wasn't that what you were thinking ?' 
I couldn't deny that I had been thinking something of the kind. 'It's 

the end of the half, I suppose- I said apologetically. 'One can't help feeling 
a bit sentimental.' 

'I seem to remember some lines about i t - he went on. 'They seemed 
to me rather good; let me see, 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, 
Joys and sorrows and hopes and fears, 

These are as grass that the sun hath smitten— 
Hate of an enemy, love of a friend, 

Over all is the sentence written, 
"I see that all things come to an end." ' 

He looked at me as he finished his quotation, and I think that was the 
first thing that made me a little suspicious, for I wrote those lines myself 
some thirty years ago, and I didn't really believe he thought them very 
good, any more than I did; also I was sure he knew I 'd written them and 
was pretending he didn't. 

'Just a little cheap, aren't they ?' I said. 'And not very true either.' 
'Oh, surely- he said, 'things do come to an end, don't they ?' 
'Things do- I 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- I retorted, 'but Shake­
speare was just being cynical when he wrote that; besides it was only 
Mark Antony making a political speech, and you know what politicians 
are!' 

' Y o u had me there,' he said, laughing, 'but seriously, people do come 
to an end, don't they ? 

The busy tribes of flesh and blood 
W i t h all their cares and fears 

Are carried onward by the flood 
And lost in following years. 

That's D r . Watts, and you can't say he was a cynic!' 
A n d then, you know, I began to be still more suspicious, for the 

devil, as we all know, can quote Scripture for his own ends, and, if 
Scripture, w h y not D r . Watts ? ' I t ' l l be Omar Khayyam next- I said to 
myself, and I decided to give h im some more rope. 

'But they leave something behind them- I said. 
' N o t very much, and not for very l ong - 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 comes to the same in the end.' 

'But they take something w i t h them- I objected. 
' N o t very much and not for very l o n g - he answered again. 'A little 

pleasure, a little learning, a little friendship—but what does it all amount 
to ? What's the good of it all ? You've seen, I 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, 
N o w whence, like water wil ly nilly flowing. 

And out of i t , like wind across the waste, 
We know not whither, wil ly nilly blowing. 

' I know you ' l l say that's only Omar Khayyam- he went on quickly, 
'but it's Bible truth too; "the grass withereth and the flower fadeth, surely 
the people is grass." ' 

A n d then I knew for a certainty who was talking, and I felt the time had 
come to do something about i t . 

K 
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'You silly devil!' cried. 'Can't you even quote right ? You've left out 
the end of the passage: "the grass withereth, the flower fadeth, but the 
word of our God shall stand for ever" ! We do believe we know whence 
we come, and we do believe we know whither we go. And everything 
doesn't die as you say it does. Why,' I went on, warming to my subject, 
'you and your silly parables—they leave out all the interesting parts! 
Of course man's life is like a river, but no sane man can doubt it's much 
more unlike any river you ever heard of; of course man is like an animal, 
but the whole point is that he's infinitely more unlike any animal that 
ever was made. If I 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 are really worth. Do you really think 
it's cleverer to say that man is like a monkey, which any child can see, 
or to say that he's amazingly unlike the wisest monkey that ever walked 
upright i You've left out God, my dear devil, and that's a mistake which 
only foolish men and foolish devils make.' 

I said all this without looking round, for I wanted to test my theory 
about him; you know it is written 'Resist the devil and he will flee from 
you- and, sure enough, when I looked round he wasn't anywhere to be 
seen. I settled down on my seat with a sigh of relief, and turned to the 
river once more; I hadn't been listening to it during our conversation, 
but now it was quite plain that it had something to say, and after all I 
suppose the river has known Eton and Eton boys longer than anyone else, 
so it had the right to speak. It said it in a queer mixed metre of its own— 
and it was something like this:— 

I see them as I pass, 
Fading flowers and withered grass, 
And the tired leaves falling, saith the river— 
But one thing standeth—the Word of God— 
And this is the truth I heard of God, 
That He endureth for ever. 

The world may pass away, 
And its pride lives but a day, 
Things seen are not eternal, saith the river— 
But all that cometh is still of God, 
And he that doeth the w i l l of God 
The same abideth for ever. 
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Listen once before you go 
How, as centuries ago, 
Still 'Lift up your hearts,' sings the river— 
Ye shall 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. 

SOME dreams are technically good, and some bad: I suppose this is tech­
nically a good dream, but I am not at all sure if it is good enough to tell 
you. I found myself in my dream in a small street; the name of it, as far 
as I could make out, was Quality Street, which seemed vaguely familiar; 
one side of it was occupied by a large establishment which seemed to be 
a kind of bazaar. Over the door was written in large letters, Free Gifts for 
all on Application. No Payment Required. 

With Christmas coming on, this seemed a very attractive offer, and I 
thought I would look in. When I entered the door I fell at once into the 
hands of an angel of a manager. I explained that I had only come to 
inspect, and he was most polite. 

'By all means- he said, 'we have had a lot of your young gentlemen in 
lately, but business is slow just now. I hoped Christmas would bring 
them in: perhaps it will still.' 

'But do I understand- I asked, 'that you really give things away for the 
asking?' 

'No, not things- he said, 'only qualities. We're the only firm in this 
business: a very old firm, founded nearly 2,000 years ago, in fact.' 

'What sort of qualities ?' I asked. 'Any sort ?' 
'Oh, only the best qualities- he answered laughing, 'all shops say that.' 
'But do you really give them away ?' I asked. 'It doesn't sound very 

business-like.' 
'Yes- he said, 'that is the first principle the Founder laid down. Ask 

and you shall receive, you know. Lowell put our principles into a 
couplet when he said: 

'Tis only heaven is given away, 
T i s God alone can be had for the asking.' 
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'But I don't see how it works- I said. 
'It's very simple- he answered. 'A boy comes in, let us say, and asks 

for courage: well, we find out what sort he wants and how much he 
wants: then we give it him.' 

'But does he become brave straight away ?' I inquired; 'because if so...' 
'Ah! no- he interrupted; 'we give him the quality, but he's got to use 

it: but if he doesn't use it, it won't work.' 
'Oh, like medicine, is it ?' said I, a little disappointed. 
'Well, if you like- he said, 'but I don't think that's a particularly good 

parallel. If you buy a motor and put it in a garage, it won't work much 
unless you use it. 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, qualities can go bad, can they ?' I inquired. 
'Certainly- he answered: 'a man with courage he never uses is 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 ask for ?' 
'Yes, if you really want it: we have our own means of knowing what 

you really want.' 
'But supposing some one comes in and asks for goodness straight away 

—what do you do then ?' 
'Come and see- he said. 

We passed over to the other side of the bazaar, where was a counter 
labelled GOODNESS. A customer stood there, and I saw a large parcel being 
made up: the customer looked a little embarrassed. 

'Can you send it for me?' he asked. 'This is the address: I don't want 
to be seen carrying anything quite so big.' 

'I'm afraid that's against the rules, sir- said the man who was serving 
him. 

'Well, can I have a little to go on with ?' said the customer. 
'Certainly, if you like.' 
'All right, then I'll send round for the rest.' 
'I'm afraid that's against the rules too, sir: "no man may deliver his 

brother"—-or his brother's goods either- he added under his breath. 
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'Oh, well, I think I'il just take this and call again later on,' he said, and 
he went out rather hurriedly, with a small packet. 

'You see,' said my guide with a sigh, 'that often happens. I daresay you 
remember St. Augustine's prayer: "O Lord, make me clean, but not 
yet": we've a lot of parcels here all ordered, but waiting to be called for.' 

One difficulty had been occurring to me, and I thought I would put it 
to him. 

'But I thought the theory was that it was better to give than to receive,' 
said I: 'and your establishment seems to keep all the giving to itself: isn't 
there anything for the customer to give ?' 

'Only one thing,' he answered. 
'And what's that ?' 
'Themselves,' said he. 'These people you see serving in the shop are 

all people who've done it: that's how we get our assistants. I'm only 
here to supervise and see to the stock. It's a very big business, and has 
been growing a good deal lately. But let me give you a copy of our 
prospectus—and here's another pamphlet you might care to see. It's got a 
certain local interest for you, and it deals with the point you were making 
just now. You see, you've been only asking questions, so you only get 
answers,' he ended with a smile. 

As a matter of fact I was just making up my mind what to ask for, and 
had decided on a few qualities I badly needed, when, as usually happens in 
dreams, I woke up just at the important moment. 

I suppose it was a dream, but there by my bedside was lying a copy 
of the New Testament with a little paper sticking out of it. I opened it 
and read:— 

Henry the Sixth was a tiny boy 
When a royal crown on his brow was set, 

And they told him This is king's employ 
Crowns to keep, and crowns to get.' 

Of heavy gold was King Henry's crown, 
The gold for which men scheme and strive; 

Glad, glad did he lay it down, 
For they longed to get and he to give. 

Henry the King let build a school 
Floruit, floreat, floret, 

And he gave his scholars a simple rule 
'Be it yours to 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' 
Would but my scholars remember i t ! 

Let others get: be it yours to give. 
Floreat, floret, floruit. 

King Henry's dead this many a day, 
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 D R E A M 
July, 1930. 

OF course one can never really explain dreams: the most one can do some­
times is to take them to bits and see 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 I've ever seen; mix them up with a hymn 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 Yard and something like the quadrangle at the Castle. Any­
how there they all were, formed up, and I was saying to my neighbour 
'Aren't they doing it well ? Now's the really exciting moment, when they 
march off the old Colours and the band plays Auld Lang Syne: it always 
makes me want to cry when I hear Auld Lang Syne !' 

We waited a moment and then—'Oh dear!' I cried, 'they're doing it all 
wrong! And that isn't the right tune!' 

For it certainly wasn't Auld Lang Syne: it wasn't even a band 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 rest 
stood at attention. 

'I 'm so sorry,' I said apologetically, 'I can't think what's happened: 
they were so good the other day. W h y it sounds as if they were singing, 
and I 'm sure that's all 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! 

As for the tune, well, I will get the choir to sing it to you and you will 
see what it sounded like. 

Well, that annoyed me a good deal, as I hope it has annoyed you. The 
music died away, and the scene faded out. 'It's all wrong somehow- I 
said, turning to my neighbour, who had changed into the Vice Provost, 
and I knew he would agree. 'When you love and honour a person or a 
place you can't help going on serving them whatever happens. Besides, 
the new Colours are just the same as the old, so it's silly to talk as if they 
were changing their service.' 

The screen (for I suppose it was a screen) had a startling way of 
reproducing my thoughts, for I suddenly saw what I believe is called a 
caption: 

Never forgotten shalt thou be 

in large letters, and heard a bar or two of a familiar tune. 
I was still gaping at this when it changed into another: 

Your Colours can bear no battle honours 

and the unseen orchestra began to play the National Anthem. I took off 
my hat and turned to speak to the Vice Provost, but he had changed into 
the King. I was getting a little on edge with all these quick changes, and 
I said rather irritably— 

.'I beg your pardon, sir, but I don't quite see what your Majesty means: 
of course the Corps doesn't go into battle: but I thought we were talking 
about boys at school: and you can't say they haven't battles to fight.' 

I thought the King looked a little surprised, and I was just going to 
apologise when the screen began working again, and showed in quick 
succession the final of the House Cup and a finish at Henley and a cheering 
crowd outside the pavilion at Lord's. 

I was so angry that I forgot who I was talking to, and I said rather 
shortly— 
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' O f course I didn't mean that sort of fight: I meant fighting for good­
ness and decency and trying to make the school a better place.' 

'I thought you said the fighting metaphor was played out- said a 
voice at my side. I turned round and saw it wasn't the King any more 
but a History Specialist. I was just going to speak to him rather sharply 
when I saw something new on the screen: it was a quotation from the 
Epistle to the Ephesians which we have been reading this half: 

We wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against 
the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in the heavenly places. 
Wherefore take unto you the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to withstand in the 
evil day. 

'Because a thing may be overdone it doesn't follow it isn't true,' I said 
rather irritably to the History Specialist. 'Anyhow, that's what I meant 
when I talked about batde honours.' 

'Most boys lose as many battles as they win,' said he. 
'So do most armies,' I retorted. ' I f you were a respectable Classical 

Scholar and a member of my Division, instead of being a miserable 
History Specialist, you would remember that Demosthenes says, "Never 
to fail is granted to the gods alone. All a man can do is to 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!' I retorted. ' I 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 the first 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, 
I think I will ask you to sing the words yourselves. 

Great Power inexpressible—Love, Beauty, Truth— 
Thou Father invisible, Guide of our youth: 
'Tis Thou that hast cared for us, watch o'er us still: 
Those good works prepared for us, grant we fulf i l ! 

For deeds unrewarded, for fights fought alone, 
Unthanked, unrecorded, imperfect, unknown, 
For each faithful failing, for courage restored, 
For love all prevailing, we thank Thee, O Lord. 
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Truths dimly discerned here God grant us to know: 
For life's lessons learned here give thanks ere we go: 
March off the old Colour! torn, faded—and yet 
In the new life and fuller we shall not forget! 

M O R E W O R D S W I T H THE DEVIL 
December, 1930. 

A FRIEND of mine had a curiously intimate conversation with the devil 
not long ago and I have his leave to tell you of it, as it is in some respects 
appropriate. My friend (whom we will call Smith, though of course 
that wasn't really his name) had been confirmed a few weeks before: 
he is, as you will see, of rather a thoughtful disposition, though I'm sure 
he wouldn't call himself clever. 

I ought to explain that of course he didn't know he was talking to the 
devil when the conversation began. The stranger had introduced himself 
as an old friend of the family, 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 interested him: 
he had known such a lot 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 vaguely that he thought it was all right, or something like 
that: but that he didn't feel very different. 

'Now that's just what puzzles me- said the stranger. 'I always supposed 
that Confirmation was intended to make people strong: but you tell me 
it doesn't. Then what does it do ?' 

Smith was getting very hot and bothered: he mumbled something about 
trying to do one's duty. 

'But I suppose you were doing that before ?' said the stranger. 'You 
must forgive my impertinence, but I'm only a plain man, and if Confir­
mation doesn't make people strong I confess I can't see the good of it.' 

Smith was getting more and more worried. I don't defend his lan­
guage, but after all there was some slight excuse for him. 'Who the devil 
is this chap ?' he said to himself, 'and why the devi l . . . ' Suddenly an idea 
came into his head: he looked at his visitor a little more closely. 'I 
wonder if it can possibly 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 
questions 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 oneself,' he said; 'to do what you want 

and make other people do what you want.' 
'Is that what you do yourself ?' asked Smith. 
The devil chuckled. 
'Oh, I get my own way pretty well,' he said. 'It's not always easy, but 

most people find themselves doing what I 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, I don't mean I'm a hard master,' he answered. 'I let them have 

their own way pretty well: my pleasure comes out of knowing I've got 
the whip hand if I want to use it. They do what I 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.' 
'In spite of having a master ?' 
The devil laughed. 
'Ah, that's part of the secret. I 'm careful not to tell them that. Half the 

fun is in seeing them thinking they're pleasing themselves.' 
'It doesn't sound very kind,' said Smith. 
'Kind!' cried the devil. 'I thought we were talking about strength. 

If you want strength you've no time to be kind. Don't you see that all 
this talk about kindness to others is just 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 I want: it's the one thing worth having.' 
'But it hardly seems as if there was enough to go round: the more 

power you've got the less I've got, and so on.' 
'Don't bother about other people,' said the devil. 'Get what you want 

and stick to it.' 
'But where do you come in ?' 
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'Oh, we won't quarrel about that: as I said just now, I'm not a hard 
master, and provided I get what I want I shan't grudge you your 
share.' 

'But what do you want ?' 
The devil paused for a moment. 
'I want . . ' he began. . . . But just then a sound in the street below: 

it was some children singing Christmas carols and the one they were sing­
ing was the Manger Throne. You know how it begins: 

Like silver lamps in a distant shrine 
The stars 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 I 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. 'I know 
what you want,' he said; 'you want to hear those bells again.' 

And as if in response to his words the voices of the carol singers 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 
In regis curia: 
O that we were there! 

The devil buried his face in his hands as he listened, and Smith, little as 
he liked him, couldn't help feeling sorry for him. 

'You poor devil,' he said, still with his hand on his shoulder. 'You poor, 
poor devil V 

They stayed like that in silence for a minute or two and then the carol 
singers began their third carol. It wasn't so good as the others, but as you 
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won't know it I have had it printed for you. And perhaps you will sing 
it yourselves, as I think you know the tune: 

Saviour, ere the world has crowned Thee, 
Cruel thorns Thy diadem, 

Hail, as first Thy shepherds found Thee, 
Hail, Thou Babe of Bethlehem! 

Born in weakness, ere before Thee 
Eastern lords their homage bring 

In Thy weakness we adore Thee, 
Hail, the world's Almighty King! 

Far and wide to every nation 
From that silent manger throne 

Rings the royal proclamation, 
Love is strong—and Love alone. 

Here is Strength, divine, prevailing, 
Here is Power for all who seek; 

Courage! ye whose faith is failing, 
Lift your hearts! Be strong, ye weak! 

Master, by the Faith that made Thee 
Strong to serve, to heal, 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 weakness make us strong! 

PALM SUNDAY 
March, 1931 

I WANT to try to carry you back for a few minutes to the evening of the 
first Palm Sunday in Jerusalem: but it must be at a later hour than this— 
an hour when all the city is asleep. A city asleep is always a wonderful 
thing to think of, as you read in Carlyle or in Wordsworth, and this city 
on this evening is well 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 sleep. Caiaphas and Annas, the 
High Priest and his father-in-law, must have feared and hated the enthusi-
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asm 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 dust of Jerusalem from his feet, and got back to the civilization 
which he knew at Rome! 

The apostles had gone home tired but happy—all but Judas, who was 
beginning to think that nothing much would come of it after all: what 
a pity to have let all that enthusiasm run to waste! And the crowd which 
had taken part in the proceedings—cannot 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 their rulers thought of it, wondering 
whether any good thing could really come out of Galilee ? 

And the ass—the ass on which Christ rode—was Chesterton altogether 
wrong when he makes the ass realize that this had been the great day of 
its life i 

Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb, 
I keep my secret still. 
Fools! For I also had my hour, 
One far fierce hour and sweet: 
There was a shout about my ears 
And palms before my feet. 

The city lies silent and asleep: 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, 'I tell 
you that if these shall hold their peace the stones will cry out' ? And so I 
want to read you some lines in which a modern writer has tried to recall 
for you the cry of the stones. I am always a little afraid of quoting verse, 
but this isn't very difficult to follow: I expect some of you will see from 
where he has stolen the metre. They are the stones upon the road along 
which Christ came from Bethany over the Mount of Olives, winding 
down past the Garden of Gethsemane and into what is now called the 
Golden Gate of the Temple. And this is what he heard them say— 

Great grey city, in the moonlight cold, 
Grey walls sleeping, where the gate gleams gold! 
There is silence in the Temple, where all the busy day 
The money changers take their toll before God's people pray; 
There is silence in the city, nor, till daylight dawns anew, 
Wil l the Jew despise the Gentile nor the Gentile scorn the Jew; 
And Caiaphas in sleep forgets to count his Temple gain, 
And sleep has stilled 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 H i m on the roadway where His ass might tread ? 
Crowds acclaiming H i m with one accord, 
Prince or Prophet or a King restored! 
Hosanna! this is He! 
Hail, King from Galilee! 
Blessed He that cometh in the Name of the Lord ! 

Sleep on, Peter, for thou canst 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 cast the thirty pieces down, the guerdon of thy guilt! 
Sleep poor Pilate, for the hours fly fast, 
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; 
Sleep, sad city: but awake are we, 
We little stones upon the road that winds from Bethany. 
O false and foolish Pharisees to still the people's shout, 
The very stones beneath your feet, He told you, shall cry out! 
There are stones upon the cruel road that leads to Calvary, 
There are stones beneath the cypresses 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, Man Divine! 
The stones that Thou hast trodden,, they can not forget! 

THE E N D OF THINGS 
Summer, 1931. 

' I HATE the end of the half- said the Boy. 
'I'm rather surprised to hear you say that,' said the Philosopher; 'I seem 

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 I mean- said the Boy. 'I mean I hate the thought 
of leaving.' 

'The happiest time of your life is over- said the Foolish Friend with a 
sigh. 
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' I can't imagine how you know that,' retorted the Philosopher, 'and 
as for you- he went on, turning to the Boy, 'I wish you'd tell me why 
you hate it so.' 

The Boy meditated for a few moments. 
'I hate thinking . . .' he began slowly. 
'You always did hate thinking- interrupted the Foolish Friend. 
'Don't try and be funny- said the Philosopher, frowning. 
'I hate thinking things will be going on without me- the Boy went on. 

(I forgot to say that they were sitting on one of the seats in Upper Club 
while the final of the Juniors was being played.) 'The chestnuts will all 
flower, and the elms 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 I shall be out 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. 'I shan't 
really know what's going on. Every one will be very nice to me, and I 
shall go to Chapel and sit in the wrong sort of seat, and they'll go into 
school, and I shall wish to goodness I could go too, and I shall feel abso­
lutely out of it.' 

'It seems to me- said the Philosopher, 'that it isn't so much leaving as 
being left that you mind.' 

'I don't quite see what you mean- said the Boy. 
'Well, you don't really like the school going on without you. Of 

course, I know you want it to- he went on, as the Boy showed signs of 
protest, 'but you don't like the feeling. One of the saddest poems any 
Etonian ever wrote has the refrain, "And I not there, and I not there." 
It's a perfectly natural feeling, but I don't think it's sound.' 

'Everything must come to an end- said the Foolish Friend helpfully. 
'It'll be all the same a hundred years hence.' 

'I don't believe either of those remarks means anything- said the 
Philosopher, 'and if they do I'm pretty sure they're false. "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 nonsense 
of that kind. They're quite real enough for me anyhow. I 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 here is no abiding: 

For Time and Space efface, efface 
A l l records men have written, 

Though graved upon the hardest stone 
Or steel by acid bitten. 

'You're got it all wrong,' said the Philosopher patiently. It's a poem 
Henley wrote about his quarrel with Stevenson, not a general statement 
about human life. I'll quote it you if you like: it's a lot better than that 
doggerel of yours, though much too pessimistic— 

O Time and Change, they range and range 
From sunshine round to thunder!— 

They glance and go as the great winds blow, 
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, 
W i t h the thick of the world between us.' 

There was a few moments' silence. 
'It comes to much the same anyhow- said the Foolish Friend. 
'Not it- said the Philosopher decidedly. 'Real things don't change, 

and Time and Space can't affect them. A great poem or a great statue 
or a great picture are every bit as good centuries after they were made and 
in any country they get to, and I don't see why what's true of works of 
art isn't true of works of goodness. If a friendship gets killed it wasn't 
the real thing. If there's anything real binding you to this place- he went 
on, turning to the Boy, 'that'll go on wherever you are and as long as you 
live—and longer still, I think, because good things don't die.' 

'Lots of beautiful things do die- the Boy objected. 'Look at flowers.' 
'I don't think flowers die if there's 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 people's minds since.' 

'It's not what most people mean by being alive- said the Boy. 
'No, but most people are almost always wrong- said the Philosopher. 
'Things you've done here don't cease to exist because you go away.' 
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' "The evil that men do lives after them"- quoted the Foolish Friend 
w i t h a sigh. ' "The good is oft interred w i t h their bones." What a 
wonderful way Shakespeare has of putting things !' 

' I t wasn't Shakespeare who said that- replied the Philosopher patiently: 
' i t was Mark Antony addressing a public meeting, and that is not where 
I should look for Shakespeare's o w n opinions. I ' m much more inclined 
to think that evil never really lives at all.' 

'Isn't that rather a dangerous doctrine ?' asked the Boy. ' I t sounds as if 
you could do anything you liked and it would all come right in the 
end.' 

' I t will all come right in the end- said the Philosopher, 'but you can 
delay its coming. What I mean is that a good thing done or said is some­
thing real and l iv ing, and that a bad thing is really a missed opportunity. 
When you miss a catch 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 I can't imagine 
any one missing catches for the fun of i t . T r y another metaphor: we've 
all got a j o b of building to do: if you don't lay your bricks, some one 
else w i l l have more to do: you can refuse to work and delay the building, 
but you can't really stop i t . When St. John talks of doing evil, he uses a 
w o r d which just means messing about and really doing nothing at all.' 

The Foolish Friend had been a little restive 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. I ' 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.' 

'I think you forget- answered the Philosopher, 'that if a thousand years 
are as yesterday it would seem to fol low 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, 'I wish I understood a bit more 
about Time and Space: I 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 t ry to think,' said the 
L 
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Philosopher. 'You don't really believe Heaven is "up there." but you 
can't help thinking as if it was 

'Do you mean it's all a fraud ?' asked the Boy. 
'Not a bit of it: they're perfectly real as far as they go, but they don't 

go all the way. There's a great passage in Revelation where the angel 
blows a trumpet and says Time shall be no longer, and the mystery of God 
will be revealed. Till then, they're like the field we've got to play in, and 
no sane boy ever refused 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 
place they happen in, just as a match you win or lose is a much more real 
thing than the ground you play on.' 

'But we only see such a little bit of it- said the Boy, 'and things often 
go horribly wrong, like that quarrel between friends he was talking of-
he added, nodding at the Foolish Friend. 

'They may- agreed the Philosopher, 'but they needn't—and as for that 
particular quarrel it did come right in the end: listen to the other verse— 

O Death and Time, they chime and chime 
Like bells at sunset falling!— 

They end the song, they right the wrong, 
They set 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 
As once in the grass together.' 

The party was silent for a few moments, and then the Boy said, 'I see 
you mean we aren't really at the mercy of Space and Time.' 

'Not we- said the Philosopher, 'we aren't their servants though we 
sometimes behave as if we were. We can see they aren't real, though we 
can only guess what's behind them. We're strangers and pilgrims on the 
earth, as the inscription on the walls of Chapel says. Which side do you 
sit?' 

'The South side- said the Boy. 
'Well you've seen it every day this half—confitentes quia hospites et 

peregrini sunt super terram, but I don't suppose you've ever read it.' 
'I'm not a great classical scholar- said the Boy, grinning. 
'That's a pity, for there's another little poem I want to repeat to you 

and it's got some Latin in it: but really Patria is about the hardest word it 
uses. 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 so very unlike leaving school after all. It was 
written by a Lincolnshire parson called Gales, who died three or four 
years ago, and I hope you will like it as much as I do.' 

THE LAST JOURNEY 

Thou, O Soul, alone must go 
(Non timebis, Anima) 

Thro' the passage of the snow 
(Viae finis Patria). 

Thou must come to thy Desire 
(Non timebis, Anima) 

Thro' the frost and thro' the fire 
(Viae finis Patria). 

Thou must come to thy Delight 
(Non timebis, Anima) 

From the deep and thro' the night 
(Viae finis Patria). 

Thou, O Soul, alone must fare 
(Non timebis, Anima) 

Thro' the solitudes of air 
(Viae finis Patria). 

At thy journey's end is rest 
Quia Christus passus est. 

From Selected Poems of R. L. Gales (pub. Brcntano's Ltd.) 

THE SAINTS HOSPITAL 
December, 1931. 

T H E dream which I am going to tell you to-night is not really a dream of 
my own but that of a friend of mine. I will call him Williamson, though 
that is not his name, because it is a non-controversial tide and suits the 
kind of straightforward, unimaginative person that he is. 

He tells me that he found himself standing in front of a large building 
over which was written in large letters 
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SAINTS HOSPITAL 

The inscription puzzled Williamson a little: 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; 
it is a hospital for Saints; just as one might say "Dogs' Home"- he added 
kindly. 

'But I shouldn't have thought they would want a hospital all to them­
selves- said Williamson. 'And look at that fellow going in now: he doesn't 
look like my idea of a Saint!' 

'I wonder- said the stranger, 'if you have ever heard of the Naturalist 
who told his friend a bird was a Yellow Hammer ? "It's not 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. You see Saints aren't people who are perfect, but 
people who are trying to be better, and aren't ashamed to say so, and 
to come for treatment. But perhaps you would like to go in and have a 
look?' 

Williamson 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 work. Should we go to the Eye Department first ?' 

As they turned in that direction a man hurried past them whom 
Williamson thought he recognized. 'Isn't that So-and-So ?' he asked, 
naming a well known painter. 'I shouldn't have thought there was much 
the matter with his eyes: surely he sees perfectly already.' 

'The question really is, What does he see ?' said the stranger. 'I expect 
he's found out that he only sees how clever he is, and that's hardly worth 
seeing, is it i' 

'Oh, that's a different kind of thing- said Williamson: ' I mean, he sees 
things, doesn't he ?' 

'I am not at all sure that he sees the glory of God,' said the stranger, 
'and after all, I suppose that's the thing that's best worth seeing. There is 
good reason for believing that only the pure in heart do that.' 



FINAL ETON FABLES 165 

'I 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 a look 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 a fine figure of a man stood waiting for his turn. 

' I t doesn't look as if there was much the matter w i t h him,' he observed. 
'Oh, he knows he can run all r ight - 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 Psalms, you may remember, whose feet were swift to shed 
blood, and that wouldn' t be much use for a Saint, would it ? The whole 
question is,' he went on, 'what his legs were given h im for: if they were 
given h i m to hurry to the help of other people, it's a great pi ty if he only 
uses them to get prizes for himself.' 

He was going on w i t h his explanation, which Williamson privately 
thought a little tedious, when they were interrupted by an argument from 
the other side of the passage: one of the patients seemed to be arguing 
w i t h a doctor and holding forth w i t h great vigour and eloquence. 

'What's the matter w i t h that chap ?' asked Williamson. 
'Oh, he's come to have his voice attended t o - said the stranger. 
'I shouldn't have thought there was much the matter w i th that,9 said 

Williamson, dryly ; 'he seems pretty well able to say anything he wants.' 
'Yes, that's just the difficulty- said the other: 'he's always talking about 

himself; it's a very painful affliction and one of the hardest to cure: that's 
what he's come about. But we get some surprising results in time.' A n d 
he went on, half to himself, 

For flattering and deceitful lips, 
And tongues that be so stout 

To speak proud words and make great brags, 
The Lord shall soon cut out. 

For they say still 'We wi l l prevail, 
Our lips shall us extol, 

Our tongues are ours: we ought to speak: 
What lord shall us control ?' 

"There is nothing the matter with you, I suppose,' he went on, turning 
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suddenly to Williamson. 'I was wondering if by any chance you were 
just a little deaf.' 

'Nonsense,' said Williamson; 'I can hear perfectly well.' 
'I wasn't sure that you heard all that I was saying,' said his friend. 
'I can hear everything I want to hear, thank you,' said Williamson, 

who hadn't been attending very closely and was getting a little annoyed. 
'Oh, but that's so easy,' 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 a little, but the stranger did not seem to notice. 
'And then there's another thing,' he went on more gravely; 'there's 

the cry of the poor: it's very loud really, but a lot of people hardly seem to 
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. 'I mean the voice of God,' 

he said. 
Williamson was a little taken 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 a big Hall behind them, and a lot 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 simple question to put. 
'Oh, it's just time for Prayers,' said his guide: 'of course you can't come 

to the service as you aren't a patient yet, but perhaps you'd like to hear 
the hymn they sing at the beginning.' 

So they sat at the back of the Hall and Williamson wrote down for me 
the words he heard. Perhaps he didn't get them quite right for, as you 
wi l l see, 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 perhaps we may as well try and sing it 
together. 

Our eyes were blind, our selfish senses sealed, 
Unseen Thy glories and Thy grace unsung, 

But Thou, O Lord, with gentle hand hast healed 
Our stricken sight and touched our trembling tongue. 

Our hearts were hard, our ears were dull of hearing, 
Thy wisest words were foolish 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 I have a look at one of them ?' I asked. 
'I don't see why not,' he answered. 'It can't do any harm now: you'll 

see it's all very obvious. But then I thought it always was obvious- he 
ended with a sigh, 'only they wouldn't see it.' 

He handed me a small sheaf of papers headed Peter. I took the papers 
and looked at them: they were like a single actor's part in a play with the 
cues given where he had to come in. The first words written for Peter 
to say were: 

'Lord, I will go with thee both to prison and to death.' My friend was 
looking over my shoulder as I read. 

'It looks so easy to remember, doesn't it ?' he said. 'He'd said it only a 
few hours before: but there was his cue plain enough. "Enter multitude 
with swords and staves." 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: only just general notes as to being crucified: 
it only meant providing a fourth cross.' 

'But I don't understand- I began 
'If you'll turn over the page- he interrupted- 'you'll see the second 

draft: it's all just on the same plan.' 
I turned over and read—Scene: High priest's court. The Maid speaks, 

'Thou also wast with Jesus.' Peter: 'Let me go to him now, that I may 
die with him.' 

To end of scene as in Draft I. 
'Don't you understand 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 rest of them: there's a part for each of the eleven 
Apostles, there's a speech for Pilate to make dismissing the charge, there's 
a part for Judas too. I kept hoping to the last he would remember it, but 
the poor fellow went and hanged himself, and after that there was no 
more that I could do.' 

'But who are you ?' I cried, 'and how do you know these things ?' 
'I am what I expect you would call the Recording Angel- he answered: 

'it's not a name I'm very fond of myself, for it suggests crimes and 
punishments, and leaves out the best half of my work.' 

'What do you mean by that ?' I asked. 
'All this I've just 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 I suppose you'd hardly call that "recording." ' 

'But if it's all writ ten down beforehand,' I began, 'doesn't that mean 
it's all fixed—oh n o - I interrupted myself, 'I see it can't mean that, or 
Peter couldn't have forgotten his part. But don't you write down the 
wrong things too ?' 

'No t beforehand- he said. 'We prepare good things for people to say, 
just as we prepare good works for them to do. I 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.' 

I meditated on this for a l i t t le: then I asked another question. 
'Do you mean that you've got all my part writ ten down ?' 
' O f course I have- he said smiling, 'yours and everybody else's. I can't 

let you see i t , but there's no great mystery about i t : if you went home 
and really thought about it I expect you could do it all for yourself. Y o u 
see you hardly ever have any doubt what other people ought to do and 
say, so w h y should there be any more doubt about you ?' 

I felt the conversation was getting a little too personal, so I thought I 
would change the subject. 'I know it seems a silly question- I began, 'but 
w h y do you keep them in an Appointment Book ?' 

He smiled as he handed me the book. 'You haven't got it quite r ight -
he said; 'you see it's a Disappointment Book really.' 

'May I look inside ?' I asked. He nodded, and I opened i t . 
'What have you opened at?' he said. ' A h yes, Pilate's speech; I was 

rather proud of that, I 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. There it is, all ready for h im to say.' I looked again and I read: 

What evil hath this man done ? If he be indeed King of the Jews I know not, and if he be 
the Son of God I know not, but this I know of a surety, that he is a just man and against 
the just law of Rome he hath offended nothing at all. Ye say that if I let him go I am not 
Caesar's friend, but I would have you know that the friends of Caesar are those who act justly 
in his name. I find no fault in this man: I w i l l therefore let him go. 

'I suppose he would have been recalled if he'd said that,' I remarked as 
I gave the paper back. 

'Oh, I think so- he said; 'the rest of his part is quite interesting but I 
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 f ind the answer to his 
famous question. But all that had to wait.' 
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'There's one thing I still don't understand- said I: 'if you don't mind 
my asking. What is the good of keeping these old records of what might 
have been ?' 

'Ah, there you're getting out of my depth- he answered. 'I can't tell 
you. Some people say the past is past and can't be undone: I'm not so 
sure of that. My business is just to keep the records, and these particular 
ones I 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 first—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 sigh. 

'All but Judas ?' I asked, below my breath. 
He nodded. 
'But I haven't given up hope- he said. 'Even Judas may come in time, 

and he repeated half under his breath the words, 'that the words of Christ 
might be fulfilled which he spake, of those which thou hast given me I 
lost not one.' 

A D R E A M OF JUDGEMENT 
July, 1932. 

IT is never very interesting or very profitable to investigate the origins of 
dreams, but it is possible that the dream I am going to tell you to-night has 
some faint connection with a story I told you the other day. You may 
possibly remember the forms of punishment in that school in Kashmir-
the mirrors in which the conceited boy had to look at himself till he was 
sick 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 I saw was a room containing three people: 
the room itself was not 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 I could only dimly see. One of them was a well 
set up man of about fifty: he was well dressed and had all the appearance 
of a gentleman: the tie he was wearing—but perhaps I'd better not men­
tion it: there are so many of these regimental and public school ties 
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about, and after all the l ight wasn't very good. But, as I was saying, he 
was clearly a gentleman, and, what is more, a gentleman w i t h a good 
opinion of himself, though I couldn't help feeling that at the moment he 
was a little nervous. This was confirmed by the first words I heard. 

' Afraid ?' he was saying, ' o f course I ' m not afraid! What is there to be 
frightened of? I've got a perfectly good case, and I ' m glad of the chance 
of putting i t . I never asked to be born into this w o r l d : if I had, I agree 
it would be different: but I didn't. I was put in here without my consent, 
and told to keep a lot of rules which didn't appeal to me. I've l ived my 
o w n life in my o w n way. I don't set up to be better than other people— 
but I don't propose to be judged by a lot of Sunday School Standards— 
and so you can tell them!' 

' I ' m afraid I have nothing to do w i t h the judging, ' said the other 
politely: 'I'm only here in case any one has anything they specially wish 
to say.' 

'We l l , that's what I want to say- retorted the first speaker. 'I claim 
to be judged by my o w n standards.' 

'I 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 I see 
they're ready for y o u - he went on, as the door opened. 'You w i l l find 
me here when you come back.' 

When he had gone, the guardian, w h o m I suppose I had better call an 
Angel (though I really don't know how I 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, w i th a 
ferret-like face and small shifty eyes: but he was well enough dressed and 
spoke w i t h no trace of accent. 

'Blustering fellow, that!' he remarked, nodding at the door through 
which his companion had departed. 'It'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. I 
know the laws of evidence as wel l as most people, and what's not proved 
can't be punished. N o , 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, sir,' said the angel, and the ferret-faced man went out 
after straightening his tie before the glass. 
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The angel glanced at a piece of paper which had been handed to him 
and turned to the man in the chair. "What has happened ?' he asked. The 
other's face was buried in his hands, and his body was shaken with 
sobs. 

'What has happened ?' said the angel again. 'All is well!' 
At that the man raised his head and I saw to my amazement that it 

was the same fellow who had left the room so jauntily a few moments 
before. 

'All well ?' he cried. 'How dare you mock me by saying that ? I have 
seen myself as I really am, and you dare to tell me that all is well!' 

'You've passed the first examination- said the angel quietly. 
The other looked at him in amazement. 
'Passed ?' he said. 'How can I have passed ? I never said a word!' 
'That's not always necessary- said the angel. 'Won't you tell me just 

what happened ?' 
The other passed his hand over his brow. 'I don't really think I can-

he said after a pause. 'You see, nothing really happened at all. I found 
myself in a kind of operating theatre—rather like a place where I once 
went to be X-rayed: I remember the same motto was on the wall, 
Quicquid latet apparehit. No one asked me to say anything, but when the 
rays were turned on I just saw—saw myself and all I'd done, and somehow 
—I don't suppose you'll believe this part- he broke off. 

'Oh yes, I shall- said the angel gently. 
'Well, I saw all the things I hadn't done—all the things I should have 

done if I'd been true to those standards I was talking about just now—and 
—and—well, that was quite enough for me. I suppose I fainted: anyhow 
I can't remember any more till I found myself back here—and now you 
say I've passed! It simply can't be true.' 

'Of course, it's only the qualifying examination- the angel reminded 
him. 'If you see you might have done better, and are sorry about 
it, that's all that's essential at this stage. But here's our other man 
returning.' 

The door opened and the ferret-faced man was shown in: the angel 
received a paper from, the attendant and glanced at it, knitting his brows 
as he read. 

'Oh, that's well over- said the ferret-faced man, taking a deep breath. 
'I can't think how they made me talk so much when I'd made up my 
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mind to hold my tongue, but I don't think I gave much away. After all, 
they can't convict a man on his own evidence, can they i* 

'So you did speak after all ?' said the angel. 
'Yes, I can't think why, but when they sat me down there, I felt I'd 

better have the whole thing out, so I told them the whole yarn, and I 
flatter myself it was an eye-opener. I said, Now I'm going to tell you a 
lot of things you didn't know: you can't count it against me, mind; I know 
the laws of evidence.' 

'So you told them everything ?' asked the angel again. 
'Every blessed thing!' said the other, chuckling. 'I told them all about 

the prospectus, and the faked report from the agent, and the bogus shares: 
you should have seen them stare. But the best thing was that Housing 
scheme: we cleared half a million out of that and I got a knighthood: that 
was the smartest thing I ever did!' 

'And you weren't at all ashamed ?' asked the angel. 
'Ashamed ? Why should I be ashamed ? I didn't make a fool of myself, 

did I ? I saw they were clever people and I told them the whole yarn. 
The children of this world, I said, are wiser than the children of light, 
and I don't mind telling you this, but mind, you can't bring it up against 
me: it's all in confidence. But I'm thirsty after all that talking. Can I 
have a drink?' 

The angel nodded towards a table at the side. While the man was 
mixing himself a drink, still chuckling to himself, he looked again at the 
paper in his hand. I saw the writing—He must fail, unless you can find any 
redeeming feature. 

The angel sighed and turned to him again. 
'So you told them everything ?' he said again. 
'Every blessed thing! About myself, I mean: of course I didn't mention 

any other names. I didn't feel like doing that, and thank God! they didn't 
ask me.' 

'Did you say, "thank God" ?' asked the angel sharply. 'Why?' 
The other man stared at him. 
'What do you mean ?' he said, 'one doesn't give one's pals away.' 
'Thank God!' said the angel in his turn; 'there may be just a chance 

after all.' 
He spoke half under his breath, and was just going to say something 
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more when I heard a sound of singing outside and the words, as far as I 
could distinguish them, were something like this: 

Lord of all, to Whom alone 
All our hearts' desires are known, 
When we stand before Thy throne 

Jesu, hear and save! 

Son of man, before Whose eyes 
Every secret open lies 
At Thy great and last assize 

Jesu, hear and save! 

Son of God, Whose angel host 
(Thou hast said) rejoiceth most 
O'er the sinner who was lost, 

Jesu, hear and save! 

Saviour, Who didst not condemn 
Those who touched Thy garment's hem, 
Mercy show to us and them, 

Jesu, hear and save! 

Lord, the Way to sinners shown, 
Lord, the Truth by sinners known, 
Love Incarnate on the throne, 

Jesu, hear and save! 

A CHRISTMAS FABLE 
Christmas, 1932. 

THERE were six of them in the stable: of course the Ass and the Ox had 
been there all the time, and then there was the little Lamb which the 
shepherds had left as a present. They had got to understand one another's 
ways, but the three newcomers were alt strangers; there was the 
horse on which Melchior had come (only he liked to be called a Rouncy), 
and Caspar's camel and Balthasar's dromedary, and the two last in particu­
lar were quite unfamiliar. So they naturally drew apart in two groups, 
watching each other rather closely. 

It was the Rouncy which began the conversation. 'If you ask me- he 
said, 'it seems to me rather a lot of fuss about nothing: fancy coming all 
the way from Arabia to see a baby in a manger!' 

The Dromedary snorted. ' I f you'd come from Samarkand- he said, 
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'that would be something worth mentioning: but I agree with you that 
there was nothing much to see.' 

'Samarkand ? pooh!' said the Camel; 'when we reached Samarkand we 
thought our journey almost done: we came from far Cathay.' 

This remark rather discountenanced the others, as indeed it was meant 
to do, and there was a pause before the Rouncy began again. 

'I don't see the sense of giving a baby gold- he said. 
'Or frankincense, either- chimed in the Dromedary: 'you brought 

frankincense, didn't you?' he went on, turning to the Camel. 'We 
brought myrrh, and I'm sure I don't know what that was for.' 

' I f we brought frankincense- said the Camel, 'you may be sure that we 
had our reasons.' 

'It isn't at all an ordinary baby- put in the Ass, who had been listening 
all the time. 

'Not by any means- said the Ox and the Lamb in chorus. 
The Rouncy turned rather pointedly to the Dromedary. 'Babies are 

very useless things- he said, 'weak and useless: 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 strength of a horse.' 

'Who asked you to speak?' said the Rouncy angrily: 'what do you 
know about it ? An Ass like you!' 

'In this country to ride on white asses is a great honour- the Ass 
retorted. 

'Now I know what is meant by a one-horse country!' said the Rouncy. 
'It is written in our sacred books- said the Ass, ' "Be ye not like unto 

horse and mule which have no understanding," and you certainly under­
stand nothing about this baby.' 

'I suppose you know a great deal- said the other with a sneer. 
'I keep my eyes open- said the Ass, 'and before now a relation of mine 

has seen an angel which a prophet could not see.' 
'And have you seen any angels ?' 
'Plenty of angels, plenty of angels- said the Ox. 'We all saw them— 

—and heard them too- he added slowly. 
'And what did they say ?' asked the Dromedary. 
'You were there at the beginning- said the Ox to the Lamb. 'What 

did they say?' 
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'They said we should find Christ in the manger- said the Lamb rather 
timidly. 

'Christ ?' said the Dromedary. 'What does that mean ?' 
'It means the Anointed Son of God- said the Ass: 'didn't you know that ?' 

he went on, addressing the Camel. 
The Camel was rather confused, for Camels are always supposed to 

know the hundred names of God, while no one else knows more than 
ninety-nine: that is why they look so proud: but the Camel was not 
quite sure, so he only looked dignified and contemptuous and said 
nothing. 

'And what do you know of God ?' asked the Rouncy in a sneering tone. 
'I know He takes care for oxen- said the Ox; 'He laid it down that we 

weren't to be muzzled when we tread out the corn.' 
'There's a tradition in my family- said the Ass, 'that our king is going 

to come to us one day riding upon an ass: and my own idea is that this 
is he.' 

'And he'll ride upon you, I suppose!' said the Rouncy scornfully. 
'He may- said the Ass, 'but I am afraid I should be too old by then.' 
'And what about him?' said the Dromedary, looking at the Lamb. 

'How does he eome in ?' 
'I'm afraid I shan't be much use- said the Lamb modestly, 'but I thought 

perhaps I might be used for a sacrifice. You see they always do sacrifice 
lambs- he went on apologetically, 'so I thought if I was very good, I 
might be used for that.' 

The Rouncy laughed contemptuously. 
'That's a pleasant prospect- he said, 'why, when I go into battle I don't 

intend to be sacrificed: my neck is clothed with thunder 
'Oh yes, I know- said the Ass; 'and you say, "Ha, ha!" I always thought 

that a particularly silly thing to say.' 
There was an uproar at this. Every one except the Camel began speak­

ing at once. At last the Ox made himself heard. 'Do be quiet- he said, 
'I think they are singing something next door and I want to listen.' 

'Well, I don't- said the Dromedary, 'let's ask the Camel what he 
thinks.' 

The Camel cleared his throat: he had thought of something clever to 
say. 'I remember a phrase in the Greek poets- he said- "A great Ox has 
stepped upon my tongue": it means that we should be silent- he explained 
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in a patronising tone, 'and I think we might well adopt my friend's 
suggestion.' 

So they listened, 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 angels without number 

Fill the air to guard Thy rest. 

Hark! I hear their pinions beating, 
Hark! they sing their song again, 

Oft their blest refrain repeating 
'Peace on earth, good wi l l to men V 

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 a world as this ? 

Can i t be that foes wi l l hate Thee, 
Friends betray Thee with a kiss ? 

Nay, Thou bringest power unfailing 
From Thy Father's home above, 

Power immortal, all prevailing, 
A l l things else 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. I t w i l l be noticed that Dr. Watts has borrowed some o f 
the lines for his Cradle Hymn.) 

THE CLOCK 

As I lie in bed listening to the clock striking, and guessing what the 
hour is going to be, I have sometimes wondered whether the last stroke 
but one feels a little annoyed to find that it isn't really the important one, 
and whether there's any feeling of jealousy about it- The other night 
I was fortunate enough to hear a little discussion between the several 
strokes of the Cathedral clock, so that I am able to tell you the answer. 

M 
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There is ill-feeling, but they had the self-restraint to discuss the question 
in an orderly manner. 

'How can there be any question ?' said the First Stroke. 'I am the one on 
which all depends; without me the rest of you would have no meaning. 
It stands to reason that first is best: the two words are really synonymous, 
as all language shows.' 

'Mere priority in time means nothing-retorted the Second Stroke. 'You 
appeal to language, but all literature is against you. "Two are better than 
one," said the wisest of the Hebrews, and the Greeks have a proverb 
that it is when two go together that real strength is found.' 

'You seem to forget- said the Third,' that three are necessary for a perfect 
unity; it would be wrong to introduce theology (and we have a rule 
against it in our discussions), but I may at least remind you that three, not 
two, is the number of the Graces.' 

The Fourth Stroke snorted angrily. 'It is ridiculous- he said-to talk as if 
three were the number of perfection; who ever heard of a three-legged 
animal ? and even-the tricycle, that ridiculous vehicle, has fallen into dis­
repute: to stand four-square is the highest of praises—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 justice. I'm sure I can't help being odd, but 
they always talk as if it were in some way a defect!' 

'Forgive me- broke in the Seventh Stroke/for speaking out of my turn, 
but I 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 I may say that no one doubts that the pillars of wisdom are Seven.' 

The Sixth Stroke was unperturbed. 'I 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 
"Six" is regarded in sporting circles as one of the most glorious of things: 
what other number has such honour paid to it ?' • 

'I can answer that question- said the Eighth Stroke.' "AnEight"is at least 
as glorious a thing as "a Six," and in my opinion, far more graceful.' 

The Ninth Stroke was impatient to speak. 'I was sorry-she said, 'to hear 
our sister Five speak so gloomily; she alone has given her name to a 
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French verb: five-ocloquer is (or was before France fell) a word of high 
repute, and as for her view that odd numbers are despised, has she for­
gotten the Nine Muses i that choice proves Nine to be the source of all 
literature.' 

' "Mystrength,"' quotedthe Tenth Stroke dreamily- "is as the strength of 
ten"; I can never forget that well-deserved compliment, and am prepared 
to rest my claims on i t . ' 

'How foolish is this talk'! said the Eleventh Stroke; ' i t is beside the point 
to talk of literature and mysticism. Every one knows that the Eleventh 
Hour is the hour of crisis, and therefore unmistakably the most important 
of all.' 

' "The end,"' said the Twelfth Stroke,' "crowns the work." I come last 
because that is the post of honour; I appeal to the evidence of all 
ecclesiastical processions.' 

They had all listened without undue impatience while each claim was 
put forward, but now all began to speak 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 deeper 
voice which came from the bell itself. 

'Peace! my children-it said. ' I t is my duty to remind you of two simple 
facts. The first that each of you is in 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 I may say so) in a special sense the founder of bells; let us, as 
the time has come, all unite in striking the hour of midnight to His honour 
and glory.' 

THE BUILDERS 

I WAS passing through the cloisters rather late one evening in August; I 
can't remember the reason—I suppose it was that I had left my spectacles 
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 Norman crypt which we have just been turning into an air-raid 
shelter (and a very good shelter too, for they knew how to build in the 
eleventh century). I couldn't see him at all clearly, but I thought I had 
better find out what he was doing there. 

'Good evening!' I said. 'Were you just having a look round ?' 
'Yes, sir- he said; he spoke a little slowly, as if he was picking his words 

rather carefully. 'I always like to have a look round about now; it's a bit 
of an anniversary for me, you see.' 

'Oh, .really ?' said I, wondering what sort of an anniversary it could be. 
'Yes, sir; it was this very day we began the job—very different things 

looked then, I can tell you!' 
'What job was that?' I asked, still a good deal bewildered. 
My unknown friend chuckled. 
'Oh come, sir! Surely you're the Dean—what used to be called the Prior 

in my time. Don't tell me you didn't know this was the day we began 
to build the Cathedral! I remember it as if it was yesterday—the Bishop 
and the Prior (as it might be you, sir) saying the prayer and cutting the 
first sod, and we all waiting ready to begin. No. I shan't ever forget the 
11th of August—it was the biggest job I ever had a hand in.' 

I was a good deal puzzled, as you can imagine, but I decided to humour him. 
'Come and sit down on one of these seats-Isaid, 'and tell me all aboutit.' 
We settled ourselves on a seat. 
'The Bishop was Bishop Carileph, wasn't it ?' I asked, to give him some­

thing of a lead. 
'Yes sir, Carileph or St. 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 his big ideas from. My word, sir, he was a determined 
gentleman! He had the whole Cathedral planned out in his mind right 
from the start, and a fine place he meant it to be. "William," he'd say to 
me. (I was in charge of the workmen and he'd talk to me as much as 
to any one, and he liked me for having the same name as him.) "William, 
you and I are going to build the biggest and finest church in this little 
island." "It'll cost a rare lot, my lord," I said, just to see what he'd say. 
"Cost?" he said, "I don't mind what it costs; all you've got to do is to 
get on with the work." ' 

'"Tax not the royal saint with vain expense-" I muttered under my 
breath. 
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'No, sir, I don't think I'd go so far as to call him a saint- said my friend, 
who clearly hadn't recognized the quotation. 'He was a proud man and 
stood up to the King when he wanted him to give up the Castle; the 
King sent him out of the country for three years. I don't know the 
rights of it myself, for that was before my time, but he was a bad King 
and came to a bad end, so maybe the Bishop wasn't to blame. But he was 
a hard man, too: he turned out the monks he found here—not that they 
were much loss by all accounts—cleared 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 was the first job I had, building them a 
place to live in.' 

'Where was that ?' I asked. 
"Why, where I was coming from when you saw me; I thought I'd like 

to see how it had lasted all these years, and wonderful well it's stood; 
well built it was, though I say it what shouldn't!' 

'You mean the Norman crypt, do you ?' said I. 
'Crypt?' he answered. 'It wasn't a crypt then, but just all the place 

they had to live in—bigger than it is now, and the windows are all blocked 
up: its wonderful how the earth outside seems to have mounted up. In 
my day it stood clear, 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 start his 
great building.' 

'It was a fine building, wasn't it i that old church- I asked. 
'Yes, sir, and it seemed 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 stone of it! He was a masterful man, he was, but it 
was a pleasure to work for a gentleman who knew his own mind—not 
like some I could name!' 

'I suppose you worked for several Bishops!' I said, still far from certain 
what to make of him. 

'Only one other Bishop, sir—Bishop Flambard: he was what I call an 
in and out sort of gentleman; sometimes he'd be all for the building, and 
some fine work I did for him—the great west door, that was the best 
thing we did in his time. But then at times he'd say there was no money 
to spare, and the Prior had to do the best he could, and I will say the 
monks didn't spare the money; when there was no Bishop, after my 
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first master died, they had to carry on all by themselves for three years or 
so. There were some of them who wanted to alter Bishop Carileph's plan, 
but I said to them that if they did that they could find another builder, 
and they came round in the end. You see, I had all the plans and they 
knew I meant what I said.' 

'And did you see it finished ?' I asked. 
"Well, sir, in one way I did, and in another way I didn't; thirty years 

old I was when I began and when I was sixty I was getting a bit worn out, 
but I stayed on here another ten years, and saw the job done. And a fine 
forty years work it was! Why they tell me with all your new machinery 
it takes you longer than that to build a Cathedral nowadays.' 

'It does, indeed- I said. 'But tell me, isn't it rather a shock to you to 
see all the changes since your time ?' 

My friend chuckled again. 
'Ah, well, sir, after a few hundred years one gets used to it! I won't say 

there don't seem 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 were talking of, the crypt, I think you called it. Well, they tell 
me you're using it as a shelter against the Germans; there weren't any 
Germans in my time that I ever heard of, but if they're like the Scots we 
had to deal with it's as well to be on the safe side. Nasty, treacherous 
fellows they were, to be sure, though their King did come to help in laying 
our foundation stone. No, I don't quarrel with changes like that. And 
then there's plenty of good new work been done; I've met the men who 
built the Galilee and the Nine Altars and I always tell them I'm proud to 
know good workmen like that. There's no jealousy among honest crafts­
men; good material, good tools, and good fellowship—that's what makes 
a craftsman's paradise! Not that all workmen are like that. I wish they 
were!' 

'I suppose you do get rather a mixed lot ?' said I. 
'Not in our place, sir- he answered, with an emphasis 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 sing about that kind of 
workmen, not very polite, I'm afraid.' 

Poor stone, poor tools, conceited fools, 
Timbers, that split and swell, 

And men who shirk and scamp their work 
They make a craftsman's . . . 
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'Well, sir, you can finish it for yourself. Old Prior Turgot was very 
strong against bad language: 'I'll have no swearing in the monastery 
grounds," he used to say. If he caught a monk saying what he shouldn't 
he'd clap him in the prison for a day or two on bread and water.' 

'How did you like the monks ?' I asked. 'Were they good fellows to 
work with ?' 

'Ah, well, sir, you meet all sorts—there's good monks and bad, just as 
it is with craftsmen. You know their motto is that Work is Prayer, 
and some of them would take it out in one way, and some in another, and 
then there were some who didn't seem to make much of a hand at either. 
It's a sound motto, it always seems to me: it isn't every one who's fit to be 
on his knees all day. I remember one young monk . . .' he rambled on 
with various pictures of the monks of his day, but I'm afraid my attention 
wandered a little. I was, as you will believe, a little confused at my strange 
interview, and found it hard to think clearly. I found myself thinking 
over that old Benedictine motto: Qui laborat orat, and wondering how 
true it was; Clough, I remembered, had written a poem about it—how 
did it go ? I could only vaguely recall the last lines— 

Ah, not unowned, Thou shalt unnamed forgive, 
In worldly walks the prayerless heart prepare; 

And if in work its life it seems to live 
Shalt make that work be prayer. 

And I remembered Bishop Gore saying to me that that seemed to him 
to say perfectly what was often said all wrong. But while I was dreaming 
like this I seemed to hear a chant arising all round me; I couldn't tell 
exactly where it came from—it might have been from the Cathedral 
or the crypt or the cloisters, or from all of them singing together, and 
this is what they seemed to me to say: 

There are some that pray from the printed book. 
And some from the heart alone, 

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 set on the furrows he turns, 
The prayer of his hands is good. 

The smith, and the cunning worker in iron, 
Therein is their heart's desire. 

The heat of the furnace may mark their flesh 
And they wrestle wi th flame of the fire; 
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Though their heart be set 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 Sirach saith, 
The city is built and stayed, 

The work of their craft shall speak for them 
In the things that their hands have made: 

For in every beam that he sets aright 
And in every stone he lays. 

If his heart be pure and his hand be sure, 
The labourer kneels and prays! 

As the chant ended, I sat up, and rubbed my eyes. I had been reading 
the thirty-eighth chapter ofEcclesiasticus not long before, and I was awake 
enough to know that most of the words came from there, but was I 
really awake at all ? I looked round; my companion had gone, and I was 
sitting on the seat alone. 

So I went on into the Cathedral to continue my hunt for my spectacle 
case. 
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THE PRICE OF LOVE 
October, 1943. 

' I KNOW you'll think me old fashioned- began the Parson, 'but I shall 
go on saying that Beauty, Truth and Goodness are the only things that 
are real.' 

'You can shorten it a bit, if you like- said the Poet, 'for "Beauty is 
Truth" you know.' 

'You might do it in one- put in the Man of Science, 'for Truth really 
covers the lot.' 

'You may be right, for all I know- said the Parson, 'but my point is 
that God's greatest gift to man is the power to love, to search for Beauty 
and to care for Truth, and that it's given, so far as this world goes, to man 
alone.' 

'I don't mind your being old fashioned- said the Philosopher, 'but you 
must allow me to say that the Church hasn't always used the gift with 
much intelligence!' 

'Hear, hear!' said the Artist and the Scientist. 
'Oh, I grant you that- answered the Parson, 'what I 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, besides being Love Himself, He's the source of all 
Beauty and in Him are all the treasures of Wisdom and Knowledge 
hidden. When you fellows 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 ?' asked the Plain Man. 'Look 
at dogs.' 

'I think they learnt from us all they really know about it- answered 
the Parson. 'I mean, how to love their masters. Mother-love with them 
lasts 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 themselves look attractive, but I agree that that's 
hardly a disinterested love of Beauty. Cows certainly don't admire 
sunsets!' 

'As for Truth- said the Scientist, 'I expect you're right. I never thought 
much of the so-called learned animals.' 

'What do you think ?' asked the Parson, turning to the Philosopher. 
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'I think you're right on the whole,' said he. 'But I think you parsons 
make a great mistake in talking so much about the gifts and saying so 
little about the price.' 

'But you don't pay for gifts, surely ?' objected the Plain Man. 
'For these gifts you do- said the Philosopher. 'Think how musicians 

suffer from discords—or think of old Ruskin driven mad by all the 
uglinesses of the world! Oh, yes, the artists pay all right!' 

'But men of science aren't pained by human ignorance- said the 
Scientist. '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 search for Truth is all beer and skitdes. It's 
just because you live laborious days for no profit to yourselves that we 
all admire you, whether we like your conclusions or not.' 

'But what about Love?' asked the Plain Man, 'that's an unmixed 
blessing, isn't it ?' 

'My dear man- said the Philosopher, 'Love pays the heaviest price of 
all! Take the type of Love the Parson was talking of just now—the love 
of parents for their children. Read the passage in Burke's Letter to a 
Noble Lord beginning, "I had a son"—think what Hector meant to Priam 
or Absalom to David; or come down from the heights and read T. E. 
Brown's Aber Stations, or what Lowell says about the feet 

Whose coming step there's ears that won't, 
No, not life long, leave off awaitin' 

and you'll know why the Greek poet said that perhaps the childless man 
was the happiest after all. Or go to any church or churchyard and you'll 
see 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 You pay just what you 
think it's worth.' 

'But I thought religion . . . ' began the Plain Man. 
'Religion doesn'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 she'd dared to love? Every one who really 
loves has to face that risk. What you parsons have to do is to convince 
tis that; it's worth it, not to pretend it isn't there.' 
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'Yes, I expect you're right,' said the Parson slowly. 'We ought to say 
more about the cost.' 

'I'm sure you ought- went on the Philosopher. 'You've cheapened 
Love till most people think it's a mild emotion instead of a terrible and 
costly possession—just as you've let Heaven get cheapened in the popular 
mind into a kind of glorified Pleasant Sunday Afternoon, with unlimited 
hymn-singing, and uncommonly little else. Why can't you tell your 
people that Heaven is the City of Fulfilment, where the artists will see a 
Beauty they never dreamt of, and the men of science will know Truth 
once for all, and the lover will know for certain that Love was worth 
the cost i If you'd preach a sermon like that, we'd all come and listen to 
you!' 

The Parson got up and went to his bookshelf. 
'Of course you're right- he said again, 'but you needn't have a sermon 

from me! It's all been said perfectly by old Donne, who was always 
thinking what the life beyond death would be, and what we shall find 
out when we get there. Here he is: 

' "There our curiosity shall have this noble satisfaction, we shall know 
how the Angels know, by knowing as they know. We shall not pass 
from Author to Author, as in a Grammar School, nor from Art to Art, 
as in an University, but as that General which Knighted his whole 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 themselves, shall be taken away, quite away: 
no more preaching, no more reading of the Scriptures: and that great 
School-Mistress, Experience and Observation, shall be removed, no new 
thing to be done; and in an instant, I shall know more than they all could 
reveal unto me. I shall know, not only as I know already, that a Beehive, 
that an Anthill, is the same book,in Decimo-sexto, as a Kingdom is in Folio, 
that a flower that lives but a day, is an abridgement of that King that lives 
out his threescore and ten years, but I shall know too that all these Ants, 
and Bees, 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 the glory of God.''' 



APPENDIX 
T H E following verses, with their accompanying notes, were printed as 
an appendix to Shrewsbury Fables at their first appearance, 

1. C A R M E N SALOPIENSE 

Rex Edwarde, te canamus 
Pium Fundatorem, 

Nee, sodales, sileamus 
Regiam sororem: 

Mente prosequamur grata 
Regem et reginam, 

Fautricemque amoena prata 
Resoncnt Sabrinam! 

Floreat Salopia! 

Non tacendum'st hie priorum 
Nobilem cohortem: 

Plenam vitam huic honorum, 
Pleniorem mortem: 

Illius nee nomen turpis 
Obruat robigo, 

Qui humanae docet stirpis 
Unde sit origo. 

Floreat Salopia! 

Ceteri dum magistrorum 
Lugent breve fatum, 

Fas iactare informatorum 
Hie triumviratium: 

Nostra turn iubente nympha 
(Rudis forte si sis) 

Exardebat Cami lympha, 
Exardebat Isis. 

Floreat Salopia! 

Nimiis stipata turbis, 
Annis plus trecenis, 

Sedem schola liquit urbis 
Imparem Camenis: 

Nescit studium mutari, 
Quique alumnos pridem, 

Nominis amor praeclari 
Nos exereet idem. 

Floreat Salopia! 

188 
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Editique caro colle 

Matri quam amamus 
Arte, libro, remo, folle 

Gloriam petamus: 
Sic futuros hie per annos 

Laus accumuletur, 
Sic per ultimos Britannos 

Nomen celebretur! 
Floreat Salopia! 

Written in 1910, set to music by W. H. Moore, Esq., and first sung at the School Concert 
in that year. 

2 . T H E SCHOOL AT W A R 

We don't forget—while in this dark December 
We sit in schoolrooms that you know so well, 

And hear the sounds that you so well remember— 
The clock, the hurrying feet, the chapel bell: 

Others are sitting in the seats you sat in; 
There's nothing else seems altered here—and yet 

Through all of it, the same old Greek and Latin, 
You know we don't forget. 

We dont forget you—in the wintry weather 
You man the trench or tramp the frozen snow; 

We play the games we used to play together 
In days of peace that seem so long ago; 

But through it all, the shouting and the cheering, 
Those other hosts 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 Throne in Heaven 
The Books are opened and the Judgement set, 

Your lives for honour and for England given 
The School will not forget. 

These verses were first published in The Times of December 19,1914, and have been set to 
music by A. M. Goodhart, Esq., of Eton College. 

3 . A N E V E N I N G H Y M N 

Our day is done: 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 arms this night. 
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Not ours the song which Thy redeemed can raise, 
The blessed Saints around Thy sapphire throne, 
Yet deign, O Lord, our humbler hymns to own, 

And mould our lives to nobler notes of praise. 

So, when these eyes Thy suns no mote shall see, 
Grant us to know our anthem has been heard, 
And with all Saints that have believed Thy word 

Grant us to rest and wake at last in Thee. 

This was written to an old Manx melody which has been harmonized as a hymn tune under 
the name of Peel Castle. 

4. 'THE L O R D OF HOSTS' 

The Lord of Hosts our King shall be, 
Whatever foes assail us; 

A mighty man of war is He 
Whose arm shall never fail us. 

The Gods of silver 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 settest kings upon their throne 
And orderest each man's station, 

Now and through ages following 
This grace to us be given 

To serve and love an earthly king 
Who serves our King in Heaven! 

Lord God of Hosts, arise, arise, 
Be jealous for Thine honour! 

Save England from her enemies, 
And pour such grace upon her 

That from her sins, her foolish pride, 
And all her vain endeavour, 

Redeemed, released, and purified, 
She serve her King for ever! 

This hymn was originally written for Coronation Day, June 22,1911, to Sullivan's well-
known tune Bishopgarth, but has since been used as a War Hymn. 
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5. 'COME, YE PEOPLE, RISE A N D 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. 
A l l His love confessing, 

And on life, while life shall last, 
Ask your Father's blessing. 

Praise we God the Father's name 
For our world's creation, 

And His saving health proclaim 
Unto every nation; 

T i l l , His name by all confessed, 
Every heart enthrone Him, 

And from furthest East to West, 
A l l His children own H i m . 

Praise we God the only Son, 
Who in mercy sought us; 

Born to save a world undone, 
Out of death He brought us; 

Here awhile He showed His love, 
Suffered uncomplaining, 

N o w He pleads for us above, 
Risen, ascended, reigning! 

Grant us, Holy Ghost, we pray 
More and more to know Him, 

More and more and every day 
In our lives to show H i m ; 

That wi th hearts by Thee made brave, 
Strong and wise and tender, 

We, wi th all the powers we have, 
Service meet may render. 

Father, Son and Holy Ghost, 
Help us to adore Thee, 

T i l l , wi th all the angel host, 
Low we fall before Thee; 

T i l l , throughout our earthly days 
Guided, loved, forgiven, 

We can blend our songs of praise 
W i t h 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, papule meus, dicit, Deus vester. 

Awake, awake, put on thy strength, O Zion, 
God's purpose tarries but His w i l l stands fast; 

Of Judah's tribe is born the mighty Lion, 
And man shall bruise the serpent's head at last. 

Promise and covenant God surely keeps; 
He watching over us slumbers not nor sleeps. 

For now the low estate of His handmaiden 
God hath regarded and she shall be blest; 

Hear H i m that saith, 'Come, all ye heavy laden 
Come unto Me and I w i l l give you rest.' 

Promise and covenant God surely keeps; 
He watching over us slumbers not nor sleeps. 

#Ho, ye that thirst, the pleasant fountains wait you; 
Ye that are poor, ye shall be freely fed; 

W h y give ye gold for wine that cannot sate you ? 
W h y strive your hands for that which is not bread?' 

Promise and covenant God surely keeps; 
He watching over us slumbers not nor sleeps. 

Scornful we looked, and l o ! His face was stained, 
His visage marred beyond the sons of men; 

Yet 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 sleeps. 

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 peace restored. 

Promise and covenant God surely keeps; 
He watching over us slumbers not nor sleeps. 

This hymn was written as an attempt to redeem the tune of 223 (A. & M.), which is very 
popular wi th bovs, from the words wi th which it is ordinarily associated. A l l that is best in it 
was composed by the Rev. R. A. Knox, Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, and I can only 
claim to have suggested the idea and to have written the rest of the hymn. 

7. ' O N E D A Y , OF FEASTS T H E K I N D L I E S T 

One day, of feasts the kindliest, 
Let Saint and sinner jo in to keep, 

All-Saints,—the unknown good that rest 
In God's still memory folded deep; 
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The bravely dumb that did their deed, 
And scorned to blot it with a name, 

Men of the plain heroic breed, 
That loved Heaven's silence more than fame. 

Such lived not in the past alone, 
But thread to-day the unheeding street, 

And stairs to Sin and Famine known 
Sing with the welcome of their feet; 

The den they enter grows a shrine, 
The grimy sash an oriel burns, 

Their cup of water warms like wine, 
Their speech is filled from heavenly urns. 

[About their brows e'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 repassed no more. 

And in their mercy felt the pledge 
And sweetness 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! 

This hymn is, of course, in the main Mr. Lowell's well-known verses for All Saints' Day. 
It was necessary, however, to alter the first two lines, which ran originally— 

One day, of holy days the crest, 
I, though no Churchman, love to keep, 

which did not seem suitable for singing even when altered to the plural number. The last 
verse has also been added. 

8. VESPER H Y M N 
Visitavit nos, oriens ex alto, illuminate his, qui in tenebris et in umbra mortis sedent: ad dirigendos 

pedes nostras in viam pads. 
Thou Who art, as the 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. 

N 
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King, by the living and dead adored, 
Light and darkness obey Thy word, 
Guide to the way of peace, O Lord, 

Thy people for whom we pray. 

These lines, sung as a Vesper Hymn at Shrewsbury, were written for a tune composed by 
T. P. M. Bevan, at the time a boy in my house, now 2nd Lieutenant, Grenadier Guards. The 
words and music have been published by Novello. 

9 . 'FOR A L L O U R 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 sea 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 
In life 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 T H E FATHER, T H R O N E D IN SPLENDOUR' 

God the Father, throned in splendour, 
God the Son, incarnate Love, 

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, 
Foes to Life and Love and Light, 

'Gainst the armies of the devil 
Thou hast sent us forth to fight; 
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Thine we are—and may Thy 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 strife, 

We may die, Thy word believing, 
'I 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 seldom sung. I 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, I may add that it will not be found in their collection. 
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