
U
N

IV
E

R
S

A
L 

LI
B

R
A

R
Y

 
U

N
IV

E
R

S
A

L 
LIB

R
A

R
Y

 

OU_212677 



IL 

MORE ESSAYS 
Or TO-DAY 







"Ibarrap's modern English Series 

MORE ESSAYS OF TO-DAY 



M O D E R N E N G L I S H SERIES 

ESSAYS OF TO-DAY 
Edited by V. H. PRITCHARD. 288 pages. 

SHORT STORIES OF TO-DAY 
Edited by J. W. MARRIOTT. 296 pages. 

ONE-ACT PLAYS OF TO-DAY 
Edited bv J. W. MARRIOTT. Five Volumes — 

Seres I to V. 
BYGONE ENGLAND 

Edited by W. H. CORNISH. 288 pages. 
THE L I R E OF THE SEA 

Edited by F. H. LEE. 276 pages. 
H('SWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON 

Edited by F. H. PRITCHARD. 320 pages. 
NXKRATIVE ESSAYS AND SKFTCHES 

Edited by H. A. TRFBLE and G. H. v ALI.INS. 
GOLDSMITH'S ESSAYS 

Edited by A. H. SLEIGHT, M.A. 286 pages. 
A TREASURY OF VERSE 

Edited by M. G. EDGAR and E. CHILMAN. 364 pp. 

LETTERS OF HORACE WALPOLE 
Edited by D. M. STUART. 236 pages. 

HUMOUR OF TO DAY 
Edited by F. H. PRITCHARD. 240 pages. 

SELECTIONS FROM ENGLISH DP \MATISTS 
Edited by G. H. CRUMP, M A. 288 pages. 

THE DIARY OF MR PEPYS 
Edited by H. A. TREBLE, M.A. 288 pages. 

POETS OF THE ROMANTIC REVIVAL 
Edited by G. H. CRUMP, M.A. 272 pages. 

ESSAYS OF YESTERDAY 
Edited by H. A. TREBLE and G. H. VALLINS. 

A LONDON ANTHOLOGY 
Edited bv N. G. BRETT-JAMES, F.S.A. 270 pages. 

THE LURE OF THE HILLS 
Edited by F. H. LEE. 256 pages. 

NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 
Edited by KATHLEEN TRACEY, M.A. 272 pages. 

ESSAYS OF HAZLITT 
Edited by ARTHUR BEATTY. 324 pages. 

THE ENGLISH HUMOURISTS 
Edited by F. E. BUMBY, B.A. 292 pages. 

SHORT STORIES OF YESTERDAY 
Edited by F. H. PRITCHARD. 298 pages. 

LONGER ENGLISH POEMS 
Edited by BEN R. GIBBS, B.A. 288 pages. 

READINGS FROM MODERN SCIENCE 
Edited by W. J. BRANSOM. 284 pages. 

DANTE AND HIS POETRY 
By MARY BRADFORD WHITING. 218 pages. 

file:///MATISTS


M O R E 
ESSAYS OF TO-DAY 

An Anthology 

SELECTED BY 

F. H. PRITCHARD 
EDITOR OF 

" ESSAYS OF TO-DAY" " HUMOUR OF TO-DAY " KTC. 
AUTHOR OK "STUDIBS IN I J I E K A T U P K " 

" T R A I N I N G IN LITERARY APPRECIATION" KTC. 

GEORGE G. HARRAP & CO. LTD. 
LONDON BOMBAY SYDNEY 



First published March 1928 
by GfcoRoi* G. HAKKAP & Co. LTI>. 

3941 Parker Street, Kingstvay, London, W.C.z 

Reptuiied: May IQJO; September jgjj 

Printed in Great Britain by Robert Mac I,chose and Co. Ltd. 
The University Press Glasgow 



PREFACE 
IN the previous volume. Essays of To-day, the 
compiler regretted that, in the nature of things, 

t |he was able to offer bu t a very l i t t le of the 
great wealth of material that was available. The call 
for a second volume enables h i m to rectify this to 
some extent at least, and as no wr i te r who was re­
presented in the earlier volume is included here, it 
w i l l be seen that the two books are complementary, 
and together give examples of the work of sixty-eight 
contemporary essayists. 

For permission to use the essays in the present 
collection thanks are tendered to a l l the authors and 
publishers concerned, par t icular ly to Mr J . C. Squire 
and Messrs W i l l i a m Heinemann, L t d . , for " M o v i n g 
a L i b r a r y , " f rom Books in General ; to the Rev. J. O. 
Hannay, D . D . ( " George A . B i r m i n g h a m " ) and 
Messrs Methuen and Co., L td . , fo r "AskingQuest ions," 
from Spillikins; to Mr A. P. Herber t and Messrs 
Methuen and Co., L t d . , for " T h e A r t o f D r a w i n g , " 
f rom Light Articles Only ; to Dr GeQrge Saintsbury 
and Messrs M a c m i l l a n and Co., L t d . , for "Grass­
hoppers," f rom A Last Scrap Book ; to Mr B. Mac-
donald Hastings for " The Apotheosis of Dough " ; 
to " T h e Londone r " and Messrs Cassell and Co., L t d . , 
for " The Mal ignan t C o i n , " f rom Day In and Day Out; 
to Mr Phi l ip Guedalla and Messrs Hodder and 
Stoughton, L t d . , for " Fez," f rom A Gallery and Still 
Life ; to Messrs Methuen and Co., L t d . , for Mrs J. L. 
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Garvin's " Drowned Bells," f rom As You See It; to 
Mr Stephen G w y n n and the Ta lbo t Press for "A 
Sunday in Donegal ," f rom For Second Reading ; to 
Mr George W. Russell (" M") and Messrs Mac-
m i l l a n and Co., L t d . , for " O n a n I r i sh H i l l , " from 
Imaginations and Reveries ; to Mr Charles Whibley and 
Messrs W i l l i a m Blackwood and Sons, L t d . , for " N e w 
Y o r k , " from American Sketches ; to Mr G. S. Street 
and Messrs Constable and Co., L t d . , for " The 
Shops and Taverns of Piccadi l ly ," f rom The Ghosts 
of Piccadilly ; to Mr Stephen Graham and Messrs 
M a c m i l l a n and Co., L t d . , for "Sunset f rom the Gate 
of Ba idar i , " f rom A Tramp's Sketches ; to Mr John 
Masefield for " Niagara ," from Recent Prose ( W i l l i a m 
Heinemann, L t d . ) ; to Mr Osbert Sitwell and Messrs 
Gerald D u c k w o r t h and Co., L t d . , for " R o u n d Etna," 
from Discursions on Travel, Art, and Life ; to the 
Li te ra ry Executor of the late Mrs Huber t Bland for 
" A b o u t Happiness," f rom Essays by Hubert ; to Mr 
J. B. Priestley for " On D o i n g No th ing " ; to the 
Ve ry Rev. Dean Inge and Messrs G. P. Putnam's 
Sons, L t d . , for " Le t t e r -wr i t ing , " f rom Lay Thoughts 
of a Dean ; to Mrs Jerome K. Jerome and Messrs 
J . W. Ar rowsmi th , L t d . , for " On Being H a r d U p , " 
from The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow ; to Mr Gerald 
Bullet t for " T h e T o y T h e a t r e " ; to Messrs John 
M u r r a y for " Home for the Hol idays ," f rom J. T. 
St Loe Strachey's From Grave to Gay ; to Mr Gerald 
Gould and Messrs Methuen and Co., L t d . , for " O n 
Going Back," from The Return to the Cabbage ; to Mr 
I v o r Brown and Mr R. Cobden-Sanderson for " A 
Sentimental Journey," f rom Masques and Phases ; to 
Mr Alec Waugh and the Cay me Press, L t d . , for 
" London in August ," f rom On Doing What One Likes ; 
to Mr James M i l n e and Messrs John Lane The 
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Bodley Head, L t d . , for " A War Spring in Hyde 
Park," f rom A New Tale of Two Cities ; to Mr R. S. 
Hooper and Messrs John Lane The Bodley Head, 
L t d . , for " Septemberitis," f rom One at a Time ; to 
Mr H . J . Massingham and Messrs Ernest Benn, L t d . , 
for " October Trees and Flowers," f rom Untrodden 
Wjys ; to Mr James Agate for " Likes and Dislikes," 
from Responsibility ; to Mr A l l a n Monkhouse for " On 
H a v i n g Favourites " ; to Mr Thomas Burke for 
" T i m e , Place, and Book " ; to the Viscountess Grey of 
Fallodon and Messrs Basil Blackwell , L t d . , for "Fables 
and Folk- lore ," from Pamela Grey's Shepherd's Crowns ; 
to Mr Robert Blatchford for " Cinderella " ; to Mr 
D i o n Clayton Cal throp and Messrs M i l l s and Boon, 
L t d . , for " The His tory of the Clothes we Wear," 
from Etcetera ; and to Mr John Freeman and Messrs 
Hodder and Stoughton, L t d . , for " The English 
Essayist," f rom English Portraits and Essays. 

F. H . P. 
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INTRODUCTION 
IT is not bel i t t l ing the essays of yesterday to 
say that those of to-day have a special signi-

, (ficance for us. "Miche lange lo , " as A r t h u r 
Clutton-Brock wisely observed, " may be the greatest 
artist that ever l ived ; bu t if we really care for art, 
we cannot live in his works ; we want paint ing and 
sculpture of our own t ime to express ourselves, and 
the product ion of them is the natural expression of 
our own love of ar t . " So it is w i t h al l forms of 
expression, the essay not excluded. We do not fail 
to do justice to the great masters of the past because 
we insist that only those of our own day, speaking 
our i d i o m and sharing w i t h us the burdens proper to 
our time, can express for us our own relation both to 
times past end times to come. For better or for 
worse, they are our spokesmen. It may wel l be, as 
Mr Eden Phillpotts asserts w i t h becoming humi l i t y , 
that " Scott's l i t t le finger is mightier than the thigh 
of any one among us men and women who are w r i t i n g 
to-day," but it remains true that our t ime is expressing 
itself through the labours of those men and women 
who are now w r i t i n g , and we must leave it to future 
ages to draw the inevitable and final comparisons. 
Excessive adulat ion of the past at the expense of the 
present wou ld seem, indeed, as foolish as the syste­
matic neglect of anyth ing that has not been wr i t t en 
in the past ten years. O u r age may be woefully and 
unhappi ly decadent, but our age it must remain, and 

i i 
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we shall not improve matters by roundly asserting that 
it is impossible for any good to come out of i t . 

The wise reader w i l l do his best to uphold the 
standards which the older writers have raised. At 
the same time he w i l l ever be on the alert to appre­
ciate the best work that is being produced in his own 
day and generation. He w i l l persist in the hope that 
some of i t w i l l be found wor thy to endure, but he 
knows that the day of judgment is not yet, and, warned 
by the melancholy examples set by departed prophets, 
he w i l l refrain from hazardous predictions. 

We are not showing a lack of veneration for Charles 
L a m b , for example, if we state that there is much in 
our present discontents wh ich he could not have fore­
seen, and that a good deal of what we have to take 
for granted he would not have understood. T h a t is 
neither his fault nor ours. It is merely the accident 
of t ime, wh ich ordained that he should live in one 
century and we in another. There is, of course, a 
deal of common ground. The essentials remain, and 
one is continually being astonished by the eternal 
freshness of Plato and of Shakespeare. Were it not 
so, there could be neither l i terature nor art in the 
sense that we know i t . It remains true, however, 
that we alone can know the special problems which 
life in our t ime has brought, and for the expression of 
those problems—our contr ibut ion to the li terature of 
the ages—we have to trust to our own writers. 

The essays of to-day, then, have an interest of their 
own, just as the readers of to-day have the best pos­
sible equipment for j u d g i n g those essays. We cannot 
estimate their ul t imate wor th , but we can tel l whether 
they present a true or a distorted view of life to-day. 
Even if the essays are not directly wr i t t en about life 
to-day, that w i l l s t i l l hold good, for the view of a 
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modern essayist w r i t i n g of the eighteenth century 
w i l l inevi tably be coloured by his view of life as it is 
to-day. 

Mr A. P. Herbert 's whimsical recipe for relief 
f rom the tedium of committee-meetings, George A. 
Birmingham's " m i l d protest " against the unending 
inquisitions of the Income T a x collector, Mr Mac-
donald Hastings' discovery of romance in a machine-
bakery—these are a l l instinct w i t h the present, and 
reveal experiences that could not have been shared 
in precisely that way by any of their forerunners. 
Mr Street's description of the Piccadilly that was 
wou ld not be nearly so pointed if we were not able 
to appreciate the contrast to the Piccadilly that is. 
So, too, Dean Inge's allusion to some of the older 
letter-writers is made significant by his prefatory 
statement that le t ter-wri t ing, as a branch of l i terature, 
has apparently had its day. 

Cri t icism of the t ime is, indeed, the keynote of the 
essay. We arc apt to lose sight of this because we so 
often al low ourselves to be deceived by the labels 
that we use. Dr Johnson is dubbed a bear and Elia 
is termed gentle, and we imagine that the matter 
ends there. These two writers, at any rate, are care­
ful ly pigeon-holed, and should be counted on to give 
no more trouble. A n d since Charles L a m b has come 
to be popular ly regarded as the typical English 
essayist we find ourselves regarding the essay as a 
sweet, discursive, inconsequent sort of affair that 
leads nowhere in part icular . It is, according to this 
view, a pleasant bypath meadow wh ich is delightful 
for idle hours, bu t its seductions arc like to prove a 
hindrance when the call comes for action. 

This has a l l the subtle danger of a half- t ruth . It 
is true that it is not the business of the essayist to 
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argue, nor to exhort, and that he is not called upon 
to exhibit his knowledge or to explain hidden my­
steries. The essay, Mr O r l o Wil l iams says, " should 
set out to prove noth ing ," and so far the popular view 
is r ight , but he adds at the same time that it " may 
i l luminate anyth ing ," and here the popular view is 
often want ing . For i t is just in this matter of i l l u m i ­
nat ion that the essayist justifies his existence. No t 
setting out w i t h any exalted notions of his mission, 
he nevertheless contrives by good humour and rare 
insight to l ight up some phase of our life so that we 
are able to see it in something like its true proportions. 
So Addison d id more to reveal the eighteenth century 
to itself than a l l the pamphleteers, and so the essayists 
of to-day can tell us more of ourselves than we may 
learn from noisy harangues at street corners or special 
pleadings in the Press. O u r essayist may be gentle, 
but he is also a rebel, and his rebellion is the more 
effective because it finds expression in a manner so 
calm and quiet. If he is a good essayist he never 
loses either his sense of propor t ion or his sense of 
humour, and it is these qualities which make his work 
such delightful reading and so subtly dangerous to 
ignorance and a l l manner of abuses. " The w o r l d , " 
Mr Thomas Burke tells us, " w i l l never be remoulded 
by politicians or scholars or parading preachers. 
Whatever of fairness it holds to-day has been given 
to it by the artists, the creators of ideas, the dreamers 
of beauty." A n d in this beneficent and very neces­
sary work the essayists have their par t . 
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MOVING A LIBRARY 

J. G. SQUIRE 

DO not remember that any of our meditative 
essayists has written on the subject of Moving 
One's Books. If such an essay exists I should 

be glad to go to it for sympathy and consolation. For 
I have just moved from one room to another, in which 
I devoutly hope that I shall end my days, though (as 
Mr Asquith would put it in his rounded way) " at 
a later, rather than at an earlier, date." Night after 
night I have spent carting down two flights of stairs 
more books than I ever thought I possessed. Journey 
after journey, as monotonously regular as the pro­
gresses of a train round the Inner Circle : upstairs 
empty-handed, and downstairs creeping with a de­
crepit crouch, a tall, crazy, dangerously bulging 
column of books wedged between my two hands and 
the indomitable point of my chin. The job simply 
has to be done ; once it is started there is no escape 
from i t ; but at times during the process one hates 
books as the slaves who built the Pyramids must have 
hated public monuments. A strong and bitter book-
sickness floods one's soul. How ignominious to be 
strapped to this ponderous mass of paper, print, and 
dead men's sentiments ! Would it not be better, 
finer, braver, to leave the rubbish where it lies 
and walk out into the world a free, untrammelled, 
illiterate Superman ? Civilization ! Pah ! But that 
mood is, I am happy to say, with me ephemeral. 

B 17 
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It is generated by the necessity for tedious phy­
sical exertion and dies w i t h the need. Nevertheless 
the actual transport is about the briefest and least 
harassing of the operations called for. Dust ing (or 
" buffeting the books," as Dr Johnson called i t) is 
a matter of choice. One can easily say to oneself, 
" These books were banged six months ago " (know­
ing fu l l wel l that i t was really twelve months ago), 
and thus decide to postpone the ceremony u n t i l 
everything else has been settled. But the compl i ­
cations of gett ing one's l ib ra ry straight are sti l l 
appal l ing. 

Of course, i f your shelves are moved bodi ly i t is a l l 
r ight . Y o u can take the books out, lay them on the 
floor in due order, and restore them to their old 
places. But otherwise, if you have any sense of 
congruity and propor t ion, you are in for a bad t ime. 
My own case could not be worse than i t is. The 
room from which I have been expelled was low and 
square ; the room into wh ich I have been dr iven is 
h igh and L-shaped. None of my old wall-shelves 
w i l l fit my new walls ; and I have had to erect new 
ones, more numerous than the old and totally different 
in shape and arrangement. It is quite impossible to 
preserve the o ld p lan ; bu t the devisal of another one 
brings sweat to the brow. If one happened to be a 
person who never desired to refer to his books the 
obvious th ing to do wou ld be to pu t the large books 
in to the large shelves and the small ones in to the 
small shelves, and then go and smoke a self-satisfied 
pipe against the nearest post. But to a m a n who 
prefers to know where every book is, and who pos­
sesses, moreover, a sense of system and wishes every­
th ing to be in surroundings proper to its own qualities, 
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this is not possible. Even an unsystematic man must 
choose to add a classification by subject to the com­
pulsory classification by size ; and, in my case, there 
is an added difficulty produced by a strong hankering 
for some sort of chronological order. There is nothing 
like that for easy reference. If you know that Beowulf 
w i l l be at the left-hand end of the shelf that he fits, 
and Ju l i a Ward , the Sweet Singer of Mich igan , at 
the r ight-hand end, you save yourself a good deal 
of t ime. But when your new compartments do not 
f i t your o ld sections, when the large books of Stodge 
are so numerous as to insist upon in t rud ing in to the 
shelves reserved for large books of Pure Literature, 
and the duodecimos of Foreign Verse surge in a t ida l 
wave over the preserves of the small books on Free 
Trade, Ethics, and Palaeontology, one is reduced to 
the verge of despair. T h a t is where I am at this 
m o m e n t ; sitting in the midst of a large floor covered 
w i t h sawdust, whi te distemper, nails, tobacco-ash, 
burn t matches, and the Greatest Works of the World 's 
Greatest Masters. Fortunately, in Ruskin's words, 
" I don ' t suppose I shall do it again for months and 
months and months." 

From "Books in General" 



ASKING QUESTIONS 
GEORGE A . B I R M I N G H A M 

jlHERE is nothing easier, few things pleasanter, 
I than denouncing other people's vices; and there 
||is always a feeling in our minds that we some­

times manage to 
Compound for sins we are inclined to 
By damning those we have no mind to. 

We ought, if we damn sins at all, to damn our own, 
if only for this reason, that we cannot properly under­
stand the fall of those whose temptations we have 
never felt. The man who does not enjoy the capti­
vating stimulant of a glass of port should be the very 
last to denounce the poor dipsomaniac. Burns is 
perfectly right in saying that " High exalted godly 
dames " who are " nae temptation "'should refrain 
from giving bad names to their sisters who are. I 
try, even in the pulpit, where such reticence is par­
ticularly difficult, to avoid the fault condemned by 
the poets I have quoted. I think I may claim to be 
fairly successful, not because I am singularly virtuous, 
but because I am not. There is hardly a sin which 
I need refrain from denouncing, for there are very 
few—at the moment I can only think of one—that 
" I have no mind to." 

Yet there is one. I have never in my life been 
tempted to issue a questionnaire. The fact that I am 
forced to use this word—there being no English 
equivalent—proves that the thing itself is of foreign 
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or ig in and that the vice is not native w i t h us. T h a t 
the w o r d has a secondary meaning among the French, 
4 torturer, ' shows what they th ink of i t . 

I do not, I can say honestly, understand the lure 
of this k i n d of vvickedness. I trust that I shall not 
be accused of pharisaical self-righteousness when I 
sa> that if the devi l came to me to-morrow and offered 
me the oppor tuni ty of asking my neighbours for 
wr i t t en answers to lists of questions I should not have 
the slightest difficulty in saying, " Retro, Satanas!" 
and should f ind a positive pleasure in flinging his 
sheets of foolscap back in his face. I do not want to 
torment other people in this part icular way. But 
many men d o ; and the vice is becoming more 
prevalent. Every year, so it seems to me, more men 
fall victims to i t , and once a man begins he cannot 
stop. As in the case of opium-eaters, each indulgence 
results in increased craving, and the habi t becomes 
confirmed perhaps beyond the hope of remedy. 

I f , l ike d r ink and dope, this vice were a private one, 
affecting only the v i c t im , or at most his family and 
friends, I should have nothing to say about i t . But 
the question-asker brings suffering into the lives of 
thousands of innocent and defenceless people whi le 
he himself thrives, often indeed being paid a salary for 
doing the th ing that he ought to be sent to j a i l for. In 
a really well-regulated society he wou ld be hanged. 
It seems to me a d u t y — I have no doubt at a l l that i t 
is a pleasure—to utter a m i l d protest against this vice. 

Often the sin is disguised, covered up w i t h an 
excuse of some sort, so that it may not appear to be 
the hideous th ing i t is. T h e Income T a x collector, 
for instance, who issues annual ly one of the most 
puzzl ing of a l l lists of questions, pretends that he is 
simply engaged in collecting money. He does collect 
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money, of course, and no doubt when he first began 
his work the collection of money was his sole object. 
He may even have wanted to collect i t w i t h the 
smallest amount of trouble and worry possible. But 
of late years he has fallen a v i c t i m to the question-
asking habi t and has taken to asking for informat ion 
in a peremptory way. Nobody likes paying, of couroe, 
but I th ink that almost every man would rather pay 
a l i t t le more—say an extra five per cent, on his 
assessment—than fill up the pre l iminary forms and 
answer a l l the questions wh ich follow the re turn of 
these documents. The ingenuity displayed by the 
I n l a n d Revenue officers in devising supplementary 
questions is a proof, if proof were needed, that these 
men are the victims of a m o r b i d craving. 

I once held possession of two small fields and there­
fore became, in the eyes of the I n l a n d Revenue 
authorities, a farmer. As a farmer I made a careful 
re turn of my profits, wh ich as a matter of fact were 
losses. I set down every quar t of m i lk given by the 
cows wh ich l ived in the fields, every egg la id by the 
few hens which wandered about, and e/erything else, 
down to the smallest details, about those fields. I 
congratulated myself that my re turn was absolutely 
complete and question-proof. I was over-confident. 
After a couple of days of medi ta t ion the collector 
asked me to state how many tons of coal I had dug 
up . He knew, and he knew that I knew, that no 
coal ever had been or ever could be dug up w i t h i n a 
hundred miles of my two fields. He had no hope, 
cannot have had any hope, of making me pay a single 
penny on the profits of a private coal-mine. He asked 
the question simply in order to tease ; or, if that 
seems a harsh th ing to say of any man, because he 
was the v i c t i m of a morb id craving. 
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I am not a highly pa id worker, nor am I par t icu­
lar ly diligent, but I am convinced that I could earn 
enough to pay an extra pound or so of Income Tax 
in the hours wh ich I now spend solving the puzzles 
set me and answering the questions, l ike that about 
coal, which are put to me. There must be thousands 
of others in the same position. It is—it can only be 
—because the collection of revenue is a secondary 
consideration that the th ing is done as it is. The fact 
is that many otherwise wor thy c iv i l servants have 
acquired the habit of asking questions simply for the 
pleasure of asking them and are the victims of an 
anti-social vice. 

Generally the question-asker tries to excuse himself 
by saying that he is collecting statistics. 

I do not know that the clergy suffer more than 
other people from being treated as the raw material 
of statistics. Doctors, I fancy, are in a worse case. 
Schoolmasters, and a l l who are connected w i t h the 
management of schools, suffer severely. I have 
heard complaints from business men. Ha rd ly any­
one escapes. I only use the sufferings of the clergy 
because I know more about them than I do of any 
others. 

There is a paper, of enormous size, sent annually 
to the clergy by the Nat iona l Assembly of the Church 
of England. I have never actually counted the 
questions on i t , but there must be many hundreds. 
A m o n g them are nineteen concerned w i t h the con­
tributions made by each parish to a number of 
religious and charitable societies—nineteen societies 
w i t h a question for each. Such informat ion is of 
interest, and perhaps some value, to the parishes and 
societies concerned. It is of no value whatever to the 
Nat iona l Church Assembly. But even if we suppose 
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that the Assembly, out of idle curiosity, desires the 
informat ion, or thinks it does, how easy it wou ld be 
to take the reports of the nineteen societies and extract 
f rom them the figures that are wanted. Every contr i ­
bu t ion f rom every parish is acknowledged by these 
societies and could be taken from their reports w i t h 
very l i t t le trouble, w i t h perhaps one-fiftieth part of Vhe 
labour involved by the thousands of separate forms 
sent in by the clergy. The figures so arr ived at w o u l d 
have the further advantage of being correct, which 
under the present system—I judge by my own returns 
—they certainly are not. 

I f the Church Assembly simply wanted informa­
t ion that is the way it wou ld get i t . But i t does not 
want information : it wants to indulge the craving 
for asking questions on sheets of paper and forcing 
innocent people to answer them. There is no other 
conceivable explanation of its action. 

Of course, a pretence is made that the returns are 
required for the compila t ion of statistics. T h a t is 
what is said to me and doubtless to hundreds of others 
when we do not fill up the forms. W t are to ld that 
our negligent indolence is interfering w i t h the com­
p i l i ng of a whole book of statistics. If we really 
prevented the compi l ing of statistics we ought to be 
given medals, or titles (ecclesiastical, of course), or 
otherwise suitably rewarded. For statistics are not 
merely useless—they are misleading, far more dan­
gerously misleading even than the speeches of po l i ­
ticians or the advertisements of moneylenders. 

This , I th ink, is indisputable. It has become a 
proverb that anyth ing can be proved from statistics. 
A m a n of ordinary intelligence can, w i thou t the 
slightest diff iculty, prove four or five pairs of contra­
dictory propositions f rom any collection of statistics. 
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When he has finished another man, also of no more 
than ordinary intelligence, w i l l easily prove that 
every one of the first man's conclusions is wrong. 
It is far better, because less i r r i t a t ing , and therefore 
less conducive to blasphemy, for a man to lose h i m ­
self on a road w i t h no sign-posts on it than on one 
b-flagged w i t h hundreds of sign-posts wh ich a l l tel l lies. 

But the statistics excuse is no more than a pretence. 
Probably in the early stages of their disease those 
who issue questionnaires really believe that they are 
seeking informat ion for statistical purposes. Later 
on they abandon the pretence and ask their questions 
merely for the sake of asking them, quite unashamed. 

I was for twenty-one years subject to a bishop who 
asked me my name, on a pr in ted form, every M a y . 
There was some excuse for h i m the first t ime, though 
even then he could have found out what he wanted 
to know, i f he really d id want to know i t , in any 
clerical directory. The second and even the t h i r d 
t ime I t r ied, being a charitable man, to believe that 
he had forgotten my name, was too poor to buy a 
directory, and too friendless to be able to borrow one. 
But as years went on he and I came to know each 
other we l l . I often enjoyed his hospitality, d in ing 
agreeably in his house. He often dined in mine. 
We corresponded, and I signed every letter I ever 
wrote to h i m . He was a genial and friendly man, in 
many things quite sensible. Yet for nearly a quarter 
of a century he went on asking me to wr i t e my name 
down for h i m once every year. He d i d not want to 
know i t . He made no pretence that he was going to 
embody i t in a volume of statistics. He was simply 
an unfortunate v i c t i m of the habi t of asking questions. 

I used to wonder sometimes what wou ld happen if 
I wrote d o w n that my name was Sanders Sanderson 
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or John Smi th . W o u l d he be surprised ? W o u l d he, 
w i t h m i l d remonstrance, call my at tention to an i n ­
accuracy in my re turn ? I fancy not. In a l l prob­
abi l i ty he never read a word I wrote for h i m , my 
name or anyth ing else. , 

One does not, of course, play tricks of that k i n d on 
bishops. For the sake of their h igh office and estijn-
able characters we respect them too much to be 
flippant w i t h them. But I d i d t ry a similar experi­
ment once on an Educat ion Office. 

It wanted to know the measurements of a school­
room. The proper way of finding that out was to 
ask one of its o w n inspectors, who constantly visited 
the school and always wrote down its dimensions in a 
notebook. Tha t , I suppose, d i d not occur to the 
clerk who issued the form of inqu i ry . He sent his 
question to me. I answered i t . The next year he 
asked it again, and again I answered i t . The t h i r d 
year the same question came to me. I was annoyed, 
and said that the room was the same size as before. 
This was a perfectly reasonable answer. School­
rooms are not trees. They do not grow, and nobody 
could have added a foot or cut a ya rd off that room 
wi thou t an inspector discovering the fact immed i ­
ately. T h a t answer was no use. The clerk, who 
kept his temper a l l the t ime, took no notice of i t , and 
went on sending me copies of the question u n t i l at 
last I gave h i m figures. 

But I d i d not give h i m the figures I had given h i m 
before. I doubled the dimensions of the schoolroom. 
He appeared to be perfectly satisfied. The next year 
I doubled them again. He expressed neither surprise 
nor misgiving. In the course of five or six years that 
schoolroom became a great deal larger than St Paul's. 
It was really, according to the figures I gave, an i m -
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mense bu i ld ing , perhaps the largest in the w o r l d . 
Even a fourteen-year old office-boy would , 1 thought, 
be struck by the existence of such a structure in a 
small village. But the education authori ty remained 
placidly indifferent. T h e n I suddenly reduced the 
size of the room, giving measurements wh ich wou ld 
have been small for a sentry-box. It wou ld have 
been impossible to get three chi ldren, wi thou t a 
teacher, into that schoolroom. The education autho­
r i t y made no comment at a l l . 

W h y was that question asked ? W h y was an answer 
insisted upon ? Clearly no use was ever made of the 
figures I returned. If statistics had been compiled 
from them and plotted in to a graph the result wou ld 
have been grotesque. The least intell igent official 
could not have failed to notice the existence of a 
schoolroom far bigger than the Albe r t H a l l which 
shrank in the course of a year to the size of an 
Amer ican tourist's t runk, i f he had ever read my 
returns. There is no explanation of the asking of 
such questions except the one I have suggested. The 
men who ask them are " mental ly deficient." (The 
ment ion of educational authorities suggests this phrase, 
which is a favourite one of theirs.) They have reached 
this unhappy state by long indulgence in a seductive 
vice. 

It is, I suppose, hopeless to appeal to the law for 
protection from the persecutions wh ich quiet and 
peaceable people endure at the hands of question-
askers. But something, if life is not to become i n ­
tolerable, must be done. Year by year the number 
of these papers of questions increases. Year by year 
more of our t ime is wasted in w r i t i n g answers. Year 
by year the nervous i r r i t a t i on consequent on wrestling 
w i t h returns gets worse. Yet it is difficult to see what 
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can be done. I have, as I have already confessed, 
t r ied the p lan of g iv ing total ly incorrect and even 
grotesque answers. T h a t is no use, for the questioner 
w o u l d jus t as soon have a wrong answer as a r igh t 
one. I have t r ied the p lan of saying, f i See last year's 
r e tu rn , " when asked, for instance, for the inscription 
on a church bell which has remained unaltered for 
several centuries. T h a t is no use. The questioner 
could get at the inscript ion in that way. But i t is 
not the inscription he wants. I have tr ied pu t t ing 
the foolscap sheets of questions straight in to the waste-
paper basket and giving no answers at a l l . T h a t is 
no use. The questioner pelts me w i t h fresh sheets of 
foolscap, wh ich is exhausting for the postman ; takes 
to threatening me, wh ich I do not in the least m i n d ; 
he changes his tone and says he is sorry for t roubl ing 
me, wh ich I do not believe ; f inally defeats me by 
getting a bishop or an archdeacon to appeal to my 
better nature. T h e n I give i n , wishing very much 
that I had not got a better nature. 

The only remedy I can th ink of is to k i l l a few of 
the people who issue these forms. It would not, I 
th ink, be necessary to k i l l many. Perhaps five or six 
wou ld be enough. The others, fearing the fate of 
their fellows, wou ld be cowed in to quiescence. 
M o r a l l y I th ink these executions w o u l d be as jus t i ­
fiable as the hanging of murderers, for we should be 
r idd ing society of pestilent nuisances. 

The difficulty is that we cannot get at the r igh t 
men to k i l l . T o shoot the local Income T a x 
collector, for instance, w o u l d be unjust, and no good 
cause is ever helped by injustice. The poor fellow, 
w h o m we are greatly tempted to slay, is not respon­
sible for the forms he issues. They come from some 
one who certainly ought to be k i l led , but cannot be 
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found. It wou ld , for the same reason, be wrong to 
plunge a dagger in to the heart of a R u r a l Dean. 
I have often stood w i t h a long carving-knife in my 
hand close behind the chair in wh ich an unsuspecting 
R u r a l Dean was si t t ing, a man who, regardless of the 
laws of hospitali ty, had handed me a list of questions 
—handed i t to me in my o w n house just before 
luncheon. A sense of public duty , rendered acute by 
a consciousness of private wrong , has prompted me 
to make an end of h i m then and there. 

I have never done the deed yet, and do not th ink 
I ever shall. It is not the fear of consequences that 
holds me back. If I were hanged afterwards I should 
become one of the noble a rmy of martyrs, and w i n 
that posthumous glory inheri ted by those who die for 
the Church and humani ty . I should l ike that. A 
feeling of p i ty for the R u r a l Dean, often an amiable 
and charming m a n w i t h a wife and chi ldren depend­
ing on h i m , makes me hesitate. Whi l e I hesitate my 
resolution is " sicklied o'er " w i t h the thought that, 
after a l l , i t is not the R u r a l Dean's fault. He may 
even hate the questions as much as I do. There is 
some one else, some anonymous c r imina l , who issues 
the questions to the R u r a l Dean. If I could get at 
that m a n I should—but perhaps it w o u l d be better 
to t ry to cure h i m . T h a t migh t be done i f he were 
shut up in an asylum, l ike those provided for i n ­
ebriates, and compelled to work for eight hours every 
day at a typewri ter w h i c h had no note of interroga­
t ion on any of its keys. 

From "Spillikins" 



THE ART OF DRAWING 
A. P. HERBERT 

|T is commonly said that everybody can sing in 
the bathroom; and this is true. Singing is very 
|easy. Drawing, though, is much more difficult. 

I have devoted a good deal of time to drawing, one way 
and another; I have to attend a great many committees 
and public meetings, and at such functions I find that 
Drawing is almost the only Art one can satisfactorily 
pursue during the speeches. One really cannot sing 
during the speeches ; so as a rule I draw. I do not 
say that I am an expert yet, but after a few more 
meetings I calculate that I shall know Drawing as 
well as it can be known. 

The first thing, of course, is to get on to a really 
good committee ; and by a good committee I mean 
a committee that provides decent materials. An 
ordinary departmental committee is no use : gener­
ally they only give you a couple of pages of lined 
foolscap and no white blotting-paper, and very often 
the pencils are quite soft. White blotting-paper is 
essential. I know of no material the spoiling of 
which gives so much artistic pleasure—except perhaps 
snow. Indeed, if I was asked to choose between 
making pencil-marks on a sheet of white blotting-
paper and making foot-marks on a sheet of white 
snow I should be in a quandary. 

Much the best committees from the point of view 
of material are committees about business which meet 
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at business premises—shipping offices, for choice. 
One of the Pacific Lines has the best white blotting-
paper I know ; and the pencils there are a 
dream. I am sure the directors of that firm 
are Drawers ; for they always give you two 
pencils, one hard for doing noses, and one 
soft for doing hair. 

When you have selected your committee and 
the speeches are well away, the Drawing begins. Much 
the best thing to draw is a man. Not the chairman, 
or Lord Pommery Quint, or any member of the 
committee, but just A Man. Many novices make the 

mistake of selecting a subject for their Art 
before they begin ; usually they select the 
chairman ; and when they find it is more 
like Mr Gladstone they are discouraged. 
If they had waited a little it could have 
been Mr Gladstone officially. 

As a rule I begin with the forehead, and 
work down to the chin (Fig. 1). 

When I have done the outline I put in the eye. 
This is one of the most difficult parts of Drawing; 
one is never quite sure where the eye goes. If, how­
ever, it is not a good eye, a useful tip is to give the 
man spectacles ; this generally makes 
him a clergyman, but it helps the eye 
(Fig. 2). 

Now you have to outline the rest of 
the head, and this is rather a gamble. 
Personally, I go in for strong heads 
(Fig- 3)-

I am afraid it is not a strong neck ; 
I expect he is an author, and is not well fed. But that 
is the worst of strong heads ; they make it so difficult 
to join up the chin and the back of the neck. 
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The next th ing to do is to put in the ear ; and once 
you have done this the rest is easy. Ears are much 
more difficult than eyes (Fig. 4) . 

I hope that is r ight . It seems to me to be a l i t t le 
too far to the southward. But it is done now. A n d 

once you have pu t in the ear you can't 
go back ; not unless you are on a very 
good committee wh ich provides india-
rubber as wel l as pencils. 

N o w I do the hair. H a i r may either 
be very fuzzy or black, or lightish and 
t h in . I t depends chiefly on what sort 

r i ° ' 4 of pencils are provided. For myself I 
prefer black hair , because then the par t ing shows up 
better (Fig. 5) . 

U n t i l one draws hair one never realizes what large 
heads people have. D o i n g the hair takes the whole 
of a speech, usually, even one of the chairman's 
speeches. 

This is not one of my best men ; I am sure the ear 
is in the wrong place. A n d I am 
incl ined to th ink he ought to have r 

spectacles. O n l y then he w o u l d be a 
clergyman, and I have decided that 
he is Mr Phi l ip Gibbs at the age of 
twenty. So he must carry on w i t h his 
eye as i t is. 

I find that a l l my best men face to 
the west ; it is a curious th ing . Sometimes I draw 
two men facing each other, bu t the one facing east is 
always a dud . 

There, you see (Fig. 6) ? The one on the r igh t is 
a Bolshevik ; he has a l ow forehead and beetling 
brows—a most unpleasant man . Yet he has a 
powerful face. The one on the left was meant to be 
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another Bolshevik, arguing w i t h h i m . But he has 
turned out to be a lady, so I have had to give her a 
' bun.5 She is a lady solicitor ; but I don ' t know 
how she came to be ta lk ing to the Bolshevik. 

FIG. 6 

When you have learned how to do men, the only 
other things in D r a w i n g are perspective and land­
scape. 

PERSPECTIVE is great fun : the best th ing to do is a 
long French road w i t h telegraph-poles (Fig. 7). 

FIG. 7 

I have pu t in a fence as wel l . Unstable, I fear. 
L A N D S C A P E is chiefly composed of hills and trees. 

Trees are the most amusing, especially fluffy trees. 
Here is a landscape (Fig. 8). 
Somehow or other a man has got in to this land-

c 
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scape ; and, as luck w o u l d have i t , it is Napoleon. 
A p a r t f rom this it is not a bad landscape. 

FIG. 8 

But it takes a very long speech to get an ambitious 
piece of work like this through. 

There is one other th ing I ought to have said. 
Never a t tempt to draw a m a n front-face. It can't be 
done. 

From "Light Articles Only " 



GRASSHOPPERS 
GEORGE SAINTSBURY 

[BR"!!!] O N C E shot a grasshopper, in the garden of a 
f | ^ | | i house close to St John's Church , N o t t i n g H i l l , 
lyPLSwsome seventy years ago. It was the only game 
that I could ever have hung on the panels, or set 
stuffed or glazed on the mantel , of my ancestral halls 
— i f I had had any. A n d this shot was even less 
intent ional ly successful than Mr Tupman's at the 
p l u m p partridge. But the circumstances were rather 
interesting. The cicala fell to the wadding of a not 
ignoble instrument, having " got in the way of i t , " 
as the defenders of the Manchester assassins said of 
the luckless policeman and the murderer's bullet . 
A n d it was no clumsy cast toy gun—much less cata­
pu l t or anything of that k ind—that impelled the 
cardboard. Does anybody remember a gunmaker 
named Blissett, whose shop was in the now destroyed 
buildings of H o l b o r n ? Besides the ordinary stock of 
his trade, he used to sell most beautiful minia ture 
ar t i l lery—not cast, but turned out of genuine gun-
metal in exact o ld naval patterns ; carronades w i t h 
proper breechscrews to elevate or depress, on sliding 
platforms ; elegant l i t t le mortars ; smaller guns—I 
forget the proper name for them, is it swivels ?—on 
stands l ike telescope stands, etc.1 It was one of the 

1 My father used to give me these on successive birthdays. 
He also once brought me from the Paris Exhibit ion (of 1856, 
was it not?) a miniature Piece de Quatre, the prettiest and com-
pletest toy-specimen of H . A . that I ever saw. It was too pretty 
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last named that slew, bu t not murdered—for there 
was no * in tent ion '—the insect whose Greek forbears 
slept and sang " amid the tamarisk's ha i r . " 

I should never have slain it intent ionally, since it 
is in many ways a sacred animal . A n d I have always 
regarded the act as, albeit unintended, sinful and 
punishable—difficult, too, to atone for. Perhaps the 
punishment, if not the atonement, is taking place 
now, as indeed the Book of the Preacher suggests. 
Is there any greater book than Ecclesiastes ? Some 
people may say, " O h , this is your Thackeray-mania. 
He taught you to admire Ecclesiastes" As a matter of 
of fact, chronological and other, it was Ecclesiastes, at 
least par t ly , that taught me to admire Thackeray. 
But that is a detai l and a digression. 

One has not, unless one is exceptionally 
* l ight -minded, ' to wa i t to be o ld in order to know 
what the Preacher meant by pu t t i ng " the grass­
hopper shall be a burden " in his magnificent and 
terrible description of o ld age itself. But the average 
grasshoppers of you th * are themselves l ight , at any 
rate passing, and middle age is generally too busy to 
pay much at tention to its share of them. When one 
gets o ld they have rather a habi t of growing to 
pterodactyl size, for the moment at least. The shops 
won't send the fish you ordered, or the medicine you 

to fire and (I strongly suspect) might not have stood that ordeal. 
But the Holborn battery consumed plenty of powder in my days, 
and I think my grandson has some of its constituents now. 

1 In actual childhood they of course appear—or appear to 
appear—crushing ; but children are awful frauds. Their almost 
invariable practice of never beginning to cry after a fall, t i l l they 
have picked themselves up and found themselves quite un­
damaged, is characteristic. And please let any reader remember 
that I do not call really serious disasters, at any time of life, 
grasshoppers. They, or some of them, are burdens of a very 
different kind—and not momentary. 
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want . Cigar ash will fall on a fluffy waistcoat which 
has been presented to you by angels. Gratings in 
the street insist upon snapping off the india-rubber 
ferule on your stick, and it clatters offensively on the 
pavement. And in each case the grasshopper, slain 
a lifetime ago on the top o f N o t t i n g H i l l , avenges 
itself by being rather bigger and m u c h heavier than 
an albatross, if not so persistent. 

Ftom "A Last Soap Bcok " 



THE APOTHEOSIS OF DOUGH 

BASIL MACDONALD HASTINGS 

[g^WTJlY nostrils are steeped in the smell of dough, 
dough in the kneading, dough in the baking, 
dough fresh, dough ha l f baked, dough b rown 

and crusty in the mouth . I have spent hours in a 
great bakery. 

N o t only has my sense of smell been most pleasantly 
gratified. My eyes have been enchanted by comely 
sights, the whiteness of tile and scrubbed wood, the 
snowiness of bakers' overalls and caps, the l i ly- t ints 
of cut bread. A n d for yolk to this egg of exquisite 
pur i ty and determined hygiene I was shown not only 
the charming bistres, ochres, sepias, chestnuts, and 
cinnamons of cottage and t i n loaves, French longs, 
rolls and crescents, but the crocus yellow of Swiss 
rolls, the straw tints of a hundred thousand cakes, 
the ruby crests and the mouth-water ing chocolates of 
boy-bemusing pastries. 

N o t t i l l now d i d I realize that dough is alive. A n d 
I have made bread. I th ink I make very good bread, 
bu t not a l l my friends who visit me w i l l eat the bread 
of my baking. So much for friendship ! I th ink that 
the least a man might do, if he be given roof and 
couch, is to eat his host's own part icular bread. Let 
those who w i l l not stay i n hotels or, l ike the abbots o f 
o ld , I w i l l feed them i n a guest-house. 

Yes, dough is alive. The humane bakers realize 
this and put it to bed each night covered w i t h blankets. 

38 
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Moreover, male nurses are kept on duty all night 
watching lest any of the dough fall out of bed. These 
tender young men notice at once if Johnny Dough is 
restless in his vat and likely to tumble over the side. 
Instantly they go to him, and with firm but tender 
pressure put him back in his place, afterwards re­
placing the blanket over his tired figure. It is said 
that some soft-hearted bakers even imprint a good­
night kiss upon the doughy brow, but I did not see 
it done. No doubt all were shy before the stranger. 

The dough is only allowed four and a half hours' 
restless sleep. Wise men with white faces and blue 
eyes—why do all bakers have blue eyes, and why is 
the miller always a tenor singer?—tell me that this 
is quite enough for him before he is divided up into 
weights for turning into loaves. 

Does dough dream in that sleep from which there 
is so warm an awakening ? And, if he dream, is it of 
waving corn or a nightmare of human teeth ? Dough, 
I should say, realizes his destiny. A l l he asks of 
humanity is to be buttered with English or Imperial 
butter—and rfiere is no better than that from New 
Zealand. Please do not spread foreign jams on Eng­
lish bread. You would not if you had seen the proud 
rising and falling breast of English dough at this 
bakery of mine. 

Three mighty ovens eject two thousand loaves per 
hour per oven. Six thousand an hour, while you 
bread-eaters slumber ! Ah, if you could but see the 
eagerness of the loaf to reach you ! I shall pass over 
the somewhat awkward period of the baking. It is 
no good pretending that the loaf likes i t . It is a fact 
that he goes into the oven weighing 1 lb. 2 oz. and 
comes out weighing 1 lb. 1/2 oz. Now when I go to 
the Turkish bath I enter weighing 13 stone 3 lb., and 
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leave weighing 13 stone ij l b . I suffer, but what is 
my loss in propor t ion to that endured by the loaf? 

N o . Loaves do not l ike being baked. In fact, 
when they are ready they give themselves away by 
positively runn ing out of the oven! They are not 
pul led out. In fact, the human hand never touches 
them. They come tumbl ing head over heels on their 
moving rollers, laughing and j o k i n g and chaffing like 
the boys at Eugene Aram's school. 

Really, their behaviour is most infectious. I roared 
at the sight. This set a l l the bakers laughing. 
People came in f rom other rooms w i t h i nqu i r i ng 
faces. We pointed to the leaping, frisking, capering 
loaves and roared again. 

Never was there such a concert of laughter, for 
your baker is a j o l l y soul. But the loaves get l i t t le 
chance to swap oven stories, and they have a few hot 
ones to tel l , I ' l l war ran t you. They drop into 
wrappers of hygienic transparent paper and take the 
rail for the ground floor and delivery-van. 

Every one knows that there are b r o w n loaves as 
wel l as whi te . T h e n w h y should I snrlile when I saw 
vats of b r o w n dough ? Ye t i t seems unfamil iar . I t 
is a sober, russet fellow, and I notice that its loaves 
do not frolic as do those of white bread. The b rown 
loaf sails in to the w o r l d of mastication on a flat base 
and throws not one solitary somersault. It has 
d igni ty and no devilment. I t h ink therefore that you 
should not put b rown and white bread on the same 
platter. B rown bread fancies itself, and association 
w i t h the l a r r i k i n whi te must be an almost intolerable 
humi l i a t ion . 

I leave the bread-making for a whi le and t u r n for 
rel ief to the invent ing of sweet things for the tea-table. 
My first thrill is to see the Swiss r o l l actually r o l l . 
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But that is the last stage of his adventure. See him 
a square, flat slab of brown or yellow cake. He is 
ready shaped for jamming and rolling. How do 
they jam him? I ask. Don't tell me that there are 
machines for spi^ading jam. Well, there are. There 
are machines for everything here, including one that 
cuVs bread, butters i t , slices ham to fit, and throws 
sandwiches at you while you wait. The misguided 
inventor sold the patent of this marvellous machine 
to his master for £100. 

But our Swiss flat is waiting to be jammed before 
he is turned into a roll . What shall we smear his 
Little Mary with ? Any jam ? Any colour ? I vote 
for greengage, because in the jam world I have a 
greengage mind. A canister of greengage jam is 
fixed at the head of the machine. The Swiss flats go 
in at one end dry and come out at the other perfectly 
and evenly jammed. Now deft young women trim 
the jam-smeared flats as they pass them on their 
moving platform. Then they reach the rollers. 
With not much more than a touch of the hand the 
Swiss flat is tarned into a Swiss roll, and off he rolls 
and rolls until he falls into a paper wrapper. 

I yodelled at the sight, causing some embarrassment 
thereby to the rolling girls. Why is he called Swiss ? 
I ask. Because the head baker is Scotch, say they. 
It is the retort cognate, and we beam upon each 
other. 

I have always longed to know something of the 
home life of the doughnut- He has been with us all 
our lives, and yet we know no more of him than we 
do of the extinct fruit and nuts of the past. At school 
we bought him when we could, and later we knew 
restaurants and hostesses by the quality of their 
doughnuts. This delectable ball, with the jolly lump 
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of j a m in the middle ! A n d oh, the delight of the 
d ry sugar on the doughnut's soft b rown coat ! N o w 
do they first take the j a m and b u i l d the pastry round 
i t , and, i f not, how do they get the j a m into the 
pastry wi thou t making an aperture ? 

We l l , I saw the doughnuts cooking. They float in 
a hot syrup, a man standing over them w i t h a lung 
turning-fork. When the bot tom side is browned the 
man gives the bal l a touch, and the bal l turns. The 
baked side, you see, is the lightest, and the unbaked 
side now takes its tu rn . Next see the browned and 
cooked doughnut cooled off. Is the j a m in ? I ask. 
Certainly not. He is at present only ha l f a nut , 
scarcely a nu t at a l l , because he has no kernel. I 
point out to the doughnut-maker that they are now 
too late. The nut is whole, and no j a m could pos­
sibly pass in to the ba l l w i thou t breaking i t . The 
friendly doughnutters smile and point to a machine 
—yet another machine. A n d what do you th ink this 
machine does ? It shoots j a m . It is a j am-gun . 

The doughnut is pu t against the wa l l , for a l l the 
wor ld as if he were a spy or a traitor* and the j a m -
gun torpedoes h i m . T h e weapon, loaded w i t h j a m , 
pierces the doughnut's side and then is sharply w i t h ­
drawn. The j a m is left in the doughnut , and, 
miracle of miracles, there is no sign of a wound in 
the doughnut's anatomy. 

One of the doughnut-makers at my bakery is a 
man of patr iarchal appearance. His mien and his 
carriage convey his pride in having been the father 
of mill ions of dough families. I ask h i m how many 
doughnuts he has made. He smiles faint ly. Do we 
take h i m for Moses, who numbered the chi ldren of 
Israel in the desert of Sinai ? 

I ask how long he has been making doughnuts. 
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Sixty years, says he. When this good man goes his 
fellows must bake doughnuts and lay them on his 
grave. The Egyptians believed that the ka of the 
departed needed physical sustenance. Myself, I am 
arranging for a*jar of caviare. Le t this patr iarch 
have doughnuts. 

This is an age of rolls. If my recollection serves 
me, bread rolls were rare things in my chi ldhood. 
They lurked sometimes in ra i lway luncheon-baskets, 
and I saw them when I was taken to tea w i t h a French 
nobleman. I turned against them then because the 
ham of the luncheon-basket was so horr ible and be­
cause the bearded Frenchman shattered my self-
respect by embracing me. N o w we eat rolls at every 
meal. 

T h e story of ro l l -making is a story of superb 
machinery, a story of a miraculous overhead ra i lway, 
and a tale of fastidious hygiene. The l i t t le breadlets 
are scarcely touched by hand from dough-time to 
delivery-time. 

The first machine is a fine, dignified, knowing 
fellow. He ta*kes the heap of dough in to his generous 
carcass and proceeds to divide it up in to correct 
weights. There is a man I have watched who cuts 
up steaks a l l day. He divides the meat so adroi t ly 
that each piece is proved by the scale to be of the 
same weight. A great feat for the human eye and 
the human hand. But this machine has no eyes, no 
soul. It is incapable of making mistakes, therefore, 
and sends out l i t t le strips of dough wh ich do not vary 
in weight by a m i l l i o n t h of an ounce. 

The strips of dough, so cut, now move along on 
their j o l l y l i t t le escalator to the second machine. 
This fellow is something of a masseur. He picks up 
the strips of dough and moulds and shapes them on 
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his rollers. He fancies himself as an artist, I should 
say, so we w i l l not deny h i m a soul. Certainly he 
sends away the embryo r o l l looking very p lump and 
personable. 

N o w comes the * proving , ' or weighing after m o u l d ­
ing . For a quarter of an hour the r o l l travels about. 
Really, i t is the most humane th ing, and a l l r o l l -
eaters should know of i t . Before they are baked the 
rolls are taken for a pleasure t r ip on a sort of com­
binat ion of the overhead ra i lway in New York Ci ty 
and the scenic at Wembley. They have the happiest 
t ime, I guess, and must give each other greeting as 
they pass and repass on their journey. The speed 
l i m i t is observed, be it mentioned, and no ro l l could 
possibly complain that his nerves were being t r ied. 

N o w w h y are they sent on this t r ip ? So that 
du r ing it the yeast may have t ime to work. Wha t the 
yeast is doing I do not know, and I do not th ink 
anyone else knows. But these master-bakers know 
at least that a r o l l which is not given a quarter of an 
hour's excursion before baking is a fractious fellow. 
After the journey the rolls take a sort of Sausage shape, 
as if they had been strap-hanging, or, at any rate, 
si t t ing seven aside in a carriage. But we know this 
not to be the case. The rolls are treated from first 
to last l ike gentlemen or Pullman-car passengers. 
They are now turned and sent of f again on the 
moving platforms to be shingled. 

The shingling is a pleasing sight. Handsome young 
bakers stand over the platforms and, whi le they smile 
k ind ly down upon the rolls, give them on the top 
those three neat l i t t le gashes wh ich you know so wel l . 
They do this w i t h steel scalpels, bu t the touch is l ight 
and caressing. A i r is let in to the ro l l , and one guesses 
that he needs i t . At any rate, he passes on to the 
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oven looking very neat and newly dusted with 
flour. 

I do not know how rolls pass the time in the oven. 
They are in there for twenty-five minutes, which is a 
lengthy period in a roll's life, and I have no doubt 
they make the best of them. I can record, however, 
that they tumble out when they are cooked with all 
the gaiety and gambolling tricks of the cottage loaves. 
They have the same mettle as their parents, and when 
I pick one up he mischievously stings me with his heat. 

Now the rolls flutter downwards through floors and 
eventually are packed in large paper bags and so 
made ready for dispatch to all parts of London. 
Before I leave them I bid one particular roll good­
bye. Is he aware of his destination? He may be 
buttered, he may be jammed, or—horror of horrors 
—he may be dipped into soup. Wi l l he be broken 
and left in part upon the plate of a duke so that some 
of him falls to sparrows or, maybe, the St James's 
Park ducks ? Wi l l he solace a dustman on the dole, 
or be relished by a pretty chorus-girl between re­
hearsals ? It ' is a far cry, in any case, from the corn­
field and the nest of the lark. 

In the Hal l of Dispatch I hover over the loaves, 
the rolls, and the cakes, and in my head is the thought 
of a hundred thousand graces. Over this bread a 
hundred thousand prayers wi l l be offered in the 
morning. 

Men must have known meat-eating before they 
knew bread-eating, and the original grace was doubt­
less offered up to the tribal god when the hunters 
made an eatable k i l l . But the grace that we offer 
up is inspired undoubtedly by gratitude for " our 
daily bread." I ask you if you were ever inspired to 
pray by a mutton cutlet or a section of cod. When 
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I have read a beautiful poem I have felt l ike saying 
a prayer. I have seen an I r i sh priest's hand on his 
rosary at the start of the Grand Nat ional . Every one, 
consciously or unconsciously, prays when he sees 
Niagara. But most prayers are said over bread. 

I n t o the night a l l the food is being hurr ied , and its 
fresh, w a r m colourings w i l l l ight up thousands' of 
rooms on the morrow, or, strictly speaking, at a later 
hour this day. It must be a t h r i l l i ng thought for the 
bakers that their manufactures inspire prayer in so 
many homes, that a blessing is called upon their 
produce dai ly by men, women, and children. 

Look back over your years and reflect upon what 
bread has meant to you. The first piece you sucked 
was steeped in gravy or bacon fat, I ' l l warrant . 
Then came what is called ' sop,' a mixture of bread 
and mi lk , and I hold it a base th ing to wet bread. 
I remember that at school bread was a staple dish. 
Indeed, we got l i t t le else at breakfast and at five 
o'clock. There was no such th ing as tea-time. At 
five the call was " Bread and beer." We flocked to 
the refectory and ate chunks of d ry whi te or b rown 
bread, washed down w i t h water i f we were l i t t le and 
by ' swipes ' if we were great. So boys are dr iven to 
buying doughnuts. 

No m a n has l ived who has not eaten bread and 
butter and cheese w i t h ale in a country cottage on a 
wet summer day. He must be alone, unless he owns 
a dog. The wetness of the day needs explaining. I 
can but say that it has been found that crisp bread 
has a more luscious taste when the nose is assailed 
w i t h the fragrance that rises from rain-steeped vege­
tat ion. 

Take you a couple of crusty loaves, some butter, 
cheese, and ale, and then buy yourself a cottage. 
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Preferably it should be at the edge of a wood and a 
mile at least from the nearest human habi tat ion. 
P lum- and apple-trees in the garden help, and remind 
one to deride j a m , which , to my th ink ing , ' goes ' w i t h 
pastry and not w i t h bread. Sit and slice your loaf, 
and be neither too parsimonious nor too prodigal 
w i t h butter. Eat bread-and-butter first and pause. 
T h e n eat hunks of cheese and pause. D r i n k deeply 
of ale from a large blue and whi te china m u g and 
pause. . . . Even if you forget the grace before the 
meal, you w i l l say that appropriate to the end of i t . 

F r o m the whiteness of bread and the delicate t in t -
ings of cake and buns and pastries I walk away in to 
the dark. It is pleasant to th ink that bread is made 
in a glit ter, though I am glad of the rest to my eyes. 
I wonder if I w o u l d be a baker. Bakers are j o l l y and 
they live in that atmosphere wh ich is next to godliness. 
Moreover, they experience a pleasure wh ich I have 
hi therto regarded as unattainable. They eat their 
cake and have it too. Yes, I am a l i t t le envious. 

In an ideal state I th ink the chief bread-maker 
would be a man most highly honoured. In our queer, 
unbalanced w o r l d they give titles and the most money 
to makers of such l i t t le things as plays and books and 
pictures—to the feeders of the m i n d . Wel l , the m i n d 
must be fed, but where w o u l d your m i n d be if there 
were no body to house it ? The master-bakers are 
puissant because of the power of the Staff of Life . 
Le t them be honoured in accord w i t h their pre­
potency. 



THE MALIGNANT COIN 
" THE LONDONER " 

N hour ago I parted from a little friend who 
has borne me company for this fortnight past. 

, We had lived intimately ; he travelled in my 
pocket. He was a farthing, and he and I can live no 
longer together. 

Your farthing is like a cock-sparrow for pertness. 
This farthing had all the qualities of his tribe. I 
have forgotten how he came to me, but there he lay 
in my trouser pocket among small coins and keys 
and trash. I saw a deal of him while the fortnight 
lasted. Again and again he came up from the depths 
of my pocket when there was no need of him, as your 
farthing ever wi l l . 

We had not been a day together before he lost me 
a train. Hurrying down the stairway to the platform 
I heard a piece of money drop from me and go ringing 
along the boards. It rang clear as any half-sovereign 
ever did in the days of peace, when there was gold 
coinage in England. I was bound to hunt for that 
ringing thing. The train came in and went without 
me while I groped and peered for the lost one. Other 
passengers joined me. When one of them found my 
farthing and brought i t , like an honest man, to its 
owner, I felt shame. Angrily I put it back among 
the keys. 

After that, not a day without some impish trick of 
the farthing. Every day it brought me humiliation 

48 
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by its playful imitation of a sixpence. I have offered 
it at the ticket office of the Tube ; I have tried to pay 
for my cup of tea with my farthing. Truly I know 
now how it feels to be a passer of false coin and to 
have failed at the job. Eyes have looked at me 
stonily ; the cold courtesy of the young lady in the 
money hutch at the tea-shop warned me that the way 
of the cheat is hard. 

Yet this morning I had clean forgotten my farthing. 
It was not until the small boy jeered at me, as I 
waited for fivepence in change at the bookstall, that 
I remembered i t . There was no courtesy about the 
small boy ; he gave me no benefit of the doubt. I 
tell you that he jeered at me, making a noise of con­
tempt with his mouth. 

That was where I left the farthing. Another 
plunge of the hand among my keys and I brought up 
a true sixpence. How glad I was to see the white 
face of it ! I had my paper and my fivepence change 
—the boy seemed to count it very slowly, making 
sure of it lest I should try to cheat him again. Then 
I went away in haste, leaving that accursed farthing 
in fitting company, in the company of a grimy boy 
who was a sort of human farthing. 

He sent a last jeer after me, crying out that I had 
left my farthing behind. But I did not turn my head. 
I am free and he has the farthing ; I hope it may 
bring him to disaster. 

There was a man who, writing to the newspaper 
last week, asked for a greater coinage of farthings. 
That man is our enemy. For why should the Mint 
have ever struck these vile pieces that wi l l buy 
nothing ? 

You know the Mint . A pleasant quarter of the 
town is that of the Mint , when the sun is on the 

D 
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ancient walls of the Tower . But it is otherwise when 
the November mists rise from the river-bank, when 
c lammy darkness holds the east end of the c i ty . 
T h e n I can believe that the men of the M i n t fall in to 
a sour humour ; they w i l l strike no br igh t silver for 
us. Says the master of the M i n t , u Come, let us make 
a batch of farthings." 

Nobody has any kindness for a farthing, unless it 
be a woman. The far thing has no power to vex her ; 
for w o m a n is an an imal w i thou t pockets ; she keeps 
her money in a purse. It is my belief that every 
woman has at least one far thing in her purse. 

Do not ask me to explain w h y she has a b rown 
far thing in the compartment that holds postage 
stamps and a receipted b i l l . I t is true that, i n the 
shops where women buy, there are goods marked 
w i t h prices that end in three farthings. But that is 
mysterious folk-lore ; it seems as though it were held 
unlucky for a woman to buy goods at two shillings ; 
the ticket must be for one shi l l ing and elevenpence 
three farthings. Yet farthings do not pass over the 
counter. The small currency is in pins. A l l that I 
know is that the woman has the far thing in her purse 
and that I w i l l never have another in my pocket. 
A mal ignant coin it is ; you remember the Queen 
Anne far thing. It set about a legend of its own ra r i ty , 
that there were only three of i t , each w o r t h a hundred 
guineas. A man was hanged for robbery on the h igh­
road ; he was after a Queen Anne far thing. 

From "Day In and Day Out " 



THE CHANGING SCENE 





FEZ 
PHILIP GUEDALLA 

O M E W H E R E in the town a d r u m was throb­
bing. The l i t t le pulse of sound seemed to go 
straight up in the silence over the ci ty, like a 

t a l l thread of wood smoke into a windless sky. But a l l 
round the great place lay out in the st i l l sunshine; and 
the grey hills, where the olive-trees c l imb up in to the 
M i d d l e Atlas, looked down on Fez. There is something 
a l i t t le a larming about a ci ty wi thou t a sound. When 
one stands above a town in the West there is always a 
str iking of clocks, a d u l l thunder of wheels, or the sudden 
yel l of an engine. But down in the l i t t le streets which 
w i n d through Fez there is no traffic beyond men on 
foot and sheeted women and the faint click of ambl ing 
mules and l i t t l e donkeys that brush their loads against 
the walls on either side. T h a t is w h y scarcely a sound 
drifts up, as you look out across the ci ty. 

It is a grey, congested heap of square-topped houses, 
filling a whole valley, c l imbing the l i t t le hills, and 
huddled behind the shelter of the ci ty walls. T a l l 
towers stand up out of the mass, where the muezzin 
goes up between the c i ty and the sky to quaver out 
the hours of prayer ; and beyond the minarets one 
catches the sudden green of a great roof of tiles. But 
the memory that w i l l remain is of a heaped grey 
waste of houses ly ing silent in the sun. As one stared, 
it seemed to stare silently back ; and somewhere in 
the town a solitary d r u m was throbbing. 

53 
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The l i t t le alleys w i n d in and out among the houses. 
Sometimes they vanish in to tunnels under the piled 
ci ty, or pick their way across the chessboard shadows 
of a reed-roofed market. The blue sky comes sud­
denly round corners, and swarming streets end in the 
l i t t le hill-streams which pour through Fez. There is 
a sound of rushing water everywhere in the city. I t 
goes whispering under humped Moorish bridges and 
mutters like a stage conspirator in l i t t le strangled 
tunnels below the heaped grey houses. The great 
town had seemed so silent from the hills above. But 
down in the maze, where the veiled women slip 
discreetly by in the half-darkness of the streets, it is 
alive w i t h l i t t le sounds. Whispering water, the slow 
l i l t o f men at work, snatches of high, wai l ing , minor 
plainsong (Spain learnt its music at the knees of 
Afr ica) , low chants from l i t t le schools, the tapping 
hammers of the coppersmiths, are a l l caught between 
the t a l l , b l i nd walls ; and the hooded men crouch 
ta lking at every corner. The men and the water a l l 
talk low. Perhaps that is how Fez muttered ten years 
ago, before it came yel l ing down the l i t t le streets to 
murder stray, bewildered Frenchmen in the mas­
sacres. In Fez one can never quite forget that spring. 

But one day the great ci ty made remarkable holiday. 
It shut up shop in the early afternoon and went pour­
ing westward up the h i l l i n its best kaleidoscopic 
clothes. The tide of the traffic set steadily towards 
the Palace gates. Soldiers, great droves of women, 
elegant young gentlemen on mules streamed up the 
l i t t le alleys, as t a l l negroes went elbowing through 
the press ; and solemn citizens, who lie a l l day in 
l i t t le cupboards three feet square to sell a p inch of 
green tea for a copper and an hour's conversation, 
abandoned the excitement of commerce for the keener 
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joys of spectacle. His Shereefian Majesty was on the 
road from Rabat ; and was it not f i t t ing that his ci ty 
of Fez should receive the Sultan at the gates ? F rom 
the great square before the Palace there was a steady 
roar, and the gorged streets stil l poured late-comers 
into the mass. They stood and pushed and shouted ; 
and sometimes, discarding a l l false digni ty , they swept 
through the crowd, fifteen abreast, arms l inked, knees 
up, and singing to the steady thunder of their l i t t le 
earthenware drums. Above and behind them were 
the gates whose great square battlements had so 
alarmed the romantic imaginat ion of M. Pierre L o t i ; 
and somewhere in the middle loud arguments and a 
faint gleam of bayonets indicated that anxious French 
officers sti l l hoped to keep a road open for the pro­
cession. 

Royal ty was late. But Fez resorted freely to the 
consolations of song and dance. Rings formed in the 
crowd ; and the l i t t le drums throbbed wi thout ceas­
ing , as indomitable loyalists j igged steadily up and 
down in line, and h i l lmen in circles sang interminable 
choruses. Then a gun spoke from the green fort 
beyond the town, and the heads a l l turned to the 
roadway between the bayonets. 

There was something odd about that procession 
from the first . I t opened w i t h four closed cars, which 
glided in perfect silence and w i t h drawn blinds up to 
the Palace. There was a roguish in t imat ion that 
these contained a selection of the Imper i a l harem ; 
and we gathered from the small number that Majesty 
was making only a short stay in Fez. Followed four 
open cabs, containing (one heard it w i t h a m i l d thr i l l ) 
the Keepers of the Door, come straight from The 
Arabian Nights to guard the Sultan's harem. The 
misleading art of Ballet had taught one to believe 
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that these figures of romance w o u l d wear a vivacious, 
almost a festal air ; and to the heated Western 
imaginat ion those four cabloads of dejected men in 
pointed red fezzes were a bit ter b low. The Sultan 
of Morocco seemed to have neglected the oppor tuni­
ties afforded to h i m by M. Bakst. Eunuchs in cabs. 
. . . One wai ted gloomily to see a station omnibus 
fu l l of mutes w i t h bowstrings. But the salutes were 
st i l l thudd ing f rom the battery on the h i l l , and the 
infantry in the road sprang suddenly to the " Present." 
There was a clatter of horses under the great gates ; 
and a stream of men in whi te went r i d ing by w i t h 
long five-foot flintlocks f rom the Sus, si t t ing the great 
coloured saddles stiffly w i t h feet dr iven we l l home in to 
their square stirrups. 

T h e n the colours changed, and negro lancers 
j ing led past in red. Pennons, black faces, scarlet 
tunics took the procession to the border-line of opera. 
There was a pause ; and a band launched in to the 
ceremonial discords that are reserved for royal ears. 
The c rowd was roar ing in the square ; and when i t 
paused for breath, the shri l l you-you-you, wh ich squeals 
for v ic tory or drives men on to k i l l , came from the 
women in their corner. The French guns spoke 
slowly f rom the battery ; and down in the road, at 
the centre of the d i n , a grave bundle of white l inen 
moved deliberately through the noise and watched 
w i t h unseeing eyes the prostrations of anxious Kaids . 
For the Sultan had come into his ci ty of Fez. 

From "A Gallery " and "Still Life " 



DROWNED BELLS 
" V " (MRS J. L. GARVIN) 

AY is over East Ang l i a and its long coast-line 
fringed w i t h shaggy young corn. A bee rises 
heavily f rom the gorse ; a b i r d drops like a 

stone in to a hedge powdered w i t h whi te blossom. The 
two scents, sickly and aromatic, mingle w i t h the salt in 
the air. A flat, green country set w i t h windmil l s and 
channelled by pale arteries of sluggish water. Across 
the levels, seven grey churches like miniature cathe­
drals are a l l visible at once, each rising from its own 
humble congregation of low red houses. Also it is a 
s t i l l country, and has unseen meanings of things now 
under the sea. Suddenly, here and there, behind a 
rare c lump of scraggy pine-trees, you get the cold 
gleam of shallow water in broad streaks. At D u n -
wich this hungry sea has slowly devoured b i t by b i t 
" fifty-two churches and as many windmi l l s , together 
w i t h a spacious harbour in wh ich there were as many 
ships as w indmi l l s . " 

Ships and windmi l l s , windmi l l s and ships. The 
fate of a ship seems natura l ly uncertain ; it may pu t 
in to harbour, it may perish. For it is built—as we 
mortals 

be a challenging th ing , and goes out 
to adventure, and mishap. But one had not thought 
i t of windmi l l s . T h a t stationary ship, a w i n d m i l l , 
standing w i t h open arms, answering to the faintest 
breeze, yet fundamentally steadfast, seems born saved. 
Before now one has noted a town with a harbour and 57 
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one w i n d m i l l , and counted i t r i ch enough, thankful 
for its solitary landmark. But under this sea lies a 
whole social civi l izat ion and an ecclesiastical system. 
Here, the K i n g from Thu le might have f lung the 
memory cup to j o i n buried chalices, sunken bells, 
quenched censers, a l l studded w i t h mussels now. 

Beyond some crooked tombstones at this edge of 
doom, only a ta l l needle of the last tower remains. 
Pell-mell down the sandy c l i f f topple epitaphs, human 
bones, shattered coffins. In places the green is already 
shooting over the scars of last winter's devastation ; 
whi le the m u r k y sea of a sandy coast sucks and roars 
over what migh t be rocks, but are only the stone 
corners of the fallen tower. So in their way they 
" suffer a sea-change in to something r i ch and 
strange." Soon, soon they also shall be more com­
pletely drowned : the last traces of D u n w i c h and its 
lost glories shall slip down to j o i n the rest of the legend. 

In the hot yellow sand, chi ldren in blue and b rown 
are busy digging and excavating. It is like the 
Hamlet scene cheerfully mimicked by the nursery. 
One cherubic sexton has found a r i b , another a 
branch of whi te may. One, more ambitious, fu l l of 
local rumour , drives in his wooden spade w i t h his 
sand-shoe in gay hopes of a skull . 

From "As You See It » 



A SUNDAY IN DONEGAL 

STEPHEN GWYNN 

E were late in a r r iv ing at the o ld chapel, and 
the first t h ing that met us was the sight—less 
familiar , perhaps, in any other country than in 

I re land—of worshippers kneeling outside the open 
door, unable to find room w i t h i n . As we passed behind 
them, we could see the priest in his robes administering 
the C o m m u n i o n ; his figure was silhouetted against day­
l ight , for the door in the south transept also was open, 
and beyond i t the kneeling congregation overflowed 
on that side also under the sky. Between the priest 
and us was the huddled mass of women, who sat 
apart f rom the men. There was scarcely a hat 
among them. Shawls and handkerchiefs—red, orange, 
blue, purple, buff, and b rown of every conceiv­
able hue—made such a glow of r i ch and har­
monious colour as you w i l l only see in an I r i sh-
speaking district, where the people st i l l dress in a 
manner that visibly proclaims their nationali ty. A 
friend recognized me, and led us up in to the gallery 
facing the chancel—there were three galleries, and 
a l l packed as closely as the seats on the floor. F rom 
here we could see the men, not who l ly so distinctive 
in their dress as the women, yet for the most par t clad 
in the rough home-spun, undyed, home-woven frieze. 
Look where you migh t , your eyes to ld you that you 
were in I re land ; and I have never been in any other 
congregation anywhere which seemed to offer such 
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attractions to a painter. What the European coun­
tries generally sacrifice, by choosing to wear far-off 
imitations of what is worn in London and Paris, 
cannot be counted. 

But it was not the eye only that was affected by 
this evidence of national distinctness. If there be 
elsewhere congregations so rapt, I have not seen them. 
For a moment we felt shame at our intrusion, but the 
fear of having disturbed worship soon passed off; it 
seemed as if an earthquake would hardly have broken 
the spell of that devotion. When the long succession 
of communicants was done with the priest read the 
prayers after Mass, not in Latin nor in English, but 
in the Irish tongue of those he spoke to. Donegal-
bred, he had the accent, at least to my unskilled ear ; 
but he was no native speaker, and when he preached 
it was in English. A l l that was needed was the 
tongue of the people to round off the impression of 
that discourse. As the young priest stood on the 
altar-steps, and the old men in their frieze stood by 
him, touching the very rail , it seemed not so much 
a religious office as some tribe council where debate 
was held on matters homely, yet weighty with signi­
ficance. The Protestant Church, for all its bareness 
of ritual, has come far away from that primitive 
simplicity. 

Another thing struck me then as never before, for 
all I have travelled about Ireland—the strength and 
the constant maintenance, through the church, of the 
local bond. As the priest disrobed before the sermon, 
he gave out subjects for prayer : " You wi l l say now 
a Pater Noster in Irish for all out of this parish who 
are in America," " A Pater Noster and two Hai l 
Marys for those who are in England or Scotland " 
(that parish is a great home of emigrant labour), 
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" a Pater Noster and three Hai l Marys in Irish for 
the dead that are in this churchyard." And the 
heavy rustle of the whispered prayer would go through 
the crowded transepts like the noise of leaves on a 
summer evening—bringing the dead and the far-away 
very near, it seemed, to those who then called them 
into memory. Never at any time in Ireland have I 
felt so remote from England, Scotland, and all the 
world as there at that Catholic service—so world­
wide, yet so homely. 

Outside the church door, when benediction ended 
and no one was left in the building but the school­
master teaching children their catechism in Irish, a 
ritual more distinctive still was enacted. Perhaps 
fifty out of that immense congregation made their 
way into the churchyard, and stood for the most part 
chatting in a group round the monument to a de­
parted priest. But a few women there detached 
themselves from the rest, and, each of them picking 
her way through the grass to a grave-stone .or the 
little cross that marked a tomb still simpler, knelt 
down, and, bending forward, pressed her face close 
to the ground. Then—from the very earth it seemed 
—there rose a faint crying, hardly louder at first than 
a cricket's noise—swelling, dying down, swelling 
again, yet always so faint that out there in the open 
it was hardly audible ten yards off, unless one strained 
to hear i t . But then a woman raised the chant from 
a grave just beside us ; and, as one listened to her 
cry near at hand, and the other faint waitings, all 
chanted to the same heartrending little tune, they 
seemed to fill all earth and heaven. I t was like the 
cry, not of this or that wife or mother, but of the land 
itself—a voice issuing here from among the graves— 
the wailing of Ireland after her scattered sons. I 
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have heard the keene before f rom many voices raised 
together at a funeral, bu t never elsewhere have I met 
this weekly renewing of the wa i l , this melancholy 
ming l ing of separate keenings, each mourn ing its own 
loss ; and it w o u l d break your heart \o listen to i t . 

A w a y from the church was a very different gather­
ing around the post-office, where men and women 
crowded and jostled as the postmaster read out names. 
Wel l they migh t look to the post, w i t h the four or five 
hundred of their men away at the harvesting. I t was 
a l l a par t of the weekly reunion, when these moun­
taineers and fisher-folk gathered f rom many miles 
around have sight and speech of one another. The 
week centres round Sunday. The church is the 
meeting point of life for a whole countryside ; and I 
th ink the rest of us, not Catholics, who care for 
I re land , when we are brought face to face w i t h the 
Catholic Church at such times and in such places, 
must feel towards it almost as if i t was our own, 
because it is so deeply interwoven w i t h a l l the life 
that is most I r i sh in I re land . 

From " For Second Reading " 



u ON AN IRISH HILL 
Æ (GEORGE W. RUSSELL) 

IT has been my dream for many years that I 
[ might at some time dwel l i n a cabin on the h i l l ­
s ide in this dear and l iv ing land of ours, and there 

I w o u l d lay my head in the lap of a serene nature, and 
be on friendly terms w i t h the winds and mountains who 
hold enough of unexplored mystery and infini tude to 
engage me at present. I wou ld not dwel l too far 
f rom men, for above an enchanted valley, only a 
morning's walk from the city, is the mounta in of my 
dream. Here, between heaven and earth and my 
brothers, there migh t come on me some foretaste of 
the destiny wh ich the great powers are shaping for 
us in this isle, the ming l ing of God and nature and 
man in a being, one, yet infinite in number. O l d 
t rad i t ion has it that there was in our mysterious past 
such a union, a sympathy between man and the 
elements so complete, that at every great deed of 
hero or k ing the three swelling waves of Fohla re­
sponded : the wave of T o t h , the wave of Rury , and 
the long, slow, white , foaming wave of Cleena. 
O mysterious kinsmen, w o u l d that to-day some deed 
great enough could call for th the thunder of your 
response once again ! But perhaps he is now rocked 
in his cradle who w i l l hereafter rock you into joyous 
foam. 

The mounta in which I praise has not hi therto been 
considered one of the sacred places in Eire, no gli t tering 
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tradition hangs about it as a lure ; and indeed I 
would not have it considered as one in any special 
sense apart from its companions, but I take it here 
as a type of what any high place in nature may be­
come for us if well loved ; a haunt of deep peace, 
a spot where the Mother lays aside veil after veil, 
until at last the great Spirit seems in brooding gentle­
ness to be in the boundless fields alone. I am not 
inspired by that brotherhood which does not overflow 
with love into the being of the elements, not hail in 
them the same spirit as that which calls us with so 
many pathetic and loving voices from the lives of 
men. So I build my dream cabin in hope of this 
wider intimacy : 

A cabin on the mountain-side hid in a grassy nook, 
Where door and windows open wide, where friendly stars 

may look; 
The rabbit shy can patter in ; the winds may enter free 
Who throng around the mountain throne in l iving ecstasy. 
A n d when the sun sets dimmed in eve and purple fills the air, 
I think the Sacred Hazel Tree is dropping berries there 
From starry fruitage waved aloft where Gonnla's well o'er-

flows: 
For sure the immortal waters pour through every wind that 

blows. 
I think when night towers up aloft and shakes the trembling 

dew, 
That every high and lonely thought that thrills my being 

through 
Is but a shining berry dropped down through the purple air, 
And from the magic Tree of Life the fruit falls everywhere. 

The Sacred Hazel was the Celtic branch of the Tree 
of Life ; its scarlet nuts gave wisdom and inspiration ; 
and fed on this ethereal fruit, the ancient Gael grew 
to greatness. Though to-day none eat of the fruit or 
drink the purple flood welling from Connla's foun­
tain, I think that the fire which still kindles the Celtic 
races was flashed into their blood in that magical 
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t ime, and is our heritage from the Dru id ic past. It 
is st i l l here, the magic and mystery ; it lingers in the 
heart of a people to w h o m their neighbours of another 
w o r l d are frequent visitors in the spirit and over-
shadowers of reverie and imaginat ion. 

The earth here remembers her past, and to br ing 
about its renewal she whispers w i t h honeyed entreaty 
and lures w i t h bewitching glamour. At this moun­
tain I speak of it was that our greatest poet, the last 
and most beautiful voice of Eire, first found freedom 
in song, so he tells me : and it was the pleading for 
a re turn to herself that this mysterious nature first 
fluted through his lips : 

Come away, O h u m a n child, 
To the woods and waters wi ld 
W i t h a faery hand in hand : 

For the world's more full of weeping than you can understand. 

A w a y ! yes, yes ; to wander on and on under 
star-rich skies, ever getting deeper in to the net, the 
love that w i l l not let us rest, the peace above the 
desire of love. The village lights in heaven and 
earth, each w i t h their own peculiar h in t of home, 
draw us hither and thither, where it matters not, so 
the voice calls and the heart-light burns. Some it 
leads to the crowded ways ; some it draws apart : 
and the L igh t knows, and not any other, the need 
and the way. 

I f you ask me wha t has the mounta in to do w i t h 
these inspirations, and whether the singer wou ld not 
anywhere out of his own soul have made an equal 
song, I answer to the latter, I th ink not. In these 
lofty places the barriers between the sphere of l ight 
and the sphere of darkness are fragile, and the con­
t inual ecstasy of the h igh air communicates itself, 
and I have also heard f rom others many tales of 
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things seen and heard here which show that the races 
of the Sidhe arc often present. Some have seen 
below the mounta in a blazing heart of l ight , others 
have heard the musical beating of a heart, or faery 
bells, or aerial clashings, and the heart-beings have 
also spoken ; so it has gathered around itself its own 
traditions of spir i tual romance and adventures of the 
soul. 

Let no one call us dreamers when the m i n d is 
awake. If we grew forgetful and felt no more the 
bit ter human struggle—yes. But i f we b r ing to i t the 
hope and courage of those who are assured of the 
near-by presence and encircling love of the great 
powers ? I w o u l d b r ing to my mounta in the weary 
spirits who are obscured in the foetid ci ty where life 
decays into rottenness ; and call thi ther those who 
are in doubt, the p i t i fu l and t rembl ing hearts who 
are sceptic of any hope, and place them where the 
dusky vapours of their thought might dissolve in the 
inner l ight , and their doubts vanish on the mounta in-
top where the earthbreath streams away to the vast, 
when the night glows like a seraph, and the spirit is 
beset by the evidence of a m i l l i o n of suns to the 
grandeur of the nature wherein it lives and whose 
destiny must be its also. 

After a l l , is not this longing but a search for our­
selves, and where shall we f ind ourselves at last ? 
No t in this land nor wrapped in these garments of 
an hour, bu t wearing the robes of space whi ther these 
voices out of the i l l imi tab le allure us, now w i t h love, 
and anon w i t h beauty or power. In our past the 
migh ty ones came gl i t te r ing across the foam of the 
mystic waters and brought their warriors away. 

Perhaps, and this also is my hope, they may again 
re turn ; Manannan , on his ocean-sweeping boat, a 
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living creature, diamond-winged, or Lu , bright as 
the dawn, on his fiery steed, manned with tumul­
tuous flame, or some hitherto unknown divinity may 
stand suddenly by me on the hi l l , and hold out the 
Silver Branch with white blossoms from the Land of 
Youth, and stay me ere I depart with the sung call 
as of old : 

Tarry thou yet, late lingerer in the twilight's glory ; 
Gay are the hills wi th song : earth's faery children leave 
More dim abodes to roam the primrose-hearted eve, 
Opening their glimmering lips to breathe some wondrous 

story. 
Hush, not a whisper ! Let your heart alone go dreaming. 
Dream unto dream may pass : deep in the heart alone 
Murmurs the Mighty One his solemn undertone. 
Canst thou not sec adown the silver cloudland streaming 
Rivers of faery light, dewdrop on dewdrop falling, 
Starfire of silver flames, lighting the dark beneath ? 
And what enraptured hosts burn on the dusky heath ! 
Gome thou away wi th them for Heaven to Earth is calling. 
These are Earth's voice—her answer—spirits thronging. 
Come to the Land of Youth : the trees grown heavy there 
Drop on the purple wave the starry fruit they bear. 
Drink ! the immortal waters quench the spirit's longing. 
A r t thou not now, bright one, all sorrow past, in elation, 
Filled wi th wi ld joy, grown brother-hearted wi th the vast, 
Whither thy spirit wending flits the d im stars past 
Unto the Light of Lights in burning adoration. 

From "Imaginations and Reveries Jl 



NEW YORK 
CHARLES WHIBLEY 

[O land at Hoboken in a quiet drizzle is to sound 
the depths of desolation. A raw, half-finished, 
unkempt street confronts you. Along the road­

way, roughly broken into ruts, crawls a sad tram. 
The dishevelled shops bear odd foreign-looking names 
upon their fronts, and the dark men who lounge at 
their doors suggest neither the spirit of hustling nor 
the grandeur of democracy. It is, in truth, not a 
street, but the awkward sketch of a street, in which 
all the colours are blurred and the lines drawn awry. 
And the sense of desolation is heightened by the 
memory of the immediate past. You have not yet 
forgotten the pomp of a great steamship. The 
gracious harbour of New York is still shining in your 
mind's eye. If the sentiment of freedom be dear to 
you, you are fresh from apostrophizing the statue of 
Liberty, and you may have just whispered to yourself 
that you are breathing a clearer, larger air. Even 
the exquisite courtesy of the officer who has invited 
you in the blandest terms to declare that you have 
no contraband, has belied the voice of rumour and 
imparted a glow of satisfaction. And then you are 
thrown miserably into the leaden despair of Hoboken, 
and the vision of Liberty herself is effaced. 

But Hoboken is an easy place wherefrom to escape, 
and the traveller may pass through it the more cheer­
fully, because it prepares him for the manifold and 
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bewildering contrasts of New York. The towns of 
the Old World have alternations of penury and 
affluence. In them also picturesque squalor obtrudes 
itself upon an ugly splendour. But New York, above 
all other cities, i^ the city of contrasts. As America 
is less a country than a collection of countries, so New 
York is not a city—it is a collection of cities. Here, 
on the narrow rock which sustains the real metropolis 
of the United States, is room lor men and women of 
every faith and every race. The advertisements 
which glitter in the windows or are plastered upon 
the hoardings suggest that all nationalities meet with 
an equal and a flattering acceptance. The German 
regrets his fatherland the less when he finds a brilliant 
Bierhalle waiting for his delight. The Scot no doubt 
finds the ' domestic ' cigar sweeter to his taste if a 
portrait of Robert Burns adorns the box from which 
he takes i t . The Jew may be supposed to lose the 
sense of homesickness when he can read the news of 
every day in his familiar Yiddish. And it is not only 
in the contrast of nationalities that New York proves 
its variety. Though Germans, Italians, and Irish in­
habit their own separate quarters and frequent their 
own separate haunts, there are many other lines of 
division. Nowhere in the world are there sharper, 
crueller distinctions of riches and poverty, of intel­
ligence and boorishness, of beauty and ugliness. 
How, indeed, shall you find a formula for a city 
which contains within its larger boundaries Fifth 
Avenue and the Bowery, the Riverside Drive and 
Brooklyn, Central Park and Coney Island ? 

And this contrast of race and character is matched 
by the diversity of the city's aspect. Its architecture 
is as various as its inhabitants. In spite of demolition 
and utility, the history of New York is written brokenly 
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upon its walls. Here and there you may detect an 
ancient frame-house which has escaped the shocks 
of t ime and chance, and stil l holds its own against its 
sturdier neighbours. Nor is the memory of England 
whol ly obliterated. Is there not a 'homely sound in 
Maiden Lane, a modest thoroughfare not far from 
W a l l Street ? What Englishman can feel whol ly 
abroad if he walk out to the Battery, or gaze upon 
the austere houses of Washington Square ? A n d do 
not the two churches of Broadway recall the ci ty of 
London , where the masterpieces of Wren are st i l l 
hedged about by overshadowing office and frowning 
warehouse ? St Paul's Chapel, indeed, is English 
both in style and or ig in . I t migh t have been bui l t 
in accord w i t h Sir Christopher's own design ; and, 
flanked by the th i r ty - two storeys of the Park R o w 
Bui ld ing , it has the look of a small and dainty toy. 
T h o u g h T r i n i t y Church , dedicated to the glory of 
God and the Astors, stands in an equally strange 
environment, it is less incongruous, as it is less elegant, 
than St PauPs. Its spire falls not more than a hun­
dred feet below the surrounding sky-scrapers, and 
wrere it not for its graveyard it might escape notice. 
N o w its graveyard is one of the wonders of America . 
R i ch in memories of Colonial days, it is as luc id a 
piece of history as survives w i t h i n the boundaries of 
New York . The busy mob of cosmopolitans, intent 
upon trusts and monopolies, wh ich passes its t ime-
w o r n stones day after day, may f ind no meaning in 
its t ranqui l l i ty . The wayfarer who is careless of the 
hours w i l l obey the ancient counsel and stay a whi le . 
The inscriptions carry h i m back to the days before 
the Revolut ion, or even into the seventeenth century. 
Here lies one Richard Churcher, who died in I 6 8 1 , 
at the tender age of five. A n d there is buried W i l l i a m 



NEW YORK 71 

Bradford, who pr in ted the first newspaper that ever 
New Y o r k saw, the forefather in a long line of the 
Yellowest Press on earth. A n d there is inscribed the 
name of John Watts, the last Royal Recorder of 
New York . Thus the wayfarer may step from Broad­
way in to the graveyard of a Brit ish colony, and forget, 
in contemplating the familiar examples of a lapidary 
style, that there was a tea-party at Boston. 

These contrasts are wayward and accidental. The 
hand of chance has been merciful, that is a l l ; and if 
you wou ld fully understand New York's self-conscious 
love of incongrui ty it is elsewhere that you must look. 
Walk along the Riverside Dr ive , framed by nature 
to be, what an enthusiast has called i t , " the finest 
residential avenue in the w o r l d . " T u r n your back 
to the houses, and contemplate the noble beauty of 
the Hudson River . Look from the terrace of Clare-
mont upon the sunlit scene, and ask yourself whether 
Paris herself offers a gayer prospect. A n d then face 
the " high-class residences," and humble your heart. 
Nowhere else w i l l you get a clearer vision o f the 
inappropriateness wh ich is the most devoutly wor­
shipped of New York's idols. The human m i n d 
cannot imagine anything less like " residences" 
than these vast blocks of vulgar i ty . The styles of a l l 
ages and a l l countries have been recklessly imita ted. 
The homes of the millionaires are disguised as 
churches, as mosques, as medieval castles. Here you 
may find a stronghold of feudalism cheek by j o w l 
w i t h the quiet mansion of a colonial gentleman. 
There Touraine jostles Constantinople ; and the 
cl imax is reached by Mr Schwab, who has decreed 
for himself a lofty pleasure-dome, wh ich is said to 
resemble Chambord , and which takes its place in a 
long line of villas, wi thou t so much as a turnip-field 
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to give i t an air of seclusion or security. In this va in ­
glorious craving for discomfort there is a k i n d of 
naivete wh ich is not w i thou t its pathos. One p roud 
lady, whose husband, in the words of a d i thyrambic 
guide-book, " made a fortune froiri a patent glove-
hook," boasts that her mansion has a glass-room on 
the second floor. Another va in householder deems 
it sufficient to procla im that he spent two m i l l i o n 
dollars upon the v i l l a wh ich shelters h i m from the 
storm. In brief, there is scarcely a single palace on 
the Riverside wh ich may not be described as an antic 
of weal th, and one wonders wha t sort of a life is l ived 
w i t h i n these gloomy walls. Do the inhabitants dress 
their parts w i t h conscientious gravity, and sit down 
to dine w i t h the trappings of costume and furniture 
wh ich belong to their houses ? Suppose they d i d , 
and suppose in obedience to a signal they precipi­
tated themselves upon the highway, there wou ld be 
such a masquerade of fancy dress as the w o r l d has 
never seen. 

The Riverside Dr ive , then, is a sermon in stones, 
whose text is the uselessness of uncul tured dollars. 
I f we judged New Y o r k by this orgie of tasteless 
extravagance, we migh t condemn it for a parvenu 
among cities, careless of mill ions and sparing of 
discretion. We may not thus judge i t . New Y o r k , 
if it be a parvenu, is often a parvenu of taste, and has 
given many a proof of intelligence and refinement. 
The home of great luxury , it does not always, as on 
the Riverside, mistake display for beauty. There are 
houses in the neighbourhood of Fif th Avenue w h i c h 
are perfect in reticence and suitabil i ty. The clubs 
of New Y o r k are a splendid example even to London , 
the f irs t home of clubs. In Central Park the people 
of New Y o r k possesses a place of amenity and re-
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creation which Europe cannot surpass ; and when 
you are t ired of watching the antics of the leisurely 
chipmunk, who gambols wi thou t haste and wi thout 
fear, you may delight in a collection of pictures which 
weal th and gooo1 management w i l l make the despair 
and admira t ion of the w o r l d . M u c h , of course, 
remains to do, and therein New Y o r k is fortunate. 
Her growing interest in sculpture and architecture is 
matched by a magnificent opportuni ty . In the O l d 
W o r l d a l l has been accomplished. O u r buildings are 
set up, our memorials dedicated, our pictures gathered 
in to galleries. America starts, so to say, f rom scratch ; 
there is no l i m i t to her ambi t ion ; and she has infinite 
money. If the past is ours, the future is hers, and we 
may look forward to i t w i t h curiosity and w i t h hope. 

The architects of America have not only composed 
works in accordance w i t h the o ld traditions and in 
obedience to ancient models ; they have devised a 
new style and a new method of their own. To pack 
a vast metropolis w i t h i n a narrow space, they have 
made mountains of houses. When the rock upon 
wh ich their city stands proved insufficient for their 
ambi t ion , they conquered another k ingdom in the 
air. The sky-scrapers wh ich l if t their lofty turrets to 
the heavens are the pride of New York . It is upon 
them that the re turning traveller gazes most eagerly, 
as he nears the shore. They ho ld a firmer place in 
his heart than even the statue of L iber ty , and the 
vague sentiment wh ich it inspires. W i t h a proper 
vani ty he points out to the poor Br i ton , who shudders 
at five storeys, the size and grandeur of his imposing 
palaces. A n d his arrogance is just . The sky-scraper 
presents a new view of architecture. It is original , 
characteristic, and beautiful. Suggested and enforced, 
as I have said, by the narrowness of the rock, it is 
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suitable to its atmosphere and environment. New 
Y o r k is a southern, sunlit city, which needs protection 
from the heat and need not fear obscurity. Even 
where the buildings are highest, the wayfarer does 
not feel that he is walk ing at the bot tom of a wel l . 
But, let it be said at once, the sky-scraper would be 
intolerable in our grey and murky land. London 
demands a broad thoroughfare and low houses. 
These are its only defence against a covered sky and 
an enveloping fog, and the patriotic Americans who 
would transplant their sky-scrapers to England merely 
prove that they do not appreciate the logic and beauty 
of their own design. 

What , then, is a sky-scraper ? It is a giant b i rd ­
cage, whose interstices are filled w i t h stone or concrete. 
Though its structure is concealed from the eye, it is 
impossible not to wonder at its superb effrontery. 
It depends for its effect, not upon ornament, which 
perforce appears t r iv ia l and inapposite, but upon its 
mass. Whatever approaches it of another scale and 
k ind is dwarfed to insignificance. The Sub-Treasury 
of the Un i t ed States, for instance, looks like a foolish 
plaything beside its august neighbours. Where sky­
scrapers are there must be no commemorative 
statues, no monuments raised to merely human 
heroes. The efligy of Washington in WTall Street has 
no more d igni ty than a t in soldier. A n d as the sky­
scraper makes houses of a common size ridiculous, so 
it loses its splendour when it stands alone. Noth ing 
can surpass in ugliness the twenty storeys of th in 
horror that is called the Fla t - i ron ; and it is ugly 
because it is isolated in Madison Square, a place of 
reasonable dimensions. I t is cont inui ty which i m ­
parts a d igni ty to these mammoths. The vast masses 
which frown upon W a l l Street and Broadway are 
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austere, l ike the Pyramids. They seem the works of 
giants, not of men. They might be a vast pheno­
menon of nature, which was before the flood, and 
which has survived the shocks of earthquake and the 
passage of the years. A n d when their summits are 
l i t by the declining sun, when their white walls look 
like marble in the glow of the reddening sky, they 
present such a spectacle as many a strenuous American 
crosses the ocean to see in Switzerland, and crosses it 
in vain. 

New York in t ru th , is a ci ty of many beauties, and 
w i t h a reckless prodigal i ty she has done her best to 
obscure them a l l . Dr iven by a vain love of swift 
traffic, she assails your ear w i t h an incessant d i n and 
your eye w i t h the unsightliest rai l road that human 
ingenuity has ever contrived. She has sacrificed the 
amenity of her streets and the digni ty of her buildings 
to the false god of Speed. W h y men worship Speed, 
a demon who lies in wai t to destroy them, it is i m ­
possible to understand. It wou ld be as wise and as 
profitable to worship Sloth. However, the men of 
New York , as they tell you w i t h an insistent and 
ingenious pride, are ' hustlers.' They must ever be 
moving, and moving fast. The ' hustl ing 5 probably 
leads to l i t t le enough. Haste and industry are not 
synonymous. To run up and down is but a form of 
busy idleness. The captains of industry who do the 
work of the w o r l d sit s t i l l , surrounded by bells and 
telephones. Such heroes as J. Pierpont Morgan and 
John D. Rockefeller are never surprised on t ra in or 
trolley. They show themselves furtively behind vast 
expanses of plate-glass, and move only to eat or sleep. 
It is the common citizen of New York who is never 
quiet. He finds it irksome to stay long in the same 
place. Though his house may be comfortable, even 
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luxurious, he is in a fever to leave i t . A n d so it 
comes about that what he is wont to call c transpor­
ta t ion ' seems the most impor tan t th ing in his life. 
We give the w o r d another signification. To New 
Y o r k it means the many methods ofr conveying pas­
sengers f rom one poin t to another. A n d the methods, 
various as they are, keep pace w i t h the desires of the 
restless citizen, who may travel at wha t pace and 
alt i tude he desires. He may burrow, like a rabbi t , 
beneath the ground. I f he be more happi ly normal 
in his tastes he may ride in a surface car. Or he may 
fly, like a b i r d through the air, on an overhead r a i l ­
way. The constant rat t le of cars and railways is 
indescribable. The overhead lines pass close to the 
first-floor windows, b r ing ing darkness and noise 
wherever they are la id . There are offices in wh ich 
a stranger can neither hear nor be heard, and yet 
you are to ld that to the accustomed ear of the native 
a l l is silent and reposeful. A n d I can easily believe 
that a sudden cessation of d i n w o u l d b r ing an instant 
madness. N o r must another and an indirect result 
of the trains and trams w h i c h encircle New Y o r k be 
forgotten. The roads are so seldom used that they 
are permit ted to fal l in to a ruinous decay. The i r 
surface is broken in to ruts and yawns in chasms. 
To drive ' down- town ' in a carriage is to suffer a 
sensation ak in to sea-sickness ; and having once 
suffered, you can understand that it is something else 
than the democratic love of t ravel l ing in common 
that persuades the people of New Y o r k to clamber 
on the overhead ra i lway, or to take its chance in a 
tram-car. 

Movement , then, noisy and incessant, is the passion 
of New York . Perhaps it is the brisk air wh ich drives 
men to this useless act ivi ty . Perhaps it is no better 
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than an ingrained and superstitious habit . But the 
drowsiest foreigner is soon caught up in the w h i r l . 
He needs neither rest nor sleep. He too must be 
chasing something wh ich always eludes h i m . He 
too finds himself leaving a quiet corner where he 
w o u l d like to stay, that he may reach some place 
wh ich he has no desire to see. Even though he 
mount to the tenth or the twentieth storey, the throb 
of the restless ci ty reaches h i m . W a l l Street is 
* h u s t l i n g ' made concrete. The Bowery is crowded 
w i t h a cosmopolitan horde which is never s t i l l . 
Brooklyn Bridge and Brooklyn Ferry migh t be the 
crossroads of the w o r l d . There a vast mob is pass­
ing hither and thither, on foot, on boats, on railroads. 
Wha t are they doing, whi ther are they going, these 
scurrying men and women ? Have they no business 
to pursue, no office-stool to sit upon, no typewri t ing 
machines to jostle ? A n d when you are weary of 
' transportation,5 go in to the hal l of a b ig hotel, and you 
w i l l find the same ceaseless mot ion . O n a l l sides you 
w i l l hear the click, click, o f telephone and telegram. 
O n a l l sides you w i l l see eager citizens scanning the 
tape, wh ich brings them messages of r u i n or success. 
Nowhere, save in a secluded bar or a stately club, 
will you find a single man content to be alive and to 
squander the leisure that God has given h i m . 

A n d w i t h a l l her undy ing haste New York is not 
content. She must s t i l l find other means of saving 
time. And to save t ime she has strained a l l the 
resources of c iv i l iza t ion. In that rather dismal thing 
called ' mater ia l progress ' she is easily ahead of the 
w o r l d . Never was the apparatus of life so skilfully 
turned and handled as in New York . There are no 
two fixed points wh ich are not easily connected by 
iron lines. There seems no reason w h y a citizen of 
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New Y o r k should ever walk. If stairs exist, he need 
not use them, for an express l i f t , warranted not to 
stop before the fifteenth floor, w i l l carry h i m in a few 
seconds to the top of the highest bu i ld ing . If he open 
a cupboard door, the mere opening' of it lights an 
electric lamp, and he need not grope after a coat by 
the d i m l ight of a gut ter ing candle. At his bed-head 
stands a telephone, and, i f he w i l l , he may speak to 
a friend a thousand miles away wi thou t moving from 
his p i l low. But t ime is saved—of that there is no 
doubt. The only doubt is, whether i t be w o r t h 
saving. When New Y o r k has saved her t ime, what 
does she do w i t h it ? She merely squanders it in 
riotous movement and reckless * transportation. ' 
Thus she lives in a vicious circle—saving t ime that 
she may spend i t , and spending it that again she may 
save i t . Nor can this material progress be achieved 
wi thou t a loss of what the O l d W o r l d prizes most 
highly. To w i n a l l the benefits wh ich c ivi l izat ion 
affords, you must lose peace and you must sacrifice 
privacy. The many appliances wh ich save our use­
less t ime may be enjoyed only by crowds. The 
citizens of New Y o r k travel, l ive, and talk in publ ic . 
They have made their choice, and are p roud of i t . 
Englishmen are st i l l reckless enough to waste their 
t ime in pursuit of individual ism, and I th ink they are 
wise. For my part , I wou ld rather lose my t ime than 
save i t , and the one open conveyance of New Y o r k 
which in pace and conduct suits my inc l ina t ion is the 
Fi f th Avenue Stage. 

But New Y o r k is unique. I t baffles the under­
standing and defies observation. In va in you search 
for a standard of comparison. France and England 
set out many centuries ago f rom the same point and 
w i t h the same intent ion. Amer ica has nothing in 
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common, cither of purpose or method, w i t h either of 
these countries. To a European it is the most foreign 
ci ty on earth. U n t i d y but flamboyant, it is reckless 
of the laws by which life is l ived elsewhere. It builds 
beautiful houses,' i t delights in white marble palaces, 
and it thinks it superfluous to level its roads. Eager 
for success, worshipping astuteness as devoutly as it 
worships speed, it is yet indifierent to the failure of 
others, and seems to hold human life in l ight esteem. 
In brief, it is a braggart ci ty of medieval courage 
and medieval cruelty, combining the fierceness of an 
I t a l i an republic w i t h a perfect faith in mechanical con­
trivance and an ardent love of material progress. 

Here, then, are a l l the elements of interest and 
curiosity. Happy are the citizens who watch from 
day to day the fight that never before has been fought 
on the same terms. A n d yet more strangely baffling 
than the city are the citizens. Who are they, and of 
what blood and character ? What , indeed, is a New 
Yorker ? Is he Jew or I r i sh ? Is he English or 
German ? Is he Russian or Polish ? He may be 
something of a l l these, and yet he is whol ly none of 
them. Something has been added to h i m which he 
had not before. He is endowed w i t h a briskness and 
an invention often alien to his blood. He is quicker 
in his movement, less t rammelled in his judgments. 
Though he may lose wisdom in sharpening his w i t , 
the change he undergoes is unmistakable. New York , 
indeed, resembles a magic cauldron. Those who are 
cast in to it are born again. For a generation some 
vague trace of accent or habit may remain. The old 
characteristics must needs hang about the newly 
arr ived immigran t . But in a generation these charac­
teristics are softened or disappear, and there is pro­
duced a type wh ich seems remote from a l l its origins. 
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As yet the process of amalgamation is incomplete, 
and it is impossible to say in what this hubble-shubble 
o f mixed races w i l l result. N o r have we any clue of 
historical experience w h i c h we may follow. T h e 
R o m a n Empire included w i t h i n ito borders many 
lands and unnumbered nationalities, but the domi ­
nant race kept its blood pure. In New Y o r k and 
the other great cities of Amer ica the soil is the sole 
common factor. Though a l l the citizens of the great 
republic l ive upon that soil, they differ in blood and 
or ig in as much as the East of Europe differs f rom the 
West. A n d it is a mystery yet unpierced that, as the 
generations pass, they approach nearer and nearer 
to uni formi ty , both in type and character. 

A n d by wha t traits do we recognize the citizen of 
New Y o r k ? Of course there is no question here of the 
cul t ivated gentleman, who is famil iar in Paris and 
London , and whose hospitali ty in his own land is an 
amiable reproach to our own too frequent thought­
lessness, bu t of the simpler class wh ich confronts the 
traveller in street and t ra in , in hotel and restaurant. 
The ra i lway guard, the waiter, the cab-driver—these 
are the men upon whose care the comfort of the 
stranger depends in every land, and whose tact and 
temper are no bad index of the national character. 
In New York , then, you are met everywhere by a 
sort of urbane famil iar i ty . The man who does you 
a service, for wh ich you pay h i m , is neither c iv i l nor 
unc iv i l . He contrives, in a way wh ich is by no means 
unpleasant, to pu t himself on an equality w i t h you. 
W i t h a m i l d surprise you f ind yourself taking for 
granted what in your own land you w o u l d resent 
b i t ter ly . No t even the curiosity of the nigger, who 
brushes your coat w i t h a whisk, appears irksome. 
For the habi t of years has enabled white man and 



NEW YORK 81 

black to assume a l ight and easy manner, wh ich in 
an Englishman, born and trained to another t radi ­
t ion , wou ld appear impertinence. 

A n d famil iar i ty is not the only t ra i t which separates 
the p la in man Qf New Y o r k from the p la in man of 
London. The New Yorker looks upon the foreigner 
w i t h the eye of patronage. To his superior in te l l i ­
gence the wandering stranger is a k i n d of natural , 
who should not be allowed to roam alone and at 
large. Before you have been long in the land you 
f ind yourself shepherded, and dr iven w i t h an affa­
b i l i t y , not unmixed w i t h contempt, into the r ight 
path . Aga in , you do not resent i t , and yet are sur­
prised at your own forbearance. A l i t t le thought, 
however, explains the assumed superiority. The 
citizen of New Y o r k has an ingenuous pride and 
pleasure in his own ci ty and in his own prowess, 
wh ich nothing can daunt. He is convinced, especi­
ally if he has never travelled beyond his own borders, 
that he engrosses the v i r tue and intelligence of the 
wor ld . The driver of a motor-car assured me, w i t h 
a quiet certitude which brooked no contradiction, 
that England was cut up in to sporting estates for the 
" lords," and that there the work ing man was doomed 
to an idle servility. " Bu t , " said he, " there is no 
room for bums here." This absolute disbelief in 
other countries, combined w i t h a perfect confidence 
in their own , has persuaded the citizens of New York 
to look down w i t h a cold and p i t i fu l eye upon those 
who are so unfortunate as to be born under an effete 
monarchy. There is no bluster in their at t i tude, no 
insistence. The conviction of superiority is far too 
great for that. They belong to the greatest country 
upon earth ; they alone enjoy the true blessings of 
freedom ; they alone understand the dignity of labour 

F 
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and the spiri t of independence ; and they have made 
up their minds k ind ly but f irmly that you shall not 
forget i t . 

Thus you carry away from New Y o r k a memory 
of a l ively air, gigantic buildings, ' incessant move­
ment, sporadic elegance, and ingenuous patronage. 
A n d when you have separated your impressions, the 
most v i v i d and constant impression that remains is of 
a ci ty where the means of life conquer life itself, whose 
citizens die hour ly of the rage to l ive. 

From "American Sketches " 



THE SHOPS AND TAVERNS 
OF PICCADILLY 

G. S. STREET 

I H E prejudice against trade i s quite a modern 
I s o r t o f snobbishness. D o w n t o the eighteenth 

century—and there are later instances s t i l l—it 
was common for country gentlemen to apprentice 
their younger sons to tradesmen in the nearest town, 
and every one knows that the C i ty merchants of o ld 
days were very often men of ancient family and gentle 
breeding. When there was a Cour t par ty in bit ter 
opposition to the Ci ty party, the prejudice had some 
natural and excusable reason in i t ; nowadays, I ima­
gine, its chief motive force is the desire of people, 
in our tiresome and incessant social scramble, to 
make the most of their own advantage by insisting 
on a social disabili ty in others, and it exposes its 
meanness and fu t i l i ty by ceasing immediately when 
the t rading is on a large scale. H a p p i l y , it is nearly 
dead among the intell igent, but its s tupidi ty annoys 
me, and I am sorry, therefore, that I cannot help to 
slay i t , in my remarks on the o ld shops of Piccadilly, 
by po in t ing to a number of bygone tradesmen w i t h 
beautiful, or at any rate interesting, qualities. Alas ! 
I cannot. M e n who bu i l d up and r u n successful 
businesses have intelligence and strength of character, 
and most often prudence and temperance. But these 
are cold virtues, not s t r iking or picturesque. The i r 
useful lives are necessarily a l i t t le h u m d r u m or so. 

83 
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N o t h i n g very passionate or romantic is l ikely to be 
recorded of them. So one falls back on the characters 
of the shops, which , of course, may have an i n d i ­
v idual i ty of their own, par t ly made up of association 
w i t h famous customers. The i r present functions— 
where they stil l exist—are of course beside my theme, 
but they have ghostly memories. 

A m o n g the shops of Piccadilly, booksellers have 
been from very early days honourably prominent . 
There was Wright 's at 169, for example, where the 
Anti-Jacobin was published, and where, indeed, the 
editors laboured on the first floor. I fear that few of 
my readers, to w h o m this is news, are l ikely to go 
and gaze reverently on the bu i ld ing . Social satire, 
when it is really good, is more or less for a l l t ime, but 
pol i t ical satire dies. We a l l know " The Needy 
Knife-gr inder ," but how many of us know anything 
else wh ich appeared in the Anti-Jacobin ? However, 
George Canning was greater than the paper he i n ­
spired, and Wright 's shop (as Hatchard's a l i t t le 
later) must have known h i m wel l . He l ived, for a 
whi le , nearly opposite, in the Albany , and must have 
been a familiar figure crossing Piccadilly. 

In and outside Wright ' s shop there took place a 
famous row—one migh t have had a separate chapter 
on the rows of Piccadilly. A violent row, but not on 
a great scale, like Sir Francis Burdett 's, or a roman­
tic at tempt at murder, l ike Blood's on the Duke of 
Ormonde, or even a gentlemanly row, l ike my Lords 
Bath and Hervey's duel just inside the Green Park ; 
only one of those unseemly scuffles wh ich were a l l 
that l i terary men—in past ages, of course, I mean— 
were generally able to accomplish. GifFord was a 
great cri t ic and editor, as you know, and Wolcot , 
known as " Peter Pindar," was also a great cr i t ic , and 
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they hated one another. Gifford wrote an Epistle to 
Peter Pindar, in which he remarked that 

Thou canst not think, nor have I power to tell 
How much I scorn and loathe thee—so farewell. 

It was rather a boyish insult, and I can lay my 
hand on my heart and say that if anyone said it to 
me I should laugh. Wolcot, however, was furious, 
and waited for Gi l fo rd outside Wright 's , and rushing 
after h i m into the shop gave h i m one on the nob w i t h 
a stick. But GifTord, who in boyhood had used his 
hands at sea, and in a bootmaker's shop, was too 
strong for Wolcot, and rolled h i m into the gutter. 
I hope he d id it wi thou t assistance, but there is a 
regrettable ment ion of a bystander seizing Wolcot's 
a rm. He was really very silly to m i n d Gilford's 
loathing h i m . 

No such painful scene ever t roubled the peace of 
Hatchard's, which was or iginal ly hard by, at 173. 
For my knowledge of this famous shop's history, I am 
indebted to an interesting book about it wr i t t en by 
Mr A r t h u r Humphreys, who does wel l to be proud 
that the business over wh ich he presides has such a 
long and full t radi t ion. Of the or iginal Hatchard , 
however, who had his t ra in ing as a bookseller w i t h 
the celebrated T o m Payne, and set up for himself at 
173 in 1797, paying £ 3 1 IOJ . for the goodwil l , and 
£ 4 0 rent, I do not f ind much to repeat. In fact, I 
th ink the most interesting th ing Mr Humphreys gives 
us about the man himself is a detailed description of 
his dress, for that allows us to picture h i m accurately 
as he moved among his customers. " He was i n ­
variably dressed in black. His coat was of the style 
of a Bishop's frock-coat, waistcoat but toning to the 
throat w i t h an entirely p la in front, and knee-breeches 
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and gaiters.55 A most respectable figure indeed. 
He d i d a th r iv ing business in pamphlets, publishing, 
in the very first year, one which was an immense 
success, to w i t , Reform or Ruin : Take your Choice ! 
which appears to have been a spiri t-exhortation to 
respectability, and was wr i t t en by no less a person 
than John Bowdler, father of the more notorious 
Thomas. Hatchard moved to 190 in 1801, and later 
to 187, where the business now is. The pol i t ical 
pamphlets were in the T o r y interest, and the people 
who frequented Hatchard's to loaf and gossip there 
in the pleasant fashion of that day, were mostly on 
the T o r y side. Sydney Smith glanced at them w i t h 
unk ind humour in an Edinburgh Review article in 1810. 
" There is a set of well-dressed, prosperous gentlemen 
who assemble dai ly at Mr Hatchard's shop, clean, 
c iv i l personages, wel l in w i t h the people in power, 
delighted w i t h every existing inst i tut ion, and almost 
w i t h every existing circumstance, and every now and 
then one of these personages writes a l i t t le book, and 
the rest praise that l i t t le book, expecting to be praised 
in their t u r n for their o w n l i t t le books, and of 
these l i t t le books thus wr i t t en by these clean, c iv i l 
personages so expecting to be praised, the pamphlet 
before us appears to be one.5' We have heard of 
such societies, mutua l ly helpful in the book-pushing 
way, since that date—equally clean and c iv i l , let us 
hope. 

Hatchard's was also the rendezvous of societies 
more formally constituted. The Roya l H o r t i c u l ­
tura l Society was formed there, and so was a much 
more amusing society called the Ou t in i an . This 
was a body for the promot ion of marriages, an object 
it was to at ta in by the dubious process of inqu i r ing 
into the sui tabil i ty of the contracting parties and 
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supplying helpful informat ion to members who i n ­
tended to mar ry . It began its meetings by the 
consumption of tea and buns. John Hatchard , i t 
appears, lent his initials as wel l as his premises to 
this agreeable li*ttle ins t i tut ion, and Mr Humphreys 
wonders how he could have mixed himself up in so 
absurd an affair. I hope I may suggest, w i thou t 
disrespect to the notoriously altruistic nature of pub­
lishers, that John charged something. As for the 
appearance of Hatchard's when the clean and c iv i l 
personages and the Outinians met there, it was much 
as it is now, w i t h a bench outside for servants, a 
fireplace—those features restored by Mr Humphreys 
—a table w i t h the dai ly papers on i t , and chairs for 
the weary and sleepy. I t was l i t , of course, by o i l 
lamps. One may imagine al l sorts of celebrities buy­
ing books at Hatchard's ; of those more par t icular ly 
associated w i t h it were Macaulay, who used to be 
sent in his youth to buy books there by Hannah More ; 
Hannah herself, who longed as a g i r l " to go to 
London to see Bishops and booksellers," and W i l l i a m 
Wilberforce. 

Booksellers, l ike brave men, need a bard if their 
memories are to l ive, and i t is thanks to Mr H u m ­
phreys that I have lingered over Hatchard's. But 
there are others who at least must be mentioned. 
Ridgway's was already established when Hatchard 
went to Piccadilly. A l m o n , opposite Bur l ing ton 
House also, was gone, succeeded by Debrett , who 
had been in partnership w i t h h i m . A Letter to 
Edmund Burke in 1782 refers pleasantly to " that 
common sink of f i l th and f ict ion, the shop of A l m o n 
and Debrett in Piccadil ly." T h e reason of this de­
scription was that Almon's , a great W h i g f i rm, had 
published the Letters in Favour of Wilkes, etc., in 1764, 
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I wish we had sti l l those pol i t ical antagonisms in 
shops 

A shop wh ich has followed Mr Humphrey 's good 
example and published an a c c o u n t o f itself, is that 
of Fo r tnum and Mason—ministering to the body as 
Hatchard's to the m i n d . " A. M. B . " has wr i t ten an 
informing l i t t le brochure, w i t h interesting pictures, 
about Piccadilly and this ancient house of good things 
to eat. I t beats Hatchard's, indeed, in point of 
ant iqui ty , for the business was started, appropriately, 
in the days of Queen Anne, who, as we know, l iked 
tea—and things to eat and dr ink generally—and it 
has been in Piccadilly for a hundred and fifty years. 
Stewart's too, the confectioner's at the corner of 
Bond Street, is an ancient affair. But I want a hero, 
as Byron says, or at least a character. . . . " I ' l l 
therefore take our ancient friend " Hoby , the boot­
maker, who was deservedly thought a character in 
his day. My seeming irrelevant quotat ion was in 
fact a subconscious inspiration, for there is a reference 
to H o b y in one of Byron's letters. I t was in 1820, at 
the t ime of Queen Caroline's t r ia l , and Byron writes : 
" I hear Mr H o b y says that it makes h i m weep to 
see her—she reminded h i m so much of Jane Shore." 
Jane Shore was a popular ly pathetic par t in the 
theatre of the time, but certainly it was not a happy 
simile for H o b y to make, and Byron wrote a verse 
on i t : 

Mr Hoby the Bootmaker's soft heart is sore, 
For seeing the Queen makes him think of Jane Shore, 
And in fact . . . 

He has two lines more, bu t in another letter he omits 
them, and so w i l l I , on the whole. H o b y was in 
business at 160 Piccadilly in 1808, as an advertise­
ment in The Stranger's Guide to London of that date 
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informs us. He was a humorist, Hoby, as well as a 
m a n of sentiment. When a dissatisfied young ensign 
threatened to leave h i m , he turned to his shopman 
w i t h an order to#put up the shutters, for that all was 
over, he was a ruined man. A k ing among boot­
makers was Hoby . To discourse much further of 
shops might br ing me too near to w r i t i n g a stranger's 
guide to London of my own. But I must not forgo 
a compliment to L inco ln Bennett's hat-shop, for the 
distinction of standing where stood the house of Sir 
W i l l i a m Petty, founder of the Lansdowne family, and 
friend of Samuel Pepys. 

One might th ink in one's haste that taverns wou ld 
make a livelier subject, but the thoughtful reader is 
aware that few reflections are more melancholy than 
those suggested by long-gone feasting and dr ink ing . 
It is sadder to th ink that those who laughed, than 
that those who wept, are dead. Happ i ly , however, 
the local associations of good cheer have a way of 
persisting. The Whi te Bear I n n , for example, had a 
history of nigh two hundred years before it disap­
peared, and the Cri ter ion restaurant keeps up the 
general association on its site. The White Bear had 
memories of art about i t . Benjamin West lay there 
when he arrived from America, and Luke Sull ivan, 
who engraved Hogarth's March to Finchleyy died there. 
So died another engraver, one Ghatclain, in 1771. 
He had in excess what I suppose the enemies of 
artists mean by the artistic temperament. He en­
graved for Mr Toms, who paid h i m a shil l ing an 
hour ; having worked for ha l f an hour, he would 
demand his sixpence, and spend it fo r thwi th in dr ink. 
As Mr Wheatley says, this was a very improvident 
man. Deus sit propitius. . . . It was f i t t ing he should 
die in a tavern. There was a Black Bear as wel l as a 
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White Bear at this end of Piccadilly. The black r iva l 
was nearly opposite u n t i l 1820 ; not knowing its 
exact site, I am fain to hope some restaurant or other 
stands on i t . 

There is no such doubt about the Gloster Coffee­
house and Hote l , for that was at the corner of Berke­
ley Street, where is now the Berkeley, sometime 
called the St James's Hote l . The Gloster was a 
very old house, and I f ind it flourishing in 1805, 
when a dear l i t t l e book, called The Picture of London, 
advertises it as supplying " good soups, dinners, 
wines, and beds." The soup suggests a w a r m re­
freshment before starting by coach in the morning , 
and of course these Piccadilly inns were famous for 
coaching connexions. There was the Three Kings 
at No . 67, whence General Palmer started the first 
mail-coach to Bath, and where stands the present 
Hatchett 's. There was the O l d Whi te Horse 
Cellar at 155 ; the Ri tz now occupies that site. It 
is mentioned by Strype in 1720, and my Picture oj 
London tells us that " this house is wel l known to the 
publ ic on account of the great number of stage­
coaches which regularly call there. In a pleasant 
coffee-room passengers can wai t for any of the stages, 
and travellers in general are wel l accommodated w i t h 
beds." One imagines, of course, a great deal of 
bustle in these taverns and coffee-houses of o ld : it 
has been called to life in books often enough. The 
English, it is said—and t ru ly , I think—have grown 
more reserved in manner, and certainly have grown 
more to a pattern. One must imagine many more 
eccentrics, much more shouting and advice and pro­
test and argument than one can hear now at a r a i l ­
way-station, more variety and colour of dress too, 
and altogether a livelier and gayer scene. 
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Whi le we are imagining, too, we must not forget 
the commonplace that the taverns were crowded w i t h 
folk wel l acquainted w i t h one another and talking 
in t imately together, who now wou ld go to clubs. 
T h a t is st i l l to sbme extent the case w i t h the ' lower 
classes,' but w i t h no others. Even Bohemia has left 
the tavern for the club, al though I have known more 
than one public-house where artists of one sort or 
another were to be regularly found. Certainly no 
Squire Western of to-day, coming to London , wou ld 
d r ink and collogue w i t h the landlord of an i n n , as 
Fielding's Squire Western d i d w i t h h i m of The 
Hercules Pillars. T h a t famous inn was at Hyde 
Park Corner, and stood there as late as 1797, being 
mentioned as early (by Wycherley, in his Plain Dealer) 
as 1676. The great Marquis of Granby, who gave 
his name to so many other inns, used to frequent 
it ; and Sheridan and Captain Mathews went there 
when they were interrupted in their duel about the 
melodious Miss Lin ley . There was many another 
tavern at Hyde Park Corner—a Red L i o n and a 
Golden L i o n , and so forth—and, by the way, at the 
beginning of the eighteenth century, a place called 
Winstanlcy's Water Theatre, where mechanical con­
trivances astonished our simple ancestors. It adver­
tised as its great a t t ract ion—in a Guardian of 1713— 
" 6 sorts of wine and brandy, to dr ink the Queen's 
health, a l l coming out of the barrel , w i t h bisket and 
spaw w a t e r ; and, as peace is inlarged, there w i l l be 
added Claret, Pale Ale , Stout and Water p laying out 
of the head of the barrel when it is in the pul ley." 
The ingenious Henry Winstanley, among other de­
vices in his house at L i t t l ebury , had one passing 
strange. If a visitor (so it is said) kicked an old 
slipper ly ing on the floor, a ghost started up before 
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h i m . Winstanley's ghost, if i t walks, must pass f rom 
the scene of his entertainment at Hyde Park Corner 
up Piccadilly to the site of the Egypt ian H a l l , and 
muse over conjuring improvements. M a n and his 
marvels pass away, and it is not strange that Water 
Theatre and Egypt ian H a l l should be gone. But i t 
does seem odd that of the eight, or so, public-houses 
at Hyde Park Corner, not one remains. The fact 
must sadden many a ghostly toper. 

From " The Ghosts of Piccadilly " 



SUJVSET FROM THE GATE OF 
BAIDARI 

STEPHEN GRAHAM 

IT was at the Gate of Baidari in the Crimea 
on the shortest day of the year that I saw the 
(most wonderful sunset I have ever known, and 

entered most completely in to the spirit of the dark, 
quiet night . 

It was another vision of the sea, a presentment of 
the sea's question in a new l ight . 

A m i l d December afternoon. I had been some 
days wandering across pleasant tree-brown valleys 
and immense hollows mountain-walled. In the 
winter silence there was no m u r m u r of the ocean, 
not even was there saltness in the air. I was out of 
the sight of the sea and had been so for several days. 
But this afternoon I cl imbed by a long road where 
were many berberry-bushes vermi l ion w i t h their 
berries, up to the pass over the hills, and there a l l at 
once by surprise, wi thou t the least expecting i t , at a 
t u r n of the road I had a revelation of the whole sea. 

It was a ravishment of the eyes, a scene on wh ich 
one looks, at wh ich one stares. The road came sud­
denly to a precipice, and sheer down, two thousand 
feet below, the waves foamed forward on the rocks, 
and from the foam to the remote horizon lay the 
mysterious sleeping sea—no, not sleeping, but rather 
causing a l l else to sleep i n its presence, for i t was ful l 
of serpent lines a l l moving toward the shore. The 
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whole w i l d mountainous Crimean shore sat before 
the sea and dreamed. 

A n d I realized slowly a l l that was in the evening. 
Below me lay the whi te tortuous road leading down­
w a r d to the shore in coils, and clothing the road, the 
many woods, a l l hoary whi te because the sharp sea-
breeze had breathed on them. Evening had long 
since settled on the road and on the w i n t r y trees ; 
it lay also about the grey temple wh ich the Russians 
have put up on one of the platforms of the lower 
cliffs. The church looked so compact and small 
down below me that it seemed one could have held 
i t in the pa lm of the hand. I t was sunset, bu t the 
sky was fu l l of blue-grey colour. The whole south 
caught a radiance from the hidden west and the sea 
was grey. 

In a moment it is noticeable that the south is 
becoming rosier. The sea is now alight from the 
increase of sunset hues. In the shadow the lines of 
the sea are a sequence of wavings like the smoke of 
the snow b lown over the steppes. In the hur ry ing 
clouds a great space clears, and along the south-west 
runs a great rosy fleece of sunset. It is rap id ly 
darkening. The sea in the western corner is crimson, 
but a l l the vast south is silver and sombre. The 
horizon is like that seen f rom a balloon—pushed out 
to its furthermost, and there, where clouds and sky 
mingle, one sees fantastically as it were the sides of 
giant, shadowy fish. 

The motor-coach, w i t h its passengers f rom Sebas-
topol to Yal ta , comes rushing and g rumbl ing up behind 
me and stops five minutes, this being its half-way 
point . The passengers adjourn in to the i n n to dr ink 
vodka : " Remember, gentlemen, five minutes on ly ," 
says the chauffeur, " G o d help anyone who gets left 
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behind at Baidari . . . ." Four minutes later there is 
a stamping of fat men in heavy overcoats round the 
br ight ly varnished bus. " Are we going ?" says a 
l i t t le man to the refreshed bu t purple-faced chauffeur. 
" Yes ! " " Thai ' s good. I ' ve had enough of this." 
The guard winds his horn, and after a pre l iminary 
squirm of the p lump tyres on the soft road the vehicle 
and its company goes t umbl ing down the road as if 
it were descending into a p i t . 

A n d the sunset ! It develops w i t h every instant. 
T h e lines on the sea seem to move more quickly, and 
the spaces between them to be larger. The west is 
fu l l of storm. A closing cloud comes up out of 
the west : the western sea is ut ter ly hopeless, the 
moving south inexorable. There is terror in the 
west. 

Evening is more below me than above me. N igh t 
is coming to me over the dark woods. The foam on 
the rocks below is like a mi lk -whi te robe. As I walk 
the first miles downh i l l I begin to hear the sound of 
the waves. The sea is beginning to roar, and the 
w i n d rushing up to me tells me that the lines of the 
sea are its stormy waves r idden forward to the shore 
by a gale. 

I stood on the pla t form where the many-domed 
temple was bui l t , and watched the gathering night . 
Unnumbered trees lay beneath me, but it was so 
dusk I hardly knew them to be trees. The gigantic 
black c l i f f that shuts off the west stood blank into the 
heaven like a great door : to the east lay the ghostly 
fading coast-line of Aloopka. A m o n g the black clouds 
overhead danced out happy fires, and, answering 
their brightness, windows l ighted up in cottages far 
below, and lanterns gleamed on a l i t t le steamer just 
puffing over the horizon. 
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There came the pure December evening w i t h frost 
and Christmas bells, and happy hearths somewhere 
in the background. The one star in the sky was a 
beckoning one : my heart yearned. 

I dipped down upon the road, and in a few minutes 
was looking at the temple from below, seeing it 
entirely silhouetted against the sky. It was now i n ­
deed held up in a giant's pa lm and looked at. 

Far out at sea now lay a silver strand ; the lines of the 
waves were a l l curves and heavily laden w i t h shadows 
—they were, indeed, waves. Far above me the cliffs 
that I had left were mist-hidden, and in the midst 
shone a strange l ight f rom the last glow of sunset in 
the unseen west. 

N igh t . At a w o r d the sea became lineless and 
shapeless. The sunset sky was green-blue, and black 
strips of cloud lay a thwar t i t . Looking up to the 
crags above me, I missed the church ; it was in 
heaven or in the clouds. A great w i n d blew, and 
ceased, and came no more—the one gust that I felt 
of a whole day's storm on the coast. N i g h t chose to 
be calm, and though a l l the waves called in chorus 
upon the rocks, there was a silence and a peace 
w i t h i n the evening that is beyond a l l words. 

I walked w i t h the night. I walked to find an i n n , 
and yet cared not that the way was far and that men 
dwelt not in these parts. For something had entered 
in to me from Nature, and I had l ived an extra life 
after the day was done. It was not one person alone 
that, pack on back, walked that dark and quiet 
Cr imean road. A n d the new spiri t that was w i t h 
me whispered promises and lingered over secrets ha l f 
revealed. I came to know that I should really enter 
in to i t , and be one w i t h i t , that I should be par t of 
a description of night and par t of night itself. 
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At one of the many turnings of the road I came 
upon five dreamy waggons, and Tar ta r waggoners 
walked by the horses, for their loads were heavy. I 
made friends w i t h the t h i r d waggoner, and he asked 
me to carry his w h i p and take his place whilst he talked 
w i t h one of his mates. For eight miles I walked by 
the side of the p lodding horses, and encouraged them 
or whipped them, coaxed or scolded them, as they 
slowly dragged their lumberous merchandise along 
the dark and heavy roads. 

I almost fell asleep, but at an i n n half-way I drank 
tea w i t h the waggoners " cheek by j o w l and knee by 
knee," and they saw me as one of themselves. 

Once more on the road—we went nearly a l l the 
way to Aloopka. The Tartars sang songs, the beasts 
of burden toiled ; on one side the cliffs overwhelmed 
us, and on the other lay the dark sea on which the 
stars were peeping. The st i l l night held us a l l . 

From "A Tramp's Sketches " 

G 



NIAGARA 
JOHN MASEFIKLI) 

I L L the way, I had remembered the tales of 
(the roar of the water, and how it can be heard 

, |ior miles, but what I heard was only the t ra in , 
and even when I stood in Niagara, w i t h i n 500 yards 
of the American fal l , I hardly heard it ; what I heard 
was the rapids above the fal l , wh ich are picturesque 
and beautiful in spite of the ice, yet perhaps nothing 
out of the way in the magnificent sense. They are a 
rush and a w i l d crying of rather clear greenish water 
much broken by fall ing and by rocks and by the 
big Goat Island in the middle of the falls. 

I wandered down the stream and quite soon saw 
the edge, w i t h the water going over the edge, and 
nothing beyond the edge except the Canadian shore 
400 yards away. Just at the edge the water greened 
and went very fast ; so I hurr ied up r ight to the r a i l 
by the br ink, and as I came w i t h i n ten yards (going 
in the direction of the stream) I heard the fall's b ig 
voice, and then, when I looked over the edge, it was 
really terrific. 

I t is al l heaped and bu i l t up below w i t h mounds 
and skulls of gigantic ice, w i t h icicle teeth in their 
jaws. These mounds come up half-way the height of 
the falls, and the water goes down into a chasm among 
them, and ten yards down from the edge it ceases to 
look like water, but is like teased wool and terror and 
God knows w h a t ; and out of the chasm comes a 

93 



NIAGARA 99 

smoke of water, inf ini tely strange and like the ghost 
of water, and this rises and flies about, overhead and 
everywhere, and fills the air w i t h drops, and falls on 
the trees and freezes three inches thick. 

I crossed over ' to Canada, and wandered on t i l l I 
could see the Horseshoe. I suppose the gorge is some 
200 feet deep or more, and this vast bulk of water 
topples in to it and comes up again in a mist much 
higher than the fal l , and floats around everywhere, 
not l ike mist so much as escaping steam, and in among 
it are great noble sea-eagles, drowsing and dr i f t ing 
and cruising, and underneath is a vast glacier bulk 
of ice, w i t h rifts of bedevilled water, and a wh i r lpoo l 
going round and round, churning up ice and trees 
and chunks of things wh ich migh t be bodies and 
slowly freezing, so that the ice near it has big i r re­
gular curves in i t , where the rings of the whi r lpoo l 
have frozen. 

The fall itself is not easy to describe. It is rather 
clear, greenish water, and it is quite quiet, not very 
deep, just before the fa l l , and it rises and goes over 
the l ip almost like me ta l , and then seems to see what 
it is doing, and seems to t ry to get back, and ceases 
to be water, or any th ing like water, or anything on 
earth, but something rather whi te and devilish and 
astonished, and one could watch it a l l day for ever, 
not w i t h awe, perhaps, bu t w i t h a k ind of kinship 
with it. 

The air is so mist-soaked that everything near, 
roads, gorge, and rails, is caked and neaped w i t h 
hard whi te ice, and this w i l l sometimes stay t i l l Ju ly , 
they tel l me, in its bigger heaps. The noise of the 
falls is not so terrific, nothing terrible, but is—like a l l 
b ig water—like trains going by. Sometimes, they 
say, when the ice is breaking up and going over in 



ioo MORE ESSAYS OF TO-DAY 
bergs, many tons in weight, the noise is too awful, 
but not now. 

I drove to the rapids below the falls. The river 
below the falls runs in a narrow gorge only 300 feet 
across, and I suppose the same in height, and you go 
down the gorge in a cliff railway like the one at 
Clifton, and if the wire should snap you would go 
into the rapids and be dead in five seconds ; and 
then you come out right at the water on a wooden 
platform with a rail , some 200 yards along the rapids, 
a sort of little walk ; and whatever the falls may be 
in dignity and majesty, the rapids are in savagery 
and hellish force. I never saw such water, and how 
any mortal man could ever have thought to swim it 
and come out alive I cannot conceive. It is not 
water changed to something else, as at the falls, but 
it is water that has become a devil. Before it goes 
down the fall, it is like the star of the morning, like 
Lucifer, so pure and green and bright, and at the 
rapids it is really re-emerging after the fall, the very 
devil of hell. It comes along with a sort of blind 
sweeping romp, and then as it sweeps a great big 
belly of a wave wil l rise up from underneath, right 
in its path, and the first wave wi l l go over it just as 
if they were playing leap-frog, and then they both 
shout " Hooray, hooray ! " and go on with the romp 
together in the biggest game of all hell. 

What makes it specially fearful is the dead wan 
colour and the thick slush of ice on the top, which 
makes it almost semi-solid, and to see a semi-solid 
acting like this makes you marvel. Sometimes you 
see a big heap of water thrust its snout out of the 
rush and swim back and bite some big wave coming 
at it and burst it all to bits, and then it jumps aloft 
and laughs and smashes itself on a rock with a kind 
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of devilish glee, as one who says, " Well, I killed my 
enemy, anyway, first." 

I could have watched the place for hours and days 
and months. Captain Webb tried to swim it . I 
cannot think why he was allowed to try. A wave 
just picked him up and squeezed him against another 
wave and killed him dead, as he must have seen 
would happen. No human being could live in such 
water. It has force enough to light the world and 
grind the world's bread beside. 

From "Recent Prose " 



ROUND ETNA 

OSBERT SITWELL 

A T A N I A is, wi thout doubt, a ci ty to visit— 
but not to stay i n . When once you have 
seen i t , and, in spite of the noise and obvious 

squalor, have felt its at traction, moments arrive in 
your life when you feel compelled to re turn there ; 
bu t never al low yourself to be tempted to remain in 
the ci ty. There is a qual i ty of horror about these 
large, hot, draughty, d i r ty , empty, noisy hotels that 
is lacking in far dir t ier and more palpably unpleasant 
ones. 

Used as I am to the thoughtfulness of Southern 
I t a l i an and Sicilian hotel-keepers, the dead rat de­
posited, apparently as a t r ibute, on the mat by my 
bedroom door, was more than I could for long en­
dure. There it was, la id out in state, under the high 
glass roof of the corridor, in a l l its funeral pomp ; 
and as, bolted w i t h i n my room, I lay awake, haunted 
by thoughts of the silent sentinel outside, the un­
welcome memory of many old acquaintances in the 
insect, reptile, and rodent w o r l d came back to me. 
There were the rats in the trenches—plump brutes 
that dropped from the branches of shattered trees 
in to the muddy pools below w i t h a fat sound of 
splashing, as they weltered and wal lowed in the m u d . 
There were, too, those beetles in the dining-room of 
the small i n n at Monte Cassino, where we were once 
stranded for the night, unable to obtain accommo-
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dat ion at the monastery because so many dignitaries 
of the Church were then making their Easter retreat 
—beetles that at the slightest movement dropped in 
showers f rom wa l l and cur ta in on to the tables and 
floor below. Even worse was the recollection of my 
tent in the camp at Mar lowe . Situated in a large, 
flat, grass field on the top of a h i l l , bounded by hang­
ing wood, no English scene could have been more 
beautiful, more typical of its county ; bu t a plague 
of earwigs, perhaps the most horr ible of English pests, 
hung over us like a cloud, and at night , if the canvas 
were ever so slightly touched, w o u l d fall squirming 
on to bed and floor. There was that earwig which 
had attacked me in my bath at Weston. Suddenly 
looking round, I saw it par t ing the waters w i t h a 
vigorous side-stroke, and making for my big toe. A 
terrific and lengthy battle ensued. Then there was 
my old friend the scorpion, who waxes fat on the 
bones of saints and holy men in the chapel at 
Montegufoni . Scorpions are not common in Tuscany, 
but this one has thr ived for many years, possibly 
protected by the pat ron saint upon w h o m he feeds. 
A ho r r id dragon he is, as he crouches on the wa l l , 
guarding the numerous cases of glass and gilded wood, 
in w h i c h lie revealed the parchment-coloured relics, 
t ied up w i t h coquettish bows of salmon-pink r ibbon, 
w i t h an occasional orange-flower placed here and 
there, to awaken in these dry, meagre bones memories 
of the flesh that once adhered to them, but yet a 
guardian preferable to that one now sleeping his last 
sleep wi thou t . F inal ly I thought again of the snake, 
which I saw on a fine August morn ing , clambering 
up the garden-steps of the hotel where I am now 
w r i t i n g in to what , considering the discomfort of the 
chairs that grace i t , is somewhat euphemistically 
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known as " the lounge." This snake was very i m ­
pressive, not very large, but a dowager obviously, 
and boasting of I know not how many quarterings ; 
so heraldic, so viperous was i t , that anywhere it wou ld 
have passed as the model for the Sforza coat-of-arms ; 
and the Sforzas, in t ru th , sprang from the same soil. 
" O n l y something come in from the lake," the porter 
reassured me, as he disposed of its mangled corpse ; 
but I have never yet met reptile or insect that failed 
to rouse my loathing, and I lay in bed praying for the 
day of Wells' U top ia , when none of such things wou ld 
be permit ted to exist, except as caged specimens of 
the evils that men had for many mill ions of years 
borne wi l l ing ly , making no concerted effort to de­
stroy, content w i t h a t tempting the extermination of 
their own k ind . 

Alas, even a dead rat may affect human happiness 
more than one wou ld , at first, deem possible. In 
order to avoid other encounters of this k ind I decided 
to move on, ten miles or so, to Acireale. Here, it 
was stated, was a new and comfortable hotel in a 
little-frequented ci ty on the beautiful slopes of Etna. 
As a matter of strict accuracy, the hotel was an o ld 
one, that for some reason or other had remained 
empty for twenty years, but its renovation was suffi­
ciently recent for the paint on the w a l l to be s t i l l 
damp, and the rooms quite unheated. January 
nights are cold everywhere, even in Sicily, and as a 
result I caught a ch i l l and influenza, and was i l l for 
some time. 

T h a t hotel, an immense bu i ld ing on the highroad, 
near the rai lway, w i l l ever remain a mystery. I f you 
sleep on the side of the street, the passing ra i lway 
engine almost puts its funnel in at your window and 
runs under the bed ; on the other side is a gloomy 
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but rather beautiful view of Etna. The bedrooms 
are few—about th i r ty—but lofty. The bathrooms 
are many, but w i t h no hope of water. The sit t ing-
rooms are of immense size ; the dining-room, w i t h 
its h igh, vaulted •ceiling, is a really beautiful room, 
large enough to seat four or five hundred people. 
Its actual owner was an immensely r i ch and eccentric 
Sicil ian nobleman, who paid for everything, and i t 
was r u n by a charming, fat Sicil ian hotel-keeper. 
But were this hotel everything that was promised of 
i t , who except an occasional visitor l ike myself wou ld 
wish to stay in—or come to—such a town ? . . . We 
were promised orange-groves, gardens of deliciously 
smelling flowers, constant hot water, shower-baths, an 
Amer ican bar, two tennis-courts ; . . . bu t a l l these 
things were but mirages, the figments of the Sicil ian 
Marchese's fervent imaginat ion, the product of my 
fat friend's realistic l i terary style. For the non­
existence of the tennis-courts we were, however, du ly 
grateful, because those people who come to the slopes 
of Etna from England and America in order to play 
tennis or gol f must be very unpleasant mental de­
fectives, and ones, too, who usually evince a passion 
for general conversation. 

There was on this occasion l i t t le danger of casual 
conversation, since we were the first and only guests 
in the establishment. Being therefore regarded as 
somewhat in the nature of mascots, we were invi ted 
by our genial manager to attend the opening cere­
mony of his new hotel, which was to be blessed 
publ ic ly by the Bishop of Acireale at three o'clock 
the fol lowing afternoon. The host, I regret to wr i te , 
d i d not altogether believe in the eflicacy of this bene­
dic t ion, but he to ld me that the people of the town 
~-a ci ty of sixty thousand souls, fu l l of the prosperous 
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and wel l educated as wel l as of poor illiterates—were 
so deeply religious that, unless the hotel received the 
episcopal blessing, not one of them w o u l d enter its 
doors. 

A crowd of managers, secretaries, and local mag­
nates, a l l clad solemnly in frock-coats, was wa i t ing 
in the ha l l , when punctual ly at two-fifty-five a motor­
car (provided by the hotel) drew up at the door. 
Its large panes of glass revealed the Bishop w i t h i n , 
in the fu l l glory of robes, mi t re , and crook. I m m e ­
diately the c rowd dashed to the door, each member 
of it hoping to be the first to kiss the r ing . The 
ceremony then began, about four hundred guests 
being present. The Bishop, a very solemn figure, 
walked slowly, followed by the crowd, through the 
corridors, bedrooms, and h igh, vaulted sitting-rooms, 
whi le an acolyte in front scattered holy water, or 
occasionally himself w o u l d l if t two f ingers in the 
gesture of benediction. We then a l l hurr ied down­
stairs to the dining-room, to engage in an orgy of 
ices and sweet champagne, for in Sicily men—even 
bishops—do not scorn an ice as they do in Nor the rn 
countries. A mandol in band, meanwhile, treated us 
to selections f rom Carmen and Rigoletto ; bu t the 
Bishop, in order not to spoil too much the general 
enjoyment by his austere presence, soon swept out to 
the strains of the march in A'ida—music very appro­
priate to h i m , as he strode out in his mi t re , which 
conjured up visions of the high-priests of Egypt. The 
music now changed ; Neapoli tan songs and rather 
decadent ragtime became the order of the evening, 
and dancing lasted for some hours. 

I t must be admit ted that, in January, Acireale is 
an unpleasant place. There is always something a 
l i t t le i r r i t a t i ng about a town that is near but not on 
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the sea, nor yet h igh enough above i t , as for example 
is Ravello, to make the sin of omission excusable. 
Nor here has the sea receded, as at Ravenna ; so 
that no extenuating circumstance can be pleaded on 
behalf of its citizens, who must be a d u l l , unimagina­
tive body ; while , owing to the buildings and general 
lay-out of the town, it is difficult even to obtain a 
view of the blue waters. Worse st i l l , the town is 
situated too near Etna, the other chief feature of the 
landscape, to obtain a view of i t , such as you get from 
places as far removed as Taormina and Syracuse, 
whi le the smoke from the craters drifts over the town, 
b lo t t ing out the sunshine that makes the days w a r m 
even in January, causing constant showers of ra in , 
and giving the place temporari ly the atmosphere of 
Sheffield or the Five Towns. Etna is an object of 
such beauty that, while so near the mountain , to be 
deprived of the view of it is a real misfortune. From 
Taormina it dominates the landscape absolutely, yet 
has an idyl l ic pastoral beauty ; the long gradual 
slope seems to f i l l the horizon, the smoke being like 
a whi te cloud reflecting and reversing its snow-cap in 
the sky above, contradict ing the usual order of pool 
and tree, lake and h i l l . F rom Syracuse it floats far 
off, and even more beautiful, h igh above the flat 
landscape and peacock-winged sea. F rom here it 
seems a l l snow, like a large snow mound, or the icy 
tent of some Arc t ic god, Woden or Thor , who must 
have marched hither w i t h the Nor thern armies. F rom 
Catania it is more impressive, perhaps less lovely, 
because its colour is black—a huge black giant, the 
o ld Cyclops, who w i l l soon crush the town by hur l ing 
down on i t immense rocks. But from Acireale you 
can see l i t t le of i t , though at night you could hear 
the subterranean thunder. A n d at the time of which 
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I am writing there was a queer feeling in the air : 
the great eruption which took place a few months 
later was already, no doubt, being prepared below ; 
and after dark, when the shrilling of the bells and 
hoarse voices of the men driving th£ir mules over the 
almost impassable roads had died down, the air was 
resonant with distant roaring—bellowing almost—and 
Etna would be revealed crowned with such fire as had 
not been seen for many decades. We comforted our­
selves by reflecting that usually while a volcano is 
very active there is less danger of sudden explosion ; 
but we could not help picturing the scenes if an 
eruption should take place. The country lanes at 
this time of year hardly exist at all, the streets and 
roads of the town were as foul as those of towns in 
England two hundred years ago. These would be 
utterly choked and blocked by the rush of fugitives, 
rough men at any time and now mad with fear, from 
the slopes of Etna, one of the most thickly populated 
districts in the world. They would come down in 
this direction, seeking the sea as a means of escape. 
They would be in a panic, have no discipline. Theft 
and murder would be common among them, and the 
foreigner caught in such a sudden orgy of terror 
would have little chance. And all the time the red 
snakes of the lava would be hissing, uncoiling down 
the mountain, like huge dragons, swallowing up 
whole orchards, gardens, and even towns. The only 
man who would be able to stay the terror in any 
degree (and dreadful his responsibility !) would be 
the Bishop. The churches would be full of the 
calmer part of the population kneeling to pray, re­
fusing to leave even though the roof was breaking 
down under the weight of ashes. The air outside 
would be hot, sultry, and full of poisonous fumes as 
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hell itself—such always is the way of eruptions, and 
such was it six months later—but in that January we 
thought the vision merely our evi l imaginings, the 
result of an over-taut nervous system—just as we 
treated the nightmare of a wor ld-war when it some­
times crept in to our m i n d in the spring and early 
summer of 1914. 

As a town Acireale is, in January at any rate, a 
disappointment. The opera (at which Madame 
A l b a n i sang du r ing the opening tour of her career) 
was not yet open. The streets were hardly possible 
to walk i n , whi le to go out in to the country was, 
obviously, an impossibili ty. A n d the whole place 
was dreadfully, te r r ib ly smelly. Even as regards 
architecture the town, though excessively strange, 
belied our hopes. L ike most cities in the neighbour­
hood, it had been destroyed by the exceptionally 
severe earthquake of 1693. This, no doubt, over­
whelmed a number of beautiful buildings here too, 
for nowhere else in the wor ld are to be found so 
many noble examples of different styles placed near 
together as in Sicily. In the other parts of the island, 
where earthquakes are comparatively rare and m i l d , 
Greek temples, Saracenic mosques, Byzantine cathe­
drals, N o r m a n castles, Gothic and Renaissance 
palaces, Baroque, Rococo, and Empire buildings, 
jostle one another in the street in a pleasing, astonish­
ing manner. But in Acireale these relics of former 
c ivi l iza t ion have either been shaken down, or lie 
under their coats of lava, one above the other in 
layers, petrified but patient, wa i t ing for their l i v i n g 
sister to j o i n them, and a new one to be born in her 
stead. 

T h o u g h this total destruction of the ci ty must have 
meant the loss of most interesting monuments, it yet 
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gave to a town r ich as this one, and in a period of 
such architectural act ivi ty as was the early eighteenth 
century in Sicily, a great oppor tuni ty . T h i n k what 
Wren w o u l d have done i f only London had been la id 
waste by earthquake as wel l as by fire ! But no 
genius, such as his, was here to seize the chance. 
Perhaps, too, there was so much bu i ld ing activi ty in 
the island that no architect could be spared from, 
let us say, Palermo or Syracuse. For the Rococo 
creations of Palermo are par t icular ly beautiful, re­
call ing the French more than the I t a l i an : Syracuse 
is different, ful l o f churches and palaces equal to any 
of the same period, but absolutely Sicilian in style ; 
whi le Noto , as wel l , is a model town of the epoch. 

But when the hour for his ar r ival struck in Acireale, 
no genius, local or foreign, appeared. On the con­
trary, far from evoking any new or appropriate style, 
it seems as if the citizens, t ired of earthquakes, were 
eager merely to bridge over the chasms in the earth 
w i t h temporary platforms, to hide and cloak the 
tremors that constantly shook the ground beneath 
them w i t h hastily improvised stages and scenery, so 
as to give the pretence of a certain security and per­
manence to their lives. They wanted their dwellings 
to have just enough of the appearance of a town to 
make them feel safe from the ravages of the giant 
who continually threatened them, ta l l enough, i f 
possible, to blot out his presence. They d id not want 
solidity, which had been proved useless, bu t a series 
of th in-bui l t palaces and churches, as easily put up, 
as easily shaken down, as the paper houses of Japan. 
On the other hand they insisted upon, at any rate, 
the semblance of a background to their lives, and 
were not content w i t h m u d huts and rag buildings, 
as is now the populat ion of the large ci ty of Messina. 
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To give themselves this background, then, they bu i l t 
their fagades, and on them hung masks ; and above 
these balanced wide balconies w i t h bowlike railings. 
A n d such masks as these were never before seen, 
masks whose qual i ty of amusement, here apparently 
the only a im, was derived solely from the physical 
suffering and degraded physique of a slum popula t ion; 
bu t this t ra i t amused each century in t u r n except the 
nineteenth and, let us hope, the twentieth. Such 
brutal ized masks and debased grimaces are merely a 
fantasia based upon the crowd in these cities—crowds 
among which , in spite of the usually fine development 
of the Sicilians, a splendid-looking race, there was 
always a large propor t ion of dwarfs, hunchbacks, and 
other monstrosities, f i l l ing the market-place w i t h cack­
l ing and id io t laughter. Yet in spite of the coarseness 
of these masks and buildings, there is something i m ­
pressive about them, something of the p r imi t ive 
qual i ty to be found in the totem-poles of Canada. 
There is also, obviously, to be felt in them the i n ­
fluence of the long Spanish dominat ion, a suggestion 
of a harder people—perhaps of bull-f ight and Inquis i ­
t ion . . . ? A n d this Spanish influence, whi le it accounts 
for the air of cruelty, at the same t ime is the only one 
that gives the buildings any artistic value, for in spite 
of shortcomings, they have the v i t a l i ty and strict 
conventions, the r h y t h m and surprising dissonances 
of popular Spanish music. 

W i t h the streets and squares thus hastily t h rown 
up, like the scenery of an improvised theatre, the life 
of the town could continue as before. In the day­
t ime an orator could address the market-place w i t h 
bold words and gestures f rom one of the balconies, 
while the masks below reflected the democratic feel­
ings of surpnse, horror , and laughter. At night , 
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however, the masks wou ld be hidden, and the bal­
conies wou ld become floating rafts in the air, from 
which cool music could dr ip down in to the hot ways 
below, or barges, moored high among the fresh play 
of the young winds, from which for once, reversing 
the usual order, the ladies masked by darkness wou ld 
serenade the men wai t ing below, or, themselves silent, 
watch the life flowing beneath them and hear the 
snarling voices and deep braying of the piazzas carried 
up by eddies of w a r m flower-scented air. 

There is, however, one church that points to the 
purer style and possible beauty which wou ld have 
existed in Acireale i f only the earth had kept quiet 
as in other lands. The church of San Sebastiano is 
a noble and refined work of art. The large stone 
front, w i t h a d igni ty and solidity that are lightened 
by the play of a whimsical and original m i n d , pre­
sents a great contrast to everything round i t . The 
wide paved plat form before its portals, at the top of 
a high flight of broad but shallow steps, is railed of f 
by a flight of Cupids, whose arms are weighed down 
by the heavy chains they carry, as if to prevent the 
rather b ru ta l life of the town, mocked and sneered at 
by a l l the leering faces that support w indow and 
balcony, from entering to shatter the repose and peace 
that are to be found w i t h i n . 

Before we re turn to our dead rat in Catania there 
is one other feature of Acireale wh ich deserves our 
attention—the painted carts that go lumber ing over 
roads that are l ike a minia ture model of the country­
side, w i t h rivers and hills, rocks, lakes, and precipices. 
Everywhere in Sicily the peasant, when first setting 
up for himself, spends an incredible propor t ion of his 
capital—far more than he w o u l d al low himself to lay 
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out on the furnishing of his house or on the equip­
ment of his fa rm—in buying a decorative harness and 
a br igh t ly painted cart. T h e harness, hung w i t h bells 
that sound, in the summer weather, cool as a splashing 
shower of ra in , is inset w i t h pieces of m i r ro r that are 
for ever catching the sun's eye, tracing arabesques of 
moving l igh t on the walls of houses and gardens, 
seeming indeed to echo in l ight the sound of the bells 
in the air—for at each movement of the mule the 
bells t inkle and the reflected l ight on the walls forms 
a new design. The carts themselves vary in each 
district. In Palermo, their painted panels are tra­
di t ional , almost Byzantine in conception, belonging 
obviously to the same w o r l d as Monreale. Of ex­
treme bri l l iance in colour, they rather resemble the 
Russian setting for Coq d'Or and Children's Tales, as 
these were presented by M. Diaghileff. The scenes 
depicted on them are usually derived f rom the poets. 
Heroic warriors, the memory of whose chivalry and 
shining armour is now only kept alive by the mario­
nette theatres, are rescuing noble but distressed 
damsels. For these carts there cannot, in Palermo, 
be many more than twenty patterns from among 
which the peasant can choose ; going to the painter's 
he must make his choice of one of them, since for h i m 
to demand a new and special design wou ld be a 
breach of convention, etiquette, and almost of re­
spectability, g iv ing the young couple a bad name. 
But the pa in t ing of the cart is not its only beauty, 
for it boasts also l i t t le groups of painted wooden 
statues—St George and the Dragon, and other such 
subjects—as wel l as much fine decorative carving. In 
Girgent i the carts are different, though the subjects 
are identical ; they are treated less archaistically and 
are in a more subdued scale of colour ; whi le in 

H 
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Acireale, the peasant, here out of the hands of pro­
fessional painters, and doing his own decoration, 
turns to modern life for his inspiration. The various 
panels o f a cart w i l l have portrayed on them " The 
T r i u m p h of the Allies over Germany and Aus t r i a , " 
the seizing of Fiume by d 'Annunzio , a view of Etna, 
a toe-in-air ballerina, and an almost Derain-like s t i l l - 
life. But a l l these different types of carts, in Palermo, 
Girgent i , Syracuse, and here under the shadow of the 
volcano, are so entrancing, alive, and unself-conscious, 
that they probably represent the only satisfactory 
form of peasant-art that exists in Europe to-day. 

From " Discursions on Travel, Art, and Life " 



THE ART OF LIVING 





ABOUT HAPPINESS 

HUBERT BLAND 

G R E A T and wise but much neglected phi lo­
sopher once declared that " Happiness consists 
in fol lowing preferences." 

I wonder, now, whether that strikes you as being 
in any sense a great and wise saying, as having any 
pointed applicat ion to yourself or to your scheme of 
life—assuming always that you have a scheme of life, 
an assumption which wou ld probably be far from 
correct. 

I don ' t for a moment suppose it does. I suspect, 
rather, that you regard it as rather a commonplace 
th ing to have said, a sort of th ing that anybody migh t 
have said, as too much of a plat i tude and too l i t t ie 
of a paradox—for no doubt you have got in to the bad 
modern habi t of seeking wisdom only in paradoxes, 
in a k i n d of verbal topsy-turvydom, such as was made 
fashionable among the would-be intellectually elite in 
the nineties by Oscar Wi lde , and which has since 
been rendered widely popular among the mob by 
M r . Bernard Shaw and his thousand and one pla­
giarists. 

I suspect, therefore, that " Happiness consists in 
fol lowing preferences " is one of those dicta wh ich 
you feel incl ined to brush aside impat ien t ly w i t h an 
" Of course." Y o u w o u l d have thought that phi lo­
sopher to be much cleverer, much more b r i l l i an t , i f 
he had said something like this, " Happiness consists 

117 



n8 MORE ESSAYS OF TO-DAY 

in being comfortably miserable," wouldn ' t you, now ? 
Tha t wou ld have set you puzzling your head as to 
what i t could possibly mean. 

It isn't " of course," you know ; it is nothing like 
" of course." If it were " of course " we should a l l 
act upon it and be happy, or, at any rate, a good 
deal happier than we most of us are. To begin wJ*v, 
it takes a man of average intelligence pretty wel l ha l f 
his life to discover w i t h any sort of exactitude what 
are his real as contrasted w i t h his imaginary pre­
ferences, and by the time the discovery is made it is 
as often as not, indeed more often than not, too late 
to act upon it wi thout revolutionizing his own life 
and seriously discommoding the lives of everybody 
about h i m . 

By that t ime he has formed habits, habits wh ich 
were not the result of his doing what he himself l iked 
to do from the beginning, but of his doing what other 
people liked h i m to do, or what he believed—quite 
mistakenly, perhaps—other people thought he ought 
to like to do. 

Le t me give an instance of the sort of th ing I 
mean. I have a habi t—it is a habit I formed because 
the practice of it pleased and amused me—when I go 
to a place of public entertainment, say a theatre or 
concert, of studying as narrowly as my short sight 
w i l l permit , the faces, and even the backs, of the 
audiences. 

O h , I assure you, backs, when scrutinized w i t h the 
trained eye, are most expressive ; you can learn from 
a back a great deal of what is going on in its owner's 
m i n d . M e n and women of the wor ld learn how to 
control their features, but rarely their backs. One 
of these days I shall publish a monograph on backs 
which shall replace, or at least supplement, Lavater's 
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masterpiece on physiognomy, and add enormously to 
humanity 's knowledge of itself. 

But to re turn . F r o m a study of faces and backs at 
theatres and concerts I invar iably divine that at least 
ha l f of the persons present are wishing a l l the while , 
or at least a good part of the whi le , that they were 
somewhere else ; I perceive that they have come 
A l^re, not because they wanted to come there or 
because they thought they would like being there 
when they had got there ; but because some one else 
wanted them to come there ; or because, for some 
quite inexplicable reason, they were persuaded that 
there was where they ought to be. 

One can see quite unmistakably that they are 
bored stiff, these people, and that if they followed 
their own preferences they would get up and hur ry 
away as fast as their own legs or a taxi-cab could carry 
them. But they don ' t ; they sit and fidget it out to 
the last sentence of the actor or the last note of the 
last cadenza. 

M e n t i o n of that musical term reminds me that the 
obviously u n w i l l i n g listener is a much more common 
object at concerts, or even at musical evenings, than 
at theatres or amateur dramatic performances. 
Music, I am sometimes disposed to th ink, is an art 
which doth make humbugs of us a l l . Observation 
and my penetrative insight have convinced me that 
at least one-half of civil ized humani ty actively dis­
likes music of every sort, and that what is called 
classical music it positively abhors. But not under 
torture w o u l d one-fiftieth par t of civil ized humani ty 
admi t as much—which is a most fortunate c i rcum­
stance for professional musicians. 

Let me give another instance of the sort of th ing 
I mean. A night or two ago I was d in ing w i t h some 
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friends who are enthusiastic bridge players. I do not 
care for b r i d g e ; rather than play it I wou ld sit w i t h 
my feet on the fender reading any old book that 
happened to be handy or th ink ing my own innocent 
thoughts. 

But my host wou ld not al low me to do either of 
those things whi le he and his friends were at the card-
table. He declared that i t wou ld make them 
h i m feel uncomfortable to be conscious that I was 
out in the cold—so he pu t i t , though, really, I should 
have been in the w a r m , for there was an excellent 
fire in the room—while he and the others were en­
joy ing themselves. Of course, I knew perfectly wel l 
that i t wou ld do nothing of the sort, that they wou ld 
have forgotten my very existence after the first 
deal. I knew perfectly wel l that I should make them 
much more uncomfortable by playing badly, as I 
always do. 

Nevertheless, a l though I was fully aware that I was 
doing the wrong th ing , that is to say, the th ing that 
makes for unhappiness rather than happiness, so ex­
t raordinar i ly difficult is it even for a philosopher to 
live up to his own principles that I yielded. A n d so, 
by my not acting upon the d i c tum that happiness 
consists in fol lowing preferences, five sensible men, 
who migh t have had a quite happy evening, had an 
evening that was not quite happy. 

But you may say the principle of fol lowing your 
preferences may easily be carried a l i tde too far ; 
that before you know where you are you may find 
your preferences coming into sharp conflict w i t h those 
of other people, and that then there w i l l be trouble. 
Further, you may say, that on the whole the th ing 
that makes most for happiness in life is personal 
popular i ty w i t h a l l w i t h w h o m one comes in contact ; 
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and that he who makes a point of fol lowing his own 
preference is l i t t le l ikely to be popular, and so he 
w i l l lose on the one hand more than he w i l l gain on 
the other. 

The objection pounds plausible ; it looks almost 
l ike being va l id , bu t let us b r ing it to the test of 
experience. 

make a list of the names of a l l the people you know, 
know w i t h any sort of int imacy, of course, I mean. 
T h e n make a desperate effort to be quite honest w i t h 
yourself, and pu t a cross against the names of those 
w h o m you like best. 

I assure you that i t w i l l need a desperate effort to 
do that, for you w i l l f ind yourself again and again 
tempted, almost irresistibly, to pu t that cross opposite 
the names, not of those w h o m you really like best, 
bu t of those w h o m you feel you ought to l ike best, 
because of their amiable qualities, their unselfishness, 
or of the grati tude which you feel you owe them for 
kindnesses and services rendered by them to you in 
the past. 

After you have successfully made that effort you 
w i l l discover that the persons you have spotted, the 
persons w h o m you always meet most gladly, those 
whose conversation and company are the most i n ­
spiring and revivifying, whose very presence raises 
your spirits when they are low and keeps them up 
when they are high—are not the men and women 
who are shining examples of unselfishness, not the 
sort who may always be counted upon to subordinate 
their desires and preferences to the preferences and 
desires of others, even to yours. 

A n d I doubt very much, though this sounds a 
cynical th ing to say, whether they w i l l be those who 
have made the most sacrifices, great or small, for your 
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sake, or have rendered you services for wh ich a large 
measure of your gratitude is due. 

No ; as I have said, if you have been really honest, 
the persons upon w h o m you have bestowed your 
Cross o f the Legion of Honour w i l l , be quite l ikely, 
to your own surprise, the robust persons, the persons 
whose very presence exhales not s6 much sympathy 
as v i r i l i t y the persons Of strong w i l l , o f very decided 
preferences, and of a very decided habi t of fol lowing 
them, the persons who, in a l l life's mazes and per­
plexities, take a line of their own, as we say, and 
stick to i t , not over-solicitous as to what other lines 
it crosses. 

These are the persons you w i l l find you wou ld best 
l ike to have besicje you in times of sickness or of health, 
of gladness or of sorrow, of peace or of war. These 
are the popular persons. 

The i r popular i ty is not so paradoxical as at first 
glance it may appear. These strong souls, who are 
strong because they follow their preferences, and who 
follow their preferences because they are strong, are 
happy people, and happiness is contagious. By just 
being happy themselves they make you a l i t t le happier 
than you wou ld otherwise be ; and you have the 
satisfaction of knowing that your gain is by no j o t or 
t i t t le their loss. When they do anything for you, 
l i t t le or great, you know that in doing i t they are not 
obeying the command of duty or seeking to lay up 
treasure in heaven, but just pleasing themselves ; 
and so you can accept that service as freely, as frankly, 
as it is offered, qu i t of any l i t t le furtive, niggl ing, 
annoying sense of obligation. 

W i t h the other sort of people, the people w i t h 
earned reputations for self-sacrifice, who, so far f rom 
boldly fo l lowing their own preferences, for the most 
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part suspect and distrust and tu rn their backs upon 
them just because they are their preferences, you, if 
you are of the better sort, never feel altogether at 
ease. Y o u feel the extreme likelihood that in serving 
you they are serving what they conceive to be a 
Higher Purpose- -that they are doing a disagreeable 
thing more or less because it is disagreeable. One 
must really be a bi t of a curmudgeon, you know, to 
feel anything but discomfort at being made the occa­
sion of disagreeableness to other people. 

I once heard a lecturer on ethics tel l an audience 
of schoolboys that they must never omi t to take a 
cold bath in the morning, no matter how bitter the 
weather or how strong their disinclination ; not 
because taking a cold bath was a cleanly th ing to do, 
but because it was an unpleasant th ing to do, and 
one could not do better, he said, than begin the day 
by doing something unpleasant to oneself. 

I daresay he was r ight . But I confess that when 
anyone does something unselfish on my behalf it irks 
me to feel that he is perhaps regarding me as that 
lecturer wou ld have the schoolboy regard the bath. 

T h a t l ik ing which we al l of us feel instinctively, 
spontaneously, for those of our fellows who have the 
habit of fol lowing their own preferences, and of not 
being over-regardful of ours we, in an odd way, carry 
into our relations w i t h the animal wor ld . I am not 
quite sure that we a l l like cats more than we like 
dogs ; bu t I am quite sure that we a l l respect cats 
more than we respect dogs. 

It is true we do not speak of the cat as the 
" friend of man , " or gush about its fidelity. But, 
insensibly, and scarce knowing why, we treat the cat 
as a sort of equal and the dog as a sort of slave. We 
give way to the c a t ; we love to hear i t pur r . A n d 
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the reason of the difference we make between the two 
is, I ver i ly and seriously believe, that we subcon­
sciously recognize in G r i m a l k i n a qual i ty wh ich we 
w o u l d a l l l ike to possess in a higher degree than we 
do, and in Fido a qua l i ty wh ich ve know we do 
possess, and deep down in our heart , despise ourselves 
for possessing. 

This difference—shall we say, this mora l d i f f e r e n t 7 
—between the creature who single-heartedly follows 
its own preferences and the one who fawningly 
watches us to see if haply it may discover ours, the 
ancient wisdom of O l d Egypt recognized and acted 
upon. It made of the cat a god and of the dog a 
pariah. 

From "Essays by Hubert " 



ON DOING NOTHING 
J. B. PRIESTLEY 

I H A D been staying w i t h a friend of mine, an 
(artist and delightfully lazy fellow, at his cot-
lage among the Yorkshire fells, some ten miles 

from a railway-station ; and as we had been fortunate 
enough to encounter a sudden spell of really w a r m 
weather, day after day we had set off in the morning, 
taken the nearest moorland track, c l imbed leisurely 
u n t i l we had reached somewhere about two thousand 
feet above sea-level, and had then spent long golden 
afternoons ly ing flat on our backs—doing nothing. 
There is no better lounging place than a moor. It is 
a k ind of clean bare antechamber to heaven. Beneath 
its apparent monotony that offers no immediate ex­
citements, no absorbing drama of sound and colour, 
there is a subtle variety in its slowly changing patterns 
of cloud and shadow and t inted horizons, sufficient 
to keep up a flicker of interest in the m i n d a l l day. 
W i t h its velvety patches, no bigger than a drawing-
room carpet, of fine moorland grass, its surfaces invite 
repose. Its remoteness, its permanence, its o ld and 
sprawling indifference to man and his concerns, rest 
and cleanse the m i n d . A l l the noises of the w o r l d 
are drowned in the one monotonous cry of the curlew. 

Day after day, then, found us full-stretched upon 
the moor, looking up at the sky or gazing dreamily 
at the distant horizon. It is not strictly true, of 
course, to say that we d i d absolutely nothing, for we 
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smoked great quantities of tobacco, ate sandwiches 
and l i t t le sticks of chocolate, drank from the cold 
bubbl ing streams that spring up from nowhere, gurgle 
for a few score yards, then disappear again. Occa­
sionally we exchanged a remark < r two. But we 
probably came as close to doing nr thing as it is pos­
sible for two members of our race. We made nothing, 
not even any plans ; not a single idea entered ^a.i 
heads ; we d id not even indulge in that genial boast­
ing which is the usual pastime of two friendly males 
in conference. Somewhere, far away, our friends and 
relatives were h u m m i n g and bustling, shaping and 
contr iving, planning, disputing, getting, spending ; 
bu t we were as gods, solidly occupied in doing noth­
ing, our minds immaculate vacancies. But when our 
l i t t le hour of i d l i ng was done and we descended for 
the last t ime, as flushed as sunsets, we came down into 
this w o r l d of men and newspaper owners only to dis­
cover that we had just been denounced by Mr Gordon 
Selfridge. 

When and where he had been denouncing us I do 
not know. N o r do I know what hilarious company 
had invi ted and received his confidences. Strange 
things happen at this season, when the unfamiliar sun 
ripens our eccentricities. It was only last year or the 
year before that some enterprising person who had 
organized a conducted tour to the Continent arranged, 
as a bai t for the more intellectual holiday-makers, that 
a series of lectures should be given to the party by 
eminent authors at various places en route. The happy 
tourists set out, and their conductor was as good as 
his word , for behold—at the very first stopping-place 
Dean Inge gave them an address on the modern love 
of pleasure. But whether Mr Selfridge had been 
addressing a c rowd of holiday-makers or a solemn 
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conference of empor ium owners, I do not know, bu t I 
do know that he said that he hated laziness more than 
anyth ing else and held it the greatest of sins. I be­
lieve too that he delivered some judgment on persons 
who waste t ime, but I have forgotten his reasons and 
instances and, tc be frank, w o u l d count it a dis­
graceful waste of time to discover again what they 
w ^ ~ . Mr Selfridge d id not ment ion us by name, 
bu t it is hardly possible to doubt that he had us in 
m i n d throughout his attack on idleness. Perhaps he 
had had a frantic vision of the pair of us l y ing flat on 
our backs on the moor, wasting t ime royal ly whi le the 
world's work waited to be done, and, incidental ly, to 
be afterwards bought and sold in Mr Selfridge's store. 
I hope he had, for the sight should have done h i m 
good ; we are a pleasing spectacle at any t ime, but 
when we are doing noth ing i t wou ld do any man's 
heart good to see us, even in the most fragmentary 
and baffling vision. Unfortunately, Mr Selfridge had 
probably already made up his m i n d about the sin, as 
he w o u l d call i t , of laziness, and so was not open to 
convict ion, was not ready to be pleased. It is a p i ty , 
and a l l the more so because his views seem to me to 
be wrong and quite definitely harmful . 

A l l the evil in this w o r l d is brought about by per­
sons who are always up and doing, bu t do not know 
when they ought to be up nor wha t they ought to be 
doing. The devi l , I take i t , is s t i l l the busiest creature 
in the universe, and I can quite imagine h i m de­
nouncing laziness and becoming angry at the smallest 
waste of t ime. In his k ingdom, I w i l l wager, nobody 
is al lowed to do nothing, not even for a single after­
noon. The w o r l d , we a l l freely admit , is in a muddle, 
but I for one do not th ink that it is laziness that has 
brought it to such a pass. It is not the active virtues 
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that it lacks but the passive ones ; it is capable of 
anything but kindness and a l i t t le steady thought. 
There is sti l l plenty of energy in the w o r l d (there 
never were more fussy people about) , bu t most of it 
is simply misdirected. I f , for example, in Ju ly 1914, 
when there was some capital i d l i ng weather, every­
body, emperors, kings, archdukes, statesmen, generals, 
journalists, had been suddenly smitten w i t h an in^r.oc 
desire to do nothing, just to hang about in the sun­
shine and consume tobacco, then we should a l l have 
been much better off than we are now. But no, the 
doctrine of the strenuous life s t i l l went unchallenged ; 
there must be no t ime wasted ; something must be 
done. A n d , as we know, something was done. 
Aga in , suppose our statesmen, instead of rushing off 
to Versailles w i t h a bundle of ill-digested notions and 
a great deal of energy to dissipate, had a l l taken a 
fortnight off, away from a l l correspondence and inter­
views and what not, and had simply lounged about 
on some hillside or other, apparently doing nothing 
for the first t ime in their energetic lives, then they 
might have gone to their so-called Peace Conference 
and come away again w i t h their reputations st i l l un-
soiled and the affairs of the w o r l d in good t r i m . 
Even at the present t ime, i f ha l f the politicians in 
Europe w o u l d relinquish the not ion that laziness is a 
crime and go away and do nothing for a l i t t le space, 
we should certainly gain by i t . Other examples come 
crowding in to the m i n d . Thus, every now and then, 
certain religious sects hold conferences ; bu t though 
there are evils abroad that are mountains h igh, though 
the fate of c ivi l izat ion is s t i l l doubtful , the members 
who attend these conferences spend their t ime con­
demning the length of ladies' skirts and the noisiness 
of dance bands. They w o u l d a l l be better employed 
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ly ing flat on their backs somewhere, staring at the 
sky and recovering their mental health. 

The idea that laziness is the p r imary sin and the 
accompanying doctrine of the strenuous life are very 
prevalent in America, and we cannot escape the fact 
that America is in amazingly prosperous country. 
But neither can WJ escape the fact that society there 
1: 'yn such a condi t ion that a l l its best contemporary 
writers are satirists. Curiously enough, most of the 
great Amer ican writers have not hesitated to praise 
idleness, and it has often been their faculty for doing 
nothing and praising themselves for doing i t , that has 
been their salvation. Thus, Thoreau, wi thou t his 
capacity for i d l i ng and doing nothing more than 
appreciate the M i l k y Way, would be a cold p r ig ; 
and W h i t m a n , robbed of his habit of lounging round 
w i t h his hands in his pockets and his innocent delight 
in this pastime, wou ld be merely a large-sized ass. 
A n y fool can be fussy and r i d himself of energy a l l 
over the place, but a man has to have something in 
h i m before he can settle down to do nothing. He 
must have reserves to draw upon, must be able to 
plunge into strange slow rivers of dream and reverie, 
must be at heart a poet. Wordsworth , to w h o m we 
go when most other poets fail us, knew the value of 
doing nothing ; nobody, you may say, could do it 
better ; and you may discover in his work the best 
account of the matter. He l ived long enough to 
retract most of his youthful opinions, but I do not 
th ink that he ever went back on his youthful notion 
that a m a n could have no healthier and more spir i tu­
alizing employment than i d l i n g about and staring at 
Nature. ( I t is true that he is very angry in one poem 
w i t h some gipsies because they had apparently done 
absolutely nothing from the time he passed them at 
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the beginning of his walk to the t ime when he passed 
them again, twelve hours later. But this is racial 
prejudice, t inged, I suspect, w i t h envy, for though he 
had not done much , they had done even less.) If he 
were alive to-day I have no doubt he w o u l d preach 
his doctrine more fervently and mr re frequently than 
ever, and he w o u l d probably attack Mr Selfridge and 
defend us (beginning " Last week they loitered ^ a 
lone wide m o o r " ) in a series of capital sonnets, 
which w o u l d not, by the way, attract the slightest 
at tention. He w o u l d tel l us that the whole w o r l d 
w o u l d be better off if i t spent every possible moment 
it could, these next ten years, l y ing flat on its back on 
a moor, doing nothing. A n d he w o u l d be r igh t . 



LETTER-WRITING 

W. R. INGE 

HE last volume of the new edit ion of Byron's 
Letters, and the l i t t le collection of letters, w i t h 
an in t roduct ion on the history and ar t of 

le t ter-wri t ing, by Professor Saintsbury, w i l l recall the 
at tention of many readers to a delightful branch of 
l i terature, wh ich , to a l l appearance, has had its day. 
We have often been told that the penny post k i l led 
real le t ter-wri t ing. But the twopenny post does not 
seem to have improved the qual i ty or to have seriously 
diminished the quant i ty of letters wh ich are certainly 
not l i terature. 

The typewriter and the telephone are enemies of 
correspondence wh ich we shall always have w i t h us. 
I have, indeed, a few occasional correspondents, i n ­
c luding three theologians, who are, in this respect at 
least, imitators of Dean Stanley, whose manuscripts 
were too much even for Mr Murray ' s compositors. 
It is a mercy that these divines have taken to the 
typewriter, bu t in most cases a typed letter is a chi l ly 
and repellent substitute for the wr i t t en word . 

Byron, I believe, said that his handwr i t ing was as 
bad as his character, wh ich is hardly possible, since 
his letters have been deciphered ; but, as a rule, I 
th ink the writers of good letters have wr i t t en them 
legibly. 

Worse than the telephone and the postcard is the 
pose of being overworked. We do not really get 
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through more sound work than our grandfathers ; 
but we make a conscience of being always in a hu r ry 
—unless, indeed, we are trade unionists, w i t h w h o m 
the charge of hu r ry ing is a deadly reproach. We can 
travel much faster than our grandfathers, and accord­
ingly , we waste much more t ime in /going from place 
to place. Time-saving inventions h^ve much to answer 
for in shortening our leisure. 

These changes, to be sure, ought to encourage the 
short letter, of wh ich several admirable examples 
are preserved. The dispatch of a Captain Wal ton : 
" Spanish fleet taken and destroyed, as per m a r g i n , " 
w o u l d have been excellent, if i t had been true ; the 
Spaniards, I believe, said that it was not. A Roya l 
duke is said to have wr i t t en to an I r i sh bishop : 
" Dear Cork,—Please ordain Stanhope.—Yours, 
Y o r k " ; to wh ich the reply was : " Dear Y o r k , — 
Stanhope's ordained.—Yours, Cork . " 

It is said that Archbishop Temple once received a 
letter f rom an officious correspondent, enclosing two 
utterances of the Archbishop w h i c h f lat ly contra­
dicted each other, and asking for an explanation. 
The reply was : " Dear Sir ,—Both were r i gh t . " 

I have heard (but I don ' t believe this story) that 
du r ing the War the Foreign Office was obliged to 
employ one or two temporary clerks whose t ra in ing 
had been commercial rather than diplomatic . A 
dignified foreign ambassador was astonished to receive 
the fol lowing missive : " Dear Sir,—Yours to hand, 
and contents noted. O u r L o r d C has the matter 
in hand." 

As a last example of the short letter—a masterpiece 
—a father to ld his son at school that he was too busy 
to read long letters, and requested the boy to be 
brief. T h e answer was a model of terseness : " S.O.S., 
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L .S .D . , R.S.V.P." The first two of these arc o ld 
stories, long before the days of postcards. 

The long letter is not extinct, but in my experience 
it is confined to that amazing species of cranks, who, 
wi thou t any in t roduct ion or excuse, cover whole 
quires of paper / / i th epistolary essays addressed to 
men who happen /or the t ime to be in the public eye, 
expounding at length their views on theology, politics, 
and what not, and apparently expect their victims to 
read and answer them. Really interesting letters, 
wh ich make breakfast a pleasure, are rare indeed. 

Professor Saintsbury does justice to the ancient 
Romans as the founders of good le t ter-wri t ing. It is 
a p i ty that he has not given us one or two specimens 
of Cicero. Cicero's are admirable letters, b r imfu l of 
matter, whereas M m e de Sevigne is as good at w r i t i n g 
cleverly about nothing as a French cook is at making 
dishes out of nothing. Pl iny is another admirable 
correspondent, and a most estimable gentleman, as he 
wishes us to observe. 

But the eighteenth century was the golden age of 
le t ter-wri t ing, both in England and in France. The 
French are r ight , perhaps, in th inking that M m e de 
Sevigne has never been surpassed ; bu t if we consider 
matter as wel l as manner, some of our English writers 
are more interesting. Pope is amazingly clever, bu t 
spiteful and disingenuous beyond description. A n d 
what are we to th ink of a man who could append to 
a sort of love-letter the request, " When this letter 
is pr inted for the w i t of i t , pray take care that what 
is underlined be pr in ted in a different character " ? 

Swift, that savage and unholy genius, as L o r d 
Mor l ey calls h i m , wrote masses of letters to two un ­
lucky ladies w h o m he loved in a morb id and unmanly 
fashion. Br i l l i an t as the Letters to Stella are, I cannot 
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agree w i t h Professor Saintsbury that Swift was " one 
of the greatest lovers i n the w o r l d . " He had no fu l l -
blooded love to give. 

Cowper, the poet, is one of the very best letter-
writers. When not under the dDud of religious 
melancholy he was the most genial and affectionate 
of men, and his judgments on public affairs are re­
markably shrewd for a man of his habits. 

Horace Walpole is not a favourite of mine. He was 
a selfish and self-indulgent fellow, battening on r i ch 
sinecures, who evidently wrote to show how clever he 
was. There is not much to show that he really cared 
about his correspondents. 

Far more delightful, to my m i n d , are the letters of 
Gray, poet, scholar, and recluse, who gave his corre­
spondents the best of a well-stored m i n d , and is 
par t icular ly good in describing his travels—not an 
easy th ing to do really wel l . His letters are like very 
good talk, which is what letters ought to be. 

For this reason some of the best letter-writers have 
been women. Lady M a r y Wort ley Montagu , in the 
eighteenth century, is admirable ; and in the nine­
teenth two women who marr ied geniuses, Mrs Carlyle 
and Mrs Browning, wrote even better letters than 
their husbands. Mrs Carlyle was a l i t t le spiteful, but 
this is not an unmixed drawback in a letter. 

Shelley, Keats, and Byron are a l l famous letter-
writers. I prefer Shelley of the three. Byron is re­
vealed in this last volume as a very imperfect k ind of 
gentleman. He not only kissed and to ld , but seems 
to prefer the latter to the former. 

Fitzgerald, the translator of O m a r Khayyam, is a 
prince among letter-writers. It is really a good thing 
that a few able men should be content to be very 
leisurely. The i r work gains in qual i ty , and they have 
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time, if they choose, to wr i te letters wh ich deserve to 
be classics. 

The modern biography is usually swollen to twice 
its proper size by unnecessary and d u l l letters. To 
p r i n t love-letters is an outrage ; and nobody wants 
to know the first impressions of Lucerne, dut i fu l ly 
wr i t t en home by a young traveller. A biographer 
once confided to me that a l l the really interesting 
letters had had to be left out. 

I t only remains to ment ion that peculiar branch of 
letter-writing—letters sent to newspapers. It once 
fell to my lot to propose the prosperity of a news­
paper wh ich had been g iv ing me a bad t ime in its 
correspondence columns. I congratulated the editor 
on his wisdom in a l lowing the least intell igent of his 
readers to let off steam in this way. Considering the 
letters wh ich are printed—say, in the religious week­
lies—one wonders what the rejected addresses can be 
like. 

We must hope, wi thou t much confidence, that the 
graceful and gentle art of le t ter -wri t ing may have 
another flowering t ime among us. 

From "Lay Thoughts of a Dean " 



ON BEING HARD UP 
JEROME K. JEROME 

IT is a most remarkable thing. I sat down 
with the full intention of writing something 

, Jclever and original ; but for the life of me I 
can't think of something clever and original—at least, 
not at this moment. The only thing I can think 
about now is being hard up. I suppose having my 
hands in my pockets has made me think about this. 
I always do sit with my hands in my pockets, except 
when I am in the company of my sisters, my cousins, 
or my aunts ; and they kick up such a shindy—I 
should say expostulate so eloquently upon the subject 
—that I have to give in and take them out—my hands 
I mean. The chorus to their objections is that it is 
not gentlemanly. I am hanged if I can see why. 
I could understand its not being considered gentle­
manly to put your hands in other people's pockets 
(especially by the other people), but how, O ye 
sticklers for what looks this and what looks that, can 
putting his hands in his own pockets make a man less 
gentle ? Perhaps you are right, though. Now I come 
to think of i t , I have heard some people grumble most 
savagely when doing i t . But they were mostly old 
gentlemen. We young fellows, as a rule, are never 
quite at ease unless we have our hands in our pockets. 
We are awkward and shifty. We are like what a 
music-hall Lion Comique would be without his opera 
hat, if such a thing can be imagined. But let us put 
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our hands in our trousers' pockets, and let there be 
some small change in the r ight -hand one and a bunch 
of keys in the left, and we w i l l face a female post-office 
clerk. 

I t is a l i t t le difficult to know what to do w i t h your 
hands, even in your pockets, when there is nothing 
else there. Years a jo , when my whole capital wou ld 
occasionally come down to " what in town the people 
call a bob ," I wou ld recklessly spend a penny of i t , 
merely for the sake of having the change, a l l in cop­
pers, to j ing le . Y o u don' t feel nearly so hard up w i t h 
elevenpence in your pocket as you do w i t h a shi l l ing. 
H a d I been " la-di-da," that impecunious youth 
about w h o m we superior folk are so sarcastic, I wou ld 
have changed my penny for two ha'pennies. 

I can speak w i t h author i ty on the subject of being 
hard up. I have been a provincia l actor. If further 
evidence be required, wh ich I do not th ink l ikely, I 
can add that I have been a gentleman " connected 
w i t h the press." I have l ived on fifteen shillings a 
week. I have l ived a week on ten, owing the other 
five ; and I have l ived for a fortnight on a greatcoat. 

I t is wonderful what an insight in to domestic 
economy being really ha rd up gives one. I f you 
want to find out the value of money, l ive on fifteen 
shillings a week, and see how much you can pu t by 
for clothes and recreation. Y o u w i l l f ind out that i t 
is w o r t h whi le to wa i t for the far thing change, that it 
is w o r t h whi le to walk a mile to save a penny, that a 
glass of beer is a luxury to be indulged in only at rare 
intervals, and that a collar can be w o r n for four days. 

T r y i t jus t before you get marr ied . I t w i l l be ex­
cellent practice. Let your son and heir t ry it before 
sending h i m to college. He won ' t grumble at a 
hundred a year pocket money then. There are some 
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people to w h o m it wou ld do a w o r l d of good. There 
is that delicate blossom, who can't d r ink any claret 
under ninety-four, and who wou ld as soon th ink of 
d in ing off cats' meat as off p la in roast mut ton . Y o u 
do come across these poor wretches now and then, 
though, to the credit of humani ty , they are pr inc i ­
pal ly confined to that fearful anc* wonderful society 
known only to lady novelists. I never hear of one of 
these creatures discussing a menu card but I icel a 
mad desire to drag h i m off to the bar of some common 
East End public-house, and cram a sixpenny dinner 
down his throat—beefsteak pudding, fourpence ; 
potatoes, a penny ; ha l f a p in t of porter, a penny. 
The recollection of i t (and the mingled fragrance of 
beer, tobacco, and roast pork generally leaves a v iv id 
impression) might induce h i m to t u r n up his nose a 
l i t t le less frequently in the future at everything that 
is put before h i m . Then , there is that generous party, 
the cadger's delight, who is so free w i t h his small 
change, but who never thinks of paying his debts. 
It migh t teach even h i m a l i t t le common sense. " I 
always give the waiter a shil l ing. One can't give the 
fellow less, you know," explained a young Govern­
ment clerk w i t h w h o m I was lunching the other day 
in Regent Street. I agreed w i t h h i m as to the utter 
impossibility of making it elevenpence ha'penny ; but , 
at the same t ime, I resolved to one day decoy h i m to 
an eating-house I remembered near Covent Garden, 
where the waiter, for the better discharge of his 
duties, goes about in his shirt-sleeves—and very d i r ty 
sleeves they are too, when it gets near the end of the 
month . I know that waiter. I f my friend gives h i m 
anything beyond a penny, the man w i l l insist on 
shaking hands w i t h h i m then and there, as a mark of 
his esteem : of that I feel sure. 
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There have been a good many funny things said 
and wr i t t en about hardupishness, but the reality is 
not funny, for a l l that. It is not funny to have to 
haggle over pennies. It isn't funny to be thought 
mean and stingy. It isn't funny to be shabby, and to 
be ashamed of your address. No , there is nothing at 
a l l funny in poverty—to the poor. I t is hell upon 
earth to a sensitive man ; and many a brave gentle­
man, who wou ld have faced the labours of Hercules, 
has had his heart broken by its petty miseries. 

It is not the actual discomforts themselves that are 
hard to bear. Who w o u l d m i n d roughing i t a b i t 
if that were a l l i t meant ? What cared Robinson 
Crusoe for a patch on his trousers?—Did he wear 
trousers ? I forget ; or d i d he go about like he does 
in the pantomimes ? Wha t d i d i t matter to h i m i f 
his toes d id stick out of his boots ? and what if his 
umbrel la was a cotton one, so long as it kept the ra in 
off? His shabbiness d id not trouble h i m : there were 
none of his friends round about to sneer at h i m . 

Being poor is a mere trifle. It is being known to 
be poor that is the sting. It is not cold that makes a 
man wi thou t a greatcoat hu r ry along so quickly. It 
is not a l l shame at tel l ing lies—which he knows w i l l 
not be believed—that makes h i m tu rn so red when 
he informs you that he considers greatcoats un­
healthy, and never carries an umbrel la on principle. 
It is easy enough to say that poverty is no crime. 
No ; i f i t were men wouldn ' t be ashamed of i t . I t 
is a blunder, though, and is punished as such. A 
poor man is despised the whole w o r l d over ; despised 
as much by a Christ ian as by a lo rd , as much by a 
demagogue as by a footman, and not a l l the copy­
book maxims ever set for ink-stained youth w i l l make 
h i m respected. Appearances are everything, so far as 
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human opinion goes : and the man who w i l l walk down 
Piccadilly a rm in a r m w i t h the most notorious scamp in 
London , provided he is a well-dressed one, w i l l slink 
up a back street to say a couple of words to a seedy-
looking gentleman. A n d the seedy-looking gentle­
man knows this—no one better—and w i l l go a mile 
round to avoid meeting an acquaintance. Those that 
knew h i m in his prosperity need never trouble them­
selves to look the other way. He is a thousand times 
more anxious that they should not see h i m than they 
can be ; and as to their assistance, there is nothing 
he dreads more than the offer of i t . A l l he wants is 
to be forgotten ; and in this respect he is generally 
fortunate enough to get what he wants. 

One becomes used to being hard up, l ike one 
becomes used to everything else, by the help of that 
wonderful o ld homoeopathic doctor, T i m e . Y o u can 
tell at a glance the difference between the o ld hand 
and the novice ; between the case-hardened man 
who has been used to shift and struggle for years, and 
the poor devil of a beginner, str iving to hide his 
misery, and in a constant agony of fear lest he should 
be found out. Noth ing shows this difference more 
clearly than the way i n which each w i l l pawn his 
watch. As the poet says somewhere : " T rue ease 
in pawning comes from art, not chance." The one 
goes into his * Uncle's ' w i t h as much composure as 
he would into his tailor's—very l ikely w i t h more. 
The assistant is even c iv i l and attends to h i m at once, 
to the great indignat ion of the lady in the next box, 
who, however, sarcastically observes that she don' t 
m i n d being kept wa i t ing " if it is a reg'lar customer." 
Why , from the pleasant and businesslike manner in 
which the transaction is carried out, it migh t be a 
large purchase in the Three per Cents. Yet what a 
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piece of work a man makes of his first ' pop. ' A boy 
popping his first question is confidence itself com­
pared w i t h h i m . He hangs about outside the shop, 
u n t i l he has succeeded in at t ract ing the at tention of 
a l l the loafers in the neighbourhood, and has aroused 
strong suspicions in the m i n d of the policeman on the 
beat. At last afte- a careful examination of the 
windows, made for the purpose of impressing the 
bystanders w i t h the not ion that he is going in to 
purchase a d iamond bracelet or some such trifle, he 
enters, t ry ing to do so w i t h a careless swagger, and 
giving himself really the air of a member of the swell 
mob. When inside, he speaks in so low a voice as to 
be perfectly inaudible, and has to say it a l l over again. 
When, in the course of his r ambl ing conversation 
about a " friend " of his, the word " lend " is reached, 
he is p rompt ly to ld to go up the court on the r ight, 
and take the first door round the corner. He comes 
out of the shop w i t h a face that you could easily l ight 
a cigarette at, and f i rmly under the impression that 
the whole populat ion of the district is watching h i m . 
When he does get to the r ight place he has forgotten 
his name and address, and is in a general condition 
of hopeless imbeci l i ty . Asked in a severe tone how 
he came by " this," he stammers and contradicts h i m ­
self, and it is only a miracle if he does not confess to 
having stolen it that very day. He is thereupon i n ­
formed that they don ' t want anything to do w i t h his 
sort, and that he had better get out of this as quickly 
as possible, wh ich he does, recollecting nothing more 
u n t i l he finds himself three miles off, wi thou t the 
slightest knowledge how he got there. 

By the way, how awkward i t is, though, having to 
depend on public-houses and churches for the t ime. 
The former are generally too fast, and the latter too 
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slow. Besides which , your efforts to get a glimpse of 
the public-house clock from the outside, are attended 
w i t h great difficulties. I f you gently push the swing 
door ajar and peer i n , you draw upon yourself the 
contemptuous looks of the barmaid, who at once puts 
you down in the same category w i t h area sneaks and 
cadgers. Y o u also create a certa ;n amount of agita­
t ion among the marr ied por t ion of the customers. 
Y o u don' t see the clock, because it is behind the door ; 
and, in t ry ing to wi thdraw quietly, you j a m b your 
head. The only other method is to j u m p up and 
down outside the window. After this latter proceed­
ing, however, if you do not b r ing out a banjo and 
commence to sing, the youthful inhabitants of the 
neighbourhood, who have gathered round in expec­
tation, become disappointed. 

I should like to know, too, by what mysterious law 
of nature it is that, before you have left your watch 
" to be repaired " ha l f an hour, some one is sure to 
stop you in the street and conspicuously ask you the 
time. Nobody even feels the slightest curiosity on the 
subject when you've got i t on. 

Dear old ladies and gentlemen, who know nothing 
about being hard up—and may they never, bless their 
grey old heads—look upon the pawnshop as the last 
stage of degradation ; but those who know it better 
(and my readers have, no doubt, noticed this them­
selves), are often surprised, like the l i t t le boy who 
dreamed he went to heaven, at meeting so many 
people there that they never expected to see. For 
my part, I think it a much more independent course 
than borrowing from friends, and I always t ry to 
impress this upon those of my acquaintance who 
incline towards " want ing a couple o f pounds t i l l the 
day after to-morrow." But they won ' t a l l see i t . 
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One of them once remarked that he objected to the 
pr inciple of the th ing. I fancy if he had said it was 
the interest that he objected to he wou ld have come 
nearer to the t r u th ; twenty-five per cent, certainly 
does come heavy. 

There are degrees in being hard up . We are a l l 
hard up, more or less—most of us more. Some are 
hard up for a thousand pounds ; some for a shil l ing. 
Just clt this moment I am hard up myself for a fiver. 
I only want it for a day or two. I should be certain 
of paying it back w i t h i n a week at the outside, and 
i f any lady or gentleman among my readers w o u l d 
k ind ly lend it me, I should be very much obliged 
indeed. They could send it to me, under cover to 
Messrs Field and Tuer , only, in such case, please let 
the envelope be carefully sealed. I wou ld give you 
my I . O . U . as security. 

From " The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow " 



THE TOR THEATRE 
GERALD BULLETT 

L I V E R W E N D E L L H O L M E S ' S Autocrat 
was a l i t t le wide of the mark when he impl ied 
that every man represents a t r i n i t y of persons 

and no more. His analysis of a hypothetical John 
was accurate as far as it went, bu t it d id not go far 
enough. He tells us that a dialogue between John 
and Thomas engages six personalities : ( i ) The real 
John ; known only to his Maker. (2) John's ideal 
John ; never the real one, and often very unlike h i m . 
(3) Thomas's ideal John ; never the real John , nor 
John's John, but often very unlike either. Thomas 
contributes a similar t r io . A l l three are treated as 
constants though there is surely every reason to sup­
pose that they are variable. They are a l l in a per­
petual state of flux, and No . 2, which looks so simple, 
constitutes a host that cannot be numbered. For 
everybody who is at a l l introspective, and more par­
t icular ly everybody who has the t r ick of self-detach­
ment, knows himself to possess as many personalities 
as acquaintances. For each of my friends I possess a 
special set of reactions, a special voice, manner, a t t i ­
tude of m i n d . At the mere approach of another the 
appropriate personality pops up in me like a Jack-in 
the-box. The difference is not superficial : it is more 
apparent to me than to anybody else. It is, therefore, 
a teal difference, appearance being the only reality 

i44 



THE TOY THEATRE 145 

wor th bothering about. I do not merely seem dif­
ferent : I feel so, and am so. 

If you reflect on this matter for a moment, you get 
some surprising results. Consider your own case. 
Robinson, you w i l l remember, has always regarded 
you as rather a dark horse, a clever fellow, a master 
of impressive though incomprehensible double entente. 
Consequently, whenever Robinson comes to see you, 
you aie conscious of a mysterious inward change. 
A n d this change w i t h i n is reflected in a change w i t h ­
out. Y o u do not actively conspire to deceive 
Robinson : the mask slips over your face by none of 
your contr iv ing. Y o u find yourself looking upon the 
w o r l d through cynical eyes. It is a new, queer wor ld , 
and you want to make sly fun of i t . This end you 
achieve by a system of raised eyebrows, inscrutable 
smiles, subtleties of in tonat ion, and a certain brevity 
of speech. It is not what you say that is so w i t t y , so 
cruel. Indeed, you say so l i t t le that another man— 
Jones, for example—would suppose you to be out of 
sorts. A good fellow, Jones, in his way ; but he 
lacks that sensitiveness to atmosphere which makes 
Robinson such a charming companion. Robinson, 
as wel l you know, can detect a delicate tinge of i rony 
even in the monosyllable w i t h wh ich you acknowledge 
his remark about the weather. By a simple " yes " 
or " no ," uttered in just the r ight tone, you have put 
the weather in its place. Robinson chuckles in de­
l ightful appreciation of your cri t icism. Presently he 
begins to tell you how at the Club last n ight . . . 
Y o u in ter rupt h i m . " A h , " you say, " the Club ! " 
Three words bleak enough in themselves, yet their 
effect is devastating. The Club is at once annihilated, 
b lown sky-high by the gunpowder of your personality, 
scattered to l imbo by the w i n d of vour w i t . The 

K 
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place it occupied is desolate. W i l d beasts of the 
desert shall lie there ; and owls shall dwel l there, 
and satyrs shall dance there. A n d a l l because your 
lips curled a l i t t le in u t ter ing the words, " A h , the 
C lub ! " It is something of a responsibility, this new 
personality of yours. Y o u have become such a ter­
r ible fellow that i t behoves you to wie ld your power 
w i t h restraint. T h a t realization adds the zest of peri l 
to every moment you spend w i t h dear o ld Robinson. 
But you do not shrink f rom the responsibility : you 
enjoy i t . A n d when Robinson has gone, leaving you 
w i t h only the ghost of the self you had foisted on h i m , 
you st i l l remember h i m w i t h gratitude. " I l ike 
Robinson," you say to yourself. But what you like 
is not Robinson at a l l : it is that engaging, that 
b r i l l i an t creature in yourself which the presence of 
Robinson evokes. It is commonly admit ted that the 
cat who rubs his face against that of his mistress is 
caressing, not his mistress, but himself. A n d this is 
true not only of feline caresses. " An hour in Rob in ­
son's company does me good," you may add. " I 
always enjoy myself." 

Tha t last sentence indicates a profound t ru th wh ich 
has possibly escaped you. Y o u do indeed enjoy 
yourself: that is to say, you enjoy whichever of your 
mult i tudinous selves happens to ho ld the floor at 
the moment. Yourself is the only th ing you ever do 
enjoy, because it is the only th ing you experience. 
For Robinson, for the ul t imate and mysterious reali ty 
called Robinson, you have no feeling at a l l , whether 
of affection or hostility. Y o u have never come in 
contact w i t h h i m , hidden away as he is, like every 
mor ta l creature, in an impregnable tower of isolation. 
The same is true of Jones and Brown. Your Jones-
personality is perhaps rather dogmatic, and pon t i -
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fical , w i t h a habit of indulg ing in heavy platitudes 
about the safety of the Empire and the great heart of 
democracy, although Jones himself, so far as you can 
see, is not at a l l that k ind of man. W i t h Brown you 
are the genial man-about-town, fu l l of inside infor­
mat ion about things of which you are total ly ignorant. 
Indeed you have, it is clear, far more personalities 
than you can count. W i t h one you play bears w i t h 
your baby ; w i t h another you reprove the cook ; 
w i t h a t h i rd you attend a meeting of your Board of 
Directors. The differences are not a l l so obvious as 
these ; but some difference, however subtle, there 
always is. Every t ime you but ton up your overcoat 
in an east w i n d you preserve from possible extinction 
a hundred and one l i t t le actors. A n d when you are 
alone, what then ? Are the actors quiescent ? I 
doubt i t . Certainly they have not ceased to exist, 
for the least disturbance of your solitude w i l l br ing 
one of them dancing upon the stage. 

For I must break it to you, w i t h such tact and 
tenderness as I can muster, that you who have for so 
long imagined yourself to be a single human per­
sonality are at your best a mob ; and at your worst, 
in moments of indecision, you are a mere r iot . Y o u 
are a T o y Theatre, a travell ing show, a variety enter­
tainment. As to who is the Stage Manager, that is a 
question that would lead me too deeply in to meta­
physics, and possibly in to theology, where you would 
very properly refuse to follow me. If you consider 
yourself affronted by what I have felt it my duty to 
tell you, I apologize, but wi thou t w i thd rawing a word 
of i t . If you feel desolated, I urge you to remember 
that I am in a similar p l igh t myself. I have said, in 
effect, that we, every mother's son of us, are always 
acting a part : but this does not convict us of universal 
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hypocrisy. Each personality, whi le it holds the stage, 
may be perfectly sincere, though it is asking too much 
that the entire theatrical company shall be in perfect 
agreement upon everything. Sincerity, i t cannot be 
denied, is the most difficult and delicate of the arts. 
Perhaps one comes nearest to achieving it in the act 
of w r i t i n g an essay. 



OF VARIOUS OCCASIONS 





HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS 
J. T. Sr LOE STRACHEY 

B O R T U N A T E L Y , the arrangement of the 
•schoolboys' Summer and Winter exodus is a 
[[much easier task than formerly, and there is 

comparatively l i t t le diff iculty in managing that those 
who are bound for a common destination shall travel 
together. The v ia tor ia l vagaries of wh ich a boy 
t ravel l ing alone and given to wool-gathering, or to 
becoming lost in the blood-curdl ing exploits of pirate 
chiefs and their rakish schooners, is capable, are 
almost incredible. The power of not a r r iv ing at his 
destination which he develops on such occasions is 
positively portentous. If he has to make a cross 
journey w i t h just enough t ime to catch his t ra in nicely 
he almost certainly misses i t , while if he has a good 
hour to spare the result is much the same, for he is 
then as l ikely as not to start off on some external 
expedition, which brings h i m back to the station long 
after the hour at which he ought to have been there. 
Then , too, he discovers endless possibilities of gett ing 
into the wrong portions of trains, of fancying that 
the slip coach is " the one next the engine," and 
of getting left behind owing to his having become 
absorbed in the voracious and indiscriminate con­
sumption of mock-turt le soup, buns, hot coffee, 
chocolate creams, and bot t led ale in the refreshment 
room. 

For some reason, however, not easily explained, a 
151 
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party of boys travell ing together do not seem nearly 
so liable to these accidents. Whether it is that a 
sense of responsibility becomes abnormally developed 
in the oldest member of the party, and that he checks 
the errant instincts of the rest of the band, and recalls 
their minds to the g r im necessities of junctions and 
the " forward part of the t r a i n / ' cr whether a knot of 
young gentlemen in round jackets and Eton collars 
attracts the special notice of the guard, and en­
sures the supervision of the officials, it is impossible 
to say w i t h certainty. Whatever is the reason, 
the fact remains that parties show a tendency to get 
home, if not always to time, at least before nightfal l , 
whi le individuals travell ing alone very often fare l ike 
the I r i shman who was wont to complain that, how­
ever early he started, he never arrived anywhere at a l l . 

Dickens, in one of his letters, asks how it is that 
boys home for the holidays contrive to spend the 
whole day c lumping downstairs in apparently at least 
six pairs of the thickest boots. This curious and i n ­
teresting problem is at every holiday season presented 
to the Brit ish parent, as wel l as a thousand other 
strange and inexplicable habits of his male offspring. 
It is the charm—or, as a misanthrope would say, the 
curse—of boyhood never to be able to do anything 
in the way that it is done by the rest of the wor ld . 
In this very matter of the stairs, for instance, the un­
varying singularity of boys is universally to be noticed. 
No boy can ever manage to accomplish a simple 
descent or ascent. His movements, whether going 
up or going down, are conducted w i t h an earnest­
ness and vigour which it wou ld be quite impossible 
for any grown-up person to imitate. Put t ing aside 
the glissade on the banisters, or down the waxed and 
varnished edges of the treads as belonging more pro-
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perly to the department of home gymnastics, the 
most ordinary system, at least for coming down, is 
that which may best be described as the flying leap— 
four steps at a t ime, w i t h an occasional cannon 
against the wa l l to vary the monotony of the descent. 

I f , however, there is sickness in the house a boy of 
good feeling w i l l abandon this method of precipi­
ta t ing himself as a sort of human avalanche from the 
top landing to the d in ing-room floor, and w i l l adopt 
quite another plan. Probably he has been admon­
ished at some t ime or other to go down quietly 
one step at a t ime, and, making use of this suggestion, 
he proceeds to carry it out to the letter. Seizing the 
banisters w i t h both hands, he jumps heavily from the 
first step, a l ight ing f i rmly upon his heels on the next, 
to rebound thence to the one below, and so on t i l l he 
reaches the bot tom. This action, which sounds for 
a l l the w o r l d like the ghastly antics of some bewitched 
coffin wh ich has reared itself on end, and resolved to 
appear at family prayers, is probably that to which 
the author of Pickwick alludes. 

At any rate, the system is exceedingly widespread, 
and is, we f i rmly believe, considered by many young 
gentlemen between the ages of eight and fourteen as 
a specially merciful method of transferring their 
persons from one storey to another. Next to the 
ab i l i ty displayed by boys in gett ing tones undreamt 
of by ordinary performers out of the front and kitchen 
stairs is their talent for shaking the whole house by 
merely walk ing across an upstairs floor. Pater­
familias, who weighs, perhaps, fourteen stone, when 
he treads the boards of his dressing-room makes no 
perceptible v ibra t ion . But let Jack, who cannot 
possibly weigh ha l f that amount, be sent to b r ing 
down a book for his father, and anyone in the 
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back drawing-room wou ld imagine that at least a 
dozen mad elephants had been let loose above. Yet 
Jack, in a l l probabi l i ty , made no special effort to be 
noisy, and at most crossed the floor to get to the book­
case by stepping only on the whi te squares in the 
carpet. 

No doubt these and plenty of other physical and 
mental peculiarities of the schoolboy w i l l at first give 
pleasure rather than the reverse at home. English 
parents are m u c h too fond of their chi ldren not to 
forget such l i t t le annoyances in the pleasure of having 
their boys home again, and of observing how clever, 
handsome, or jo l ly - look ing they have grown, and how 
extraordinari ly l ike they are to their fathers, mothers, 
grandfathers, or grandmothers, or, indeed, to a l l their 
relatives, immediate and remote. For several days 
the veritable tempests of noise that sweep down the 
stairs and thunder through the front ha l l w i l l be 
pronounced " quite cheerful," and there w i l l be a 
general agreement among the elder members of the 
family that the house is never a b i t like home t i l l the 
boys come back. 

L i t t l e by l i t t l e , however, the charm w i l l wear off, 
and though the sight of their chi ldren w i l l , in reali ty, 
be just as much a happiness to their parents as before, 
a feeling w i l l begin to grow up that there are objec­
tions to the sense of perpetual mot ion which seems 
somehow to pervade the house. T h o u g h the mother 
of the family w o u l d in a l l p robabi l i ty refuse to admi t 
i t , she at last begins to find the banging of doors, 
w i thou t the slightest intermission, a l i t t l e t ry ing . 
T h e n , too, the father of the family, though, theoreti­
cally, he may enjoy nothing better than being a boy 
again among his boys, discovers that it is rather 
nervous work never to be sure that when he comes 
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round a corner he wi l l not encounter some missile 
which, although meant " only for Jack," is equally 
capable of ' stinging up ' the author of Jack's being. 

One of Mr Bret Harte's characters complains 
quaintly, but not unreasonably, that " this dodging 
of pillows imparts but small ease to the style," and 
if Paterfamilias' vocations are of a literary nature the 
truth of the remark may come home to him with 
special force during the holidays. To receive a 
broadside from a bolster battery, meant to hold the 
maids in check, when one has gone upstairs to look 
out a quotation in Milton, is almost certain to destroy 
all suavity of phrase and period. When, again, there 
is a wet August, and little or no going out is possible, 
the lot of parents caged up with three or four boys is 
not exactly a happy one. It is only natural that what 
ordinary fathers and mothers detest more than any­
thing else in the world is having to decide which of 
their offspring is in the wrong in a domestic quarrel. 
But wet days are certain to bring about such home 
broils, in which it is very difficult for the parent to 
intervene except by the rough and ready—though 
often essentially unjust—method of punishing, or at 
any rate reprimanding, the one who happens to have 
emerged least hurt from the scuffle. 

Though the plan has about it a kind of natural 
equity—a sort of ' equality of sacrifice,' to borrow a 
phrase from the regions of finance—which may be 
supposed to recommend it to the youthful mind, 
Paterfamilias usually dislikes employing it . In fact, 
all attempts to administer justice to schoolboys are 
peculiarly unpleasant, since their code of honour 
necessarily renders it impossible for either combatant 
to make known, even in the slightest degree, the rights 
of the dispute. Add to this that the girls of the family, 
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who were petted by their brothers when they first 
came home, are, towards the end of the Vacat ion, in 
obedience to the universal law that fami l iar i ty breeds 
contempt, mercilessly teased, fagged, and harried. 
If we take this in to account, and remember, too, that 
the servants who to begin w i t h thought nothing more 
amusing than the young gentleman's apple-pie beds 
and booby traps, have reached the verge of mu t iny 
by the fifth week, and it is not difficult to realize that 
the beginning of the next ha l f is greeted w i t h as much 
j o y as was the end of the last. 

W i t h boys who go to Day-schools it is quite possible 
to arrange a modus vivendi w i thou t making them un­
duly good and quiet. But the holidays of the boy at 
the Boarding-school have too much of the nature of 
a Saturnalia to make them pleasant for parents, at 
any rate after the first month . When the fourth 
week is past the coming term is looked forward to 
w i th undisguised delight. 

From "From Grave to Gay " 



ON GOING BACK 
GERALD GOULD 

O M E day I ' l l go back to Oxford " 
Tha t is a line of poetry—of the new poetry, 

I suppose, since it doesn't seem to scan on 
any known principle, and cannot be expected to 
rhyme w i t h anything, and appears to express a very 
simple, a very commonplace intent ion. I can see the 
critic ( i f he is not himself an Oxford man) wr ink l i ng 
a deprecatory nose at i t , and declaring that it ought 
not to be called poetry at a l l . I can only say it is 
poetry to me. 

" Some day I ' l l go back to Oxford " 
If one only could ! 
Of course, I am using the word Oxford in a generic 

sense. Tour Oxford may be Cambridge, or Paris, or 
London , or Rome, or Southend, or Thrums. A n y 
place where you have been happy, where you have 
been young, where others have been young w i t h you 
(this last is the most impor tan t consideration of all) 
—any place f rom which the w o r l d has looked friendly 
and fu l l of promise—any place to wh ich you can 
never get back—is the Oxford of the soul. 

People often tease themselves w i t h the question 
whether they wou ld like to have their lives over again. 
It is a meaningless question, because the human 
imaginat ion cannot conceive a precise repetit ion of 
anything : if you t ry to picture that other self of 
yours, the self you were twenty years ago, you find 
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at once that wha t you are really p ic tur ing is your 
present self dressed up in the past shape. But man 
is not a ra t ional an imal ; and he persists in desiring 
what he cannot get and cannot even imagine. 

The author of the l ine w i t h wh ich we began is 
Mr H u m b e r t Wolfe. A n d he puts his imaginat ion 
to work ; he sees himself as he used, or thinks he 
used, to be : 

The porter wi l l smile at my waistcoat and my ways, 
when I ' m not looking, as he used to in other days. 

He sees the journey. Ac ton , Eal ing, Reading, D i d -
cot at last, Radley. . . . He pretends that his blood 
" doesn't j u m p like a fish." When he gets out, there 
are none of these new-fangled taxis to r emind h i m : 

I shall step out silently, and take a cab, 
that slides along the cobbles like a wounded crab. 
I ' l l say to the cabman, " Wadham," and then sit 
perfectly still , but my body wi l l be l i t 
like a great house wi th candles. 

A n d he ends as he began—" Some day I ' l l go back 
to Oxford " 

The beauty and pathos of the poem, of course, 
depend on the fact that he won ' t . N o t like that, at 
any rate. When one really goes back to Oxford , in 
the flesh, one is a ghost on the o ld stairs, and the 
streets are fu l l o f strange, alien, cheerful creatures i n 
the most impossible k i n d of trousers. I remember 
the lines of Mr Belloc, another Oxford poet : 

I w i l l not try the reach again, 
I w i l l not set my sail alone, 

To moor a boat bereft of men 
At Yarnton's t iny docks of stone. 

One cannot go back ; bu t one can do no ha rm by 
remembering. Another poem of Mr Wolfe's, the one 
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called Denmark, takes my memory back much further 
than to Oxford : 

0 little fir-tree of Denmark, I passed you by, but I guessed 
what star of an unborn Christmas waited against your breast— 
somewhere the glass-balls are waiting, and the unlit candles 

glisten 
somewhere, and somewhere the children unborn are singing ! 

oh listen ! 

1 suppose your chi ldhood, like Mr Wolfe's, l ike mine, 
is bound up w i t h that fir-tree of Hans Andersen's. 
We a l l of us read the story long before we can pos­
sibly know what i t means. The tree grew, you 
remember, " where the w a r m sun and the fresh air 
made a sweet resting-place " ; but it was not happy, 
" it wished so much to be l ike its ta l l companions." 
" O h , " i t cried, " if I could but keep on growing ta l l 
and o ld ! There is noth ing else w o r t h caring for in 
the w o r l d ! " 

Its companions were cut down and taken away to 
the sea ; and the fir-tree wanted to go too. 

" Rejoice in thy youth," said the sunbeam; " rejoice 
in thy fresh growth, and the young life that is in thee." 

And the wind kissed the tree, and the dew watered it 
with tears ; but the fir-tree regarded them not. 

M o r e companions were cut down and taken away ; 
and these went to the houses of the town, and, as the 
sparrows reported, " were dressed up in the most 
splendid manner." A n d f inal ly came the tu rn of the 
discontented fir-tree i tself ; and, after much pain and 
sorrow (which somehow had not been par t of the 
anticipation) i t found itself adorned w i t h l i t t le bags 
cut out of coloured paper, and gilded apples and 
walnuts, and hundreds of red, blue, and whi te tapers. 

Y o u remember the downfal l—how the fir-tree was 
reduced, in the luniber-room, to tel l ing the mice 
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about its youth ; and how it reflected : " After a l l , 
those were happy days " ; and how in the end it was 
chopped up . " N o w a l l was past ; the tree's life 
was past, and the story also—for a l l stories must come 
to an end at last." 

When I reread that story now, it seems to me the 
most beautiful story in the w o r l d ; in a sense, indeed, 
the only story in the wor ld . A n d its mora l is that, 
though one can never go back, it is w o r t h wbi le to 
have been. 

From " The Return to the Cabbage " 



A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 
IVOR BROWN 

Q U A R T E R of a century is a phrase w i t h an 
epochal r ing , and these last five and twenty 
years have altered the w o r l d more than most. 

Empires have waxed and waned ; motor-cars have 
altered the whole face of travel and the whole scale 
of Bri t ish distances ; a penny has become a half­
penny, and the char-a-banc has crashed its way 
through the silent austerities of the Scottish Sabbath. 
But much of Scotland stands exactly where i t d i d . 
Here in the North-east, whi ther I have made my 
sentimental journey, the land and sea yield the o ld 
harvests of grain and herr ing. The plough that has 
not altered since Homer told its shape and mot ion is 
not to suffer change whi le a boy grows up. The sea 
shows more of steam and less of sail, but evolution 
has obliged Tennessee by signally fai l ing to leave 
new marks on herr ing and haddock, rabbi t and hare. 
H a d I been a London boy, I could hardly go in search 
of my youth . For the horses of the green Atlas bus 
that took me to Lord 's have vanished, and no more 
is the effortless beauty of J. T. Hearne's bowl ing to 
be observed. But here I can go to " the games " last 
visited i n 1900 and they w i l l be held i n the same 
" haugh " ; the same dancing-master w i l l sit on the 
judgment bench to nod gravely at the same flings and 
sword-dances. The pipes w i l l be mournful and brisk 
w i t h the same airs, and tea-time w i l l b r ing the same 

L l 6 l 
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neat bag of cakes. T rue , the programme hinted at the 
presence of the Aber tochty " jazz band . " But what's 
in a name ? As of old there were fiddlers three. 

T h e conditions, as they say, are eminently suitable. 
Here one may indeed go in search of one's you th and 
reconstruct in the t ranqui l l i ty of a sunny afternoon 
the emotions of a very small boy. Of course it is 
a l l much smaller than one's melnory. A mile has 
dwindled to a furlong, a forest to a copse, a horrent 
to a tr ickle. The t rout that were Tr i tons are now to 
be seen as f l ickering minnows in the shallows under 
the bridge. A mounta in has shrunk to a hi l lock. It 
doesn't do, this retracing of boyhood's steps. One 
knew, of course, that looking backward is l ike looking 
through an opera-glass reversed. But the distort ion 
is worse than one imagined. One shouldn't have 
gone. The re turn has been a cowardly assault upon 
romance, a butchering of innocent memories. Far 
better have left the o ld house to be, in mind's eye, 
grandiose, mysterious, abounding in dark possibilities ; 
in short, the half-menacing, half-entrancing monster 
that it used to be. Far better have left to the gardens 
their f lat tering spaciousness of boyhood's vision, to 
the wood its pristine mystery of cavernous and black 
allure. 

But one has done the deed. There it a l l lies, p la in-
set in smil ing sunlight, a diminished Paradise. It is 
just a piece of Eastern Scotland, that frank and self-
explanatory countryside wh ich rolls an open bosom 
to the p la in , straightforward sea. No Celtic twil ights , 
tortuous lochs, and peaks that stab the mist are here 
to make adul t reason concede a t remor to romance. 
Good farming trims the landscape ; grey, orderly 
walls keep watch over pasture, roots, and oats. Here 
and there the rising ground soars out of man's control 
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and green fields admit their l imitations and march 
peaceably w i t h heather. Here the hillside turns to 
fir plantat ion, there to empty purple acres. But the 
wildness, the strangeness, the beckoning immen­
sities of those o ld days have shrivelled and departed. 
Boyhood was too small for Ordnance maps and the 
wi the r ing accuracies of the measuring-rod. I t made 
its own mileage, forged its own contours, made and 
nameu and ruled its mounta in range. Compute i t 
now coldly at " one inch to mile " and a k ingdom 
turns to a crofter's holding. Yet w i t h i n this nutshell 
moved a k ing of infinite space. Perhaps not k ing ; 
a pr incel ing were more accurate. 

The owls have gone from the quiver ing pinewood ; 
no heron flaps its pondering course along the burn . 
The coneys we have always w i t h us, and their tr ibe 
at least is slow to dwindle . The gamekeeper has gone 
from the lodge, and he who knew the haunts of beast 
and b i r d now peddles bull's-eyes and half-pounds of 
tea. He is an injured man. Somebody started a 
war, and there has been no need for small estates 
since then. A nice range of red deer, grouse, and 
salmon w i l l fetch a doubled price from merchant 
princes, for we are not a l l paupers at hol iday-t ime. 
But the solid " mixed shooting " w i t h nothing showy 
about it and a four-square chunk of masonry to main­
tain attracts no bidders now. The lawns grow weeds, 
and the gamekeeper digs potatoes u n t i l the shop bell 
rings, and then he must weigh out another quarter 
of sweeties. He knows it is a l l wrong, but he says 
very l i t t l e . He never goes near the house f rom which 
he has been dr iven. For relaxation he has his parlour, 
and there he sits w i t h a l l the i m m o b i l i t y of the soil-
bound peasant looking at nothing, unless it is the 
past. " Y o u ' l l notice the sea has worked in a l o t , " 
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he says. " I t ' s beating the land by a yard a year. 
I t ' l l tak' a' the links. There's changes everywhere." 

Ye t was this visitation altogether a blundering folly ? 
Has the sentimental journey proved altogether a 
wanton outrage upon sentiment ? No ; it has its 
powers of reassurance, its compensations, and its fair 
suggestions. The woods have lost their wonder, and 
their darkness is a p la in , ungnosted th ing. But 
beauty has crept i n . Boyhood never saw that. 
Boyhood never knew the exquisite propor t ion of this 
countryside in which the elements of sea, moor, t i l t h , 
pasture, and copse have been dispensed as though by 
some inspired chemist of landscape. The place does 
yield its reparations and pays them in the currency 
of the eye's delight. H o w fi t ly the house lifts up its 
native stone, grey, unassuming, comfortably set ! 
H o w l ight ly the bridge jumps the bu rn and leads to 
the village and the mellow-gardened manse ! The 
sense of a desert has departed and the sense of a 
civi l izat ion has come i n . If one no longer looks for 
eagles in the skies or marauders in the glades, one 
can look for shapeliness in homes and handsomeness 
in everything. A n d it is a handsome country gar­
nished by diligence and frui t ful under discipline. 
The grey-beard who comes down from his farm to 
judge the p ip ing and dancing at the village games 
w i l l not whine to you about bad times. He has the 
measure of the soil and of his agrarian competitors ; 
he has whipped his land in to a clean prosperity, and 
his cattle are known and feared at the Roya l Nor thern 
Show. His sons have gone to the university, bu t he 
is just a l i t t le doubtful about the teaching at the 
village academy. They want a better man, and, 
from the sound of his voice, they mean to get one. 
To judge the pibrochs is the l i m i t of his surrender to 
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Gaelic dreaming. His youngest boy is going to be 
as great a man of medicine as ever went south from 
Aberdeen. He goes on Sunday to the k i rk , thinks 
l i t t le of the minister, and has no qualms. 

It was once a land of giants, black-bearded men, 
who came up from the coastal fisheries and sometimes 
took a small boy in their boat to see the odd harvest 
of their nets. I t was fu l l of dark pools and distant 
heights, of birds and animals, of hopes and panics 
and surprises. It is not at a l l like that now. Boy 
Scouts encamp themselves where once was desolation. 
The b u r n tril ls equably through small and genial 
copses. The fields run up to the heather, and the 
heather, a mere mile of i t , runs down again to the 
fields. But the view is gracious, and the air earns 
a l l the compliments that Shakespeare paid to the less 
deserving climate of sluggish Inverness. The land 
breeds pensive but not ungenial men whose phi lo­
sophy has hard, clear lines. Boyhood turned honest 
farms in to its land of fancy-free, made every t rout a 
salmon, and every cushat a capercailzie ; other years 
see other things. It is not a l l loss. 

A l l that has gone is quant i ty . Qua l i ty remains. 
No glory, save that of stature, has departed. Rather 
has glory increased. To go in search of one's youth 
is to have done w i t h the nonsense preached w i t h a 
sublime eloquence by Wordswor th in his Ode on the 
Intimations of Immortality. To grow up in body is to 
grow up in spirit . The eye develops w i t h the frame, 
appreciation w i t h the spread of l i m b . The shades of 
the prison house w i t h wh ich the poet threatened 
adolescence are indeed the fiction of brain-sickly 
brooding. Take the village. Wha t was it to a boy 
but the goal of a morn ing journey ? There were 
lessons wa i t ing in the study at the manse ; there was 
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toffee at the village-shop. But now I can see that 
village and praise the wisdom that bu i l t i t under the 
woods and above the burn , in as sweet a nook as 
Scotland can contain. I can praise the fitness of its 
shaping, and see that the houses of native stone have 
grown up like l i v ing things in perfect kinship w i t h 
their landscape. The queer house that is ha l f a fort­
ress, the manse that is at once k ind ly and formal like 
a domesticated k i rk , home of stern virtues and of 
gentle flowers and frui t , the twist and surge of the 
r ambl ing street—all these were nothing then. They 
are much now. My boyhood, at least, had no vision 
splendid to surround its practical journeying . I t 
thought of guns, f ishing-rods, and sweetmeats. I t 
breathed no larger air. 

So there is good in growing up . The boy cannot 
see the wood for the trees, the bu rn for the l u rk ing 
trout, the moor for the possible excitements of beast 
and b i rd . N o w beauty comes i n , life's compensation 
for adventure. The compensation outweighs the loss. 
The village takes its place in the scheme of things ; 
i t is the work of generations of l i v ing , labouring men. 
Its crannied walls have the flowers wh ich you may 
search for the ul t imate mysteries. But the walls need 
not drive you so far in to the byways of reflection. 
They have their more obvious story and are the testa­
ment of the grey, orderly, but not ungenial culture of 
Eastern Scotland. So, at the end of a sentimental 
journey, one may bask wi thou t regrets. Wonder has 
gone, but admira t ion remains. The meadow has lost 
its mystery, but found its meaning, and takes its place 
in a scheme of things far beyond the scope and range 
of childish m i n d . The black wood that housed Jack 
Redskin no longer enfolds imaginary denizens. Does 
it matter ? It is beautiful now as we l l as black. The 
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house in wh ich I gladly l ived has become the house 
at wh ich I gladly look. It is a generous exchange. 
It is indeed w o r t h whi le to go in search of one's youth . 
T h a t is dead and may not be discovered. But a l l 
the things that boyhood missed, how excellent they 
are ! 

From "Masques and Phases." 



LONDON IN AUGUST 
ALEC WAUGH* 

IT is over at last, the noise and hur ry of Ju ly , 
and in obscure corners of Scotland and Br i t -
|tany and Wales the exhausted Londoner is 

recovering from a succession, night after night, of 
dances and theatres and receptions. He is not sorry 
to be away. It has been great fun whi le it has lasted. 
But one can have too much of i t . A n d , besides, 
London is impossible in August. There are few more 
melancholy spectacles than the l i t ter of a room after 
the last guest has said " Good-bye," and what has 
London been for the last ten weeks but an immense 
incessant par ty ? When the band ceases let the 
dancing stop. 

Impossible in August—that is what every one says 
of London. A n d the man who finds himself, for the 
first t ime, constrained to linger there dur ing the un­
fashionable weeks indulges in an orgy of self-pity. 
" Isn't it perfectly appal l ing ? " he w i l l tell his friends. 
" Do you know that I may have to stay in London 
the whole of August ? " " In London ? " they w i l l 
reply, w i t h that particular note of gratified com­
miseration which we reserve for our friends' mis­
fortunes. " But, my dear fellow, what w i l l you find 
to do there ? " A n d he w i l l shrug his shoulders and 
wai t w i t h increasing dread for the closing of the first 
shutter across the windows of the square. 

When the worst happens, however, when what was 
16S 
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probable has become a fact, when it is certain that 
no possible combinat ion of circumstances can rescue 
h i m , he makes, as do the wise always, the best of a 
bad j o b . " I have got," he says, " to stay in this 
miserable town six miserable weeks. It is a tragedy 
—but there it is ! No th ing can be done about i t . 
I must be content to make those weeks as tolerable 
as I can." A n d his first step is to discover wh ich of 
his friends are victims of the same misfortune. His 
second to arrange a dinner-party. As is appropriate, 
he issues his invitations lugubriously. There w i l l be 
a funeral feast, he says. Le t them be the mourners. 
The corpse is to be interred decently on the second 
Wednesday of the month . 

The r i tua l of the interment is, he finds, however, 
considerably more enlivening than he had expected. 

The restaurant is pleasantly empty. The waiter 
has time in plenty to discuss, in such manner as 
waiters should, the distinctive natures of the various 
wines upon his list. There is no hurry . No one has 
to rush off at half-past nine " to collect a partner." 
A n d how many such parties have not, dur ing the 
past season, been ruined by that excuse ? 

Slowly, t ranqui l ly , the evening passes. A n d as they 
rise from the table it is agreed generally that there 
must be a repeat performance. " On Fr iday," says 
one of them, " you w i l l come, a l l of you, and dine 
w i t h me. If it's as w a r m as it is to-day, we ' l l eat out 
in the garden." A n d so, two days later, they sit and 
talk quietly, while the air cools slowly and the pale 
greens of the sky darken, and there is about them a 
stillness and t ranqui l l i ty they d id not know that 
London had for g iving. 

Every place and every season has its own qualities, 
its part icular properties that are to be found nowhere 
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else. A n d London has to give us in August something 
that it can give us at no other t ime. For nine-tenths 
of the year London life, w i t h its noise and colour and 
animat ion, is like a story by Dostoieffsky. In August 
it is l ike a story by Turgenev, st i l l and ca lm and deep. 

In London we meet too many people to be in t imate 
w i t h more than a very few. A n d dur ing the rush of 
a crowded season we neither see 'our old friends nor 
make new ones. We live in an eternal atmosphere 
of acquaintanceship, and acquaintanceship stands in 
the same relationship to friendship that a f l i r ta t ion 
does to a love affair—exciting but unsatisfying. A 
man who is just passing out of middle age told me 
the other day that, more than anything else, he re­
gretted the number of acquaintanceships in his life 
that had never developed in to friendships—acquain­
tanceships that wou ld have so developed had the 
setting for them been different. " Friendships," he 
added, " do not flower easily in L o n d o n . " 

We recognize delightedly a famil iar face among a 
pack of strangers. There is an effusive welcome. 
H o w splendid that we should meet ! H o w wel l we 
are looking ! Have we been to Ascot ? Are we 
going to Lords ? W h a t has happened to So-and-so ? 
We mainta in for five minutes a fusillade of animated 
chatter. A n d then we realize that we are bo th 
searching the noise beyond for some face we know. 
" O h , but there's So-and-so," we say ; " I must just 
go and speak to h i m . " 

T h a t is what is always happening. Friendship 
needs leisure for its setting. A n d there is l i t t le of that 
in London . It may sound a paradox, bu t it is a fact 
that we have in June and J u l y scarcely enough v i t a l i ty 
to sustain a quiet evening. We have to keep ourselves 
on a h ighly geared and art i f icial level of animat ion 
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if we are to forget that we have been dancing half the 
night, that if we were left alone for two minutes we 
should be asleep. 

And that is why certain of us, while the rest of the 
world are packing trunks and delving into time-tables, 
are arranging contentedly among ourselves for a 
month of quiet evenings. One would not, of course, 
always like London to be like that. By the beginning 
of October there wil l begin to return the old itch for 
dancing and noise and varied company. But for six 
weeks of the fifty-two to have London so. . . . My 
only fear is that too many people may discover how 
extraordinarily pleasant it can be. 

From " On Doing What One Likes " 



A WAR SPRING IN HYDE PARK 
J A M E S M I L N E 

What the eye saw, and missed, when even Nature was being 
squeezed for the sinews of battle, when the gardeners had all 
gone with the Colours, and the Call of the Wild was asserting 
itself in the finest demesne of our bravely respondent London 
Town. 

W h e n spr ing unlocks the f lowers , to p a i n t the l a u g h i n g 
so Seventh Sunday after Trinity 

T h e soote [sweet] season, tha t b u d a n d b l o o m f o r t h 
br ings 

W h e n grene h a t h c lad the h i l l , and eke the vale . 
H E N R Y H O W A R D , E A R L O F S U R R E Y 

I P R I N G is moving in Hyde Park, but i t is the 
[second spring of the Great War, and it is not 
like other springs. The poets, if there are any 

of them left f rom the War , to take up the lyre of 
Nature , w i l l have to wr i te special odes for this spring. 
Possibly they w i l l not be inspired, because some o f 
the inspiring things are absent, but that wou ld be a 
p i ty . It wou ld be a p i ty to miss their sonnets, for 
sonnets are always wel l intentioned, even if we must 
miss most of the flowers wh ich were gorgeous in 
Hyde Park. 

Y o u may take your walk there now, but whether 
it rains or blusters snow, or is sunshine, you w i l l 
not see the budding flower-pots of peace days. The 
economy of War- t ime has la id its hand upon the 
flowers of Hyde Park, and they do not laugh at 
you, and nod to you, and beckon you w i t h their gay 
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motions, as they d i d a year ago. A cold stroke of 
saving, wielded by an inst i tut ion called the Office of 
Works, has passed over them, and they lie buried 
under the soil, or, rather, they are not there at a l l . 

No , there has not, in these recent months, been the 
p lant ing of roots and the bedding-out of them that 
there used to be, w i t h the consequence that Hyde 
Park looks p la in , as if, somehow, it had been shaved 
bare by the winter winds. The grass is green and 
fresh and spring-like, but where are the clusters of 
maiden blooms that used to bow and bend to each 
other in the early spring w i n d , sweet fairies come out 
of the dark recesses of the earth ? Y o u cannot see 
them, because, like the Spanish fleet of the Eliza­
bethan age, they are not yet in sight, and, unlike i t , 
they are not going to come in sight. 

Noth ing , not even a great war, can take from us 
the spacious, splendid acres of Hyde Park, the finest 
park in the wor ld . Noth ing can take from us the 
Serpentine, and the Long Water, away beyond it in 
Kensington Gardens, over the bridge, where the sun 
sets red in the west and the M a r c h clouds are cold 
and angry. Noth ing can steal from us the splendid 
avenue of trees which borders Rot ten Row, nor the 
whole r ich arborage that raises a k indly , green roof 
over the greener glades below. Hyde Park is i n ­
alienable, but the hand of the gardener is niggardly 
w i t h i t , and its dells wi thout a name w i l l have to 
make up for those l i t t le gardens which used to give 
it the colours of the hyacinth, the daffodil, the tu l ip , 
the l i l y , and the brazen rhododendron. 

It was a r io t of colour which met you, from the 
statue of Achilles away up to the foot of the Ser­
pentine. This spring you will have to see that riot 
in fancy, because you will not sec it in fact. You 
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will miss it, but possibly you will agree that plainness 
goes naturally with the War-time, and, at all events, 
you will try to find in that argument a solace for the 
absent colour. And yet, and yet, you will be sorry 
and unconvinced, wondering if flower-beds which 
gave Londoners so much joy might not have bloomed 
on. 

There will be flowers, not, maybe, the ordered 
plots of luxuriant colours born and nurtured in hot­
houses, but the wild blossoms that spring up through 
glade and grass, indifferent whether there be war or 
peace upon the earth. Nay, not indifferent, because 
those wild flowers have been Nature's comforters to 
the eye ever since the world began, and it will be 
sweet to look for them and find them and make much 
of them, especially as they have been a little over­
looked in the presence of their more gorgeous fellows, 
tended by all the arts of the gardener. 

You will find bluebells in Hyde Park if you know 
where to look for them, and if you know the way to 
look at them you will see how pleased they are with 
your coming, how they nod and laugh to each other 
in your presence, thinking it flattery. Yes, the wild 
flowers of Hyde Park are going to have a very great 
time in the Great War, and if you are wise you will 
go forth and let them share it with you. 

From "A New Tale of Two Cities " 



SEPTEMBERITIS 
R. S. HOOPER 

SEPTEMBER is rather a sad month in some 
ways. I t reminds me of spinsterhood, that 

jdangerous age between missing opportunities 
and abandoned hope. I t 's neither one th ing nor 
the other. Generally the sun shines after a moist 
J u l y and a torrent ial August, and shines too late. 
T h e leaf is tu rn ing ; the dews are rising ; the even­
ings, as we are never t i red of remarking in any 
company, are beginning to draw i n . W i t h the ex­
ception of an uncomfortably hot M a y and a br ief 
spell of w a r m t h in June, we have had no summer, 
and this has happened almost since t ime immemor ia l . 
No one expects August to be fine, and Ju ly is wr i t t en 
down by most people as a thoroughly unreliable 
month . I believe if we made up our minds never to 
take our holidays in Ju ly and August we should cease 
to be a cold-blooded race. Perhaps it's just as wel l 
we don't . I know several cold-blooded people wel l 
enough to tremble at the thought of what they'd be 
like i f something took the ch i l l off their circulat ion. 
But September. . . . I t is wearing on. Soon i t w i l l 
be October. I don ' t l ike i t . 

There are several of life's lesser problems that en­
gage my inner self at this t ime of the year. They 
loom a l l the larger because of the first feeling of 
au tumn in the air. I t is subconsciously depressing. 
I met a m a n to-day, for instance, w i t h his first winter 
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cold. He talked to me w i t h glistening eyes, and 
trumpeted between the sentences. I backed away 
from h i m , and left h i m m u r m u r i n g something about 
whisky and aspirins. Y o u could have seen his nose 
in the dark. O n l y yesterday I played my last game 
of tennis. I hoped it was the last, because my form 
always disappears at the end of the summer, and if 
the season went on much longer people wou ld begin 
to ask me to come late and leave my racquet behind. 

A l l the same, though the l ight is impossible, the 
w i n d too high, and the balls too t ired, it is a sad 
thought that you have served your last double fault 
and said your last " Sorry." One tries so p i t i fu l ly 
hard to pretend it's st i l l summer. " Isn ' t i t won­
derful to be playing at this t ime of year ? " some one 
says, but toning up a wool ly waistcoat, and wondering 
i f anyone w o u l d m i n d if he played in gloves. * After 
tea the breeze freshens, and long shadows fal l across 
the court. The sun slips quiet ly down behind the 
herbaceous border, and a g i r l in white , w i t h a nose 
tu rn ing a faint imper ia l purple, lobs in to the teeth of 
the gale, and thinks gloomily of the long winter 
evenings w i t h her mother. 

Meanwhile , my partner tells me we've won the 
toss, and begs me to serve against the w i n d before 
we change over and get the sun, or rather the her­
baceous border, in our eyes. He says my deliveries 
when the breeze has finished w i t h them are untakable, 
whereas w i t h the w i n d behind them there is no need 
to take them at a l l . I b low on my hands, and the 
last game of the year begins. One by one the on­
lookers collect their wraps and say their good-byes. 
I envy them as they depart in search of a hot ba th 
and, w i t h luck, a log fire after dinner. H o w dark i t 
is a l l of a sudden. Look, there's a bat. It is coming 
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towards me. No, it isn't a bat ; it's a black p lum. 
The w i n d has b lown it from the tree. It is a w i n d ­
fall . N o w it's getting bigger . . . some p lum. . . . I 
shall keep the stone and weigh it . . . how bad the 
l ight is . . . it is coming nearer . . . perhaps it is a 
tennis bal l . . . i t must be. . . . I w i l l strike i t . . . . 
I have struck it . . . i t is gone. Yes, I th ink so . . . in 
the th i rd c lump. Bohind the agapanthus. I marked 
it most carefully. Fifteen-forty. . . . Love-four you 
lead. Anybody's game. . . . Sorry, partner. 

Next t ime the white trousers come back from the 
wash their fate w i l l be a deep drawer and the cam­
phor balls. It is a melancholy business pu t t ing them 
away, worse than saying good-bye to your dormouse 
before it retires into its winter sleep. 

People w i l l soon be asking me what I th ink of the 
au tumn tints, and I shall say they are the most 
wonderful I have ever seen. I 've never known an 
au tumn when the tints weren't better than last year. 
Either that or there aren't any tints at a l l . I once 
wrote a poem about them called Golden Leaves, a 
sad, moaning l i t t le th ing w i t h a wonderful last verse 
which wou ld have been better still if I could have 
found a rhyme to * russet.' The only one I know 
is a worse word than placket. I recited the poem to 
my mother when she had rheumatism, and, if I re­
member r ight , she cried. Mothers are so easily 
moved. She said when she looked through the w i n ­
dow, and saw the ra in and the fall ing leaves, that a 
shiver ran r ight through her. I said it was the cold 
touch of Winter 's finger lay ing the mute ghost of 
Spring. But the doctor thought it was rheumatism. 

I suppose an optimist w o u l d call September the 
best mon th of the year. He wou ld draw your atten­
t ion to the apples and tel l you that the sunshine was 
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mellow. He wou ld urge you to take your summer 
gladly, however late it came, and babble hopefully 
of a good old-fashioned winter and a wonderful 
spring. But soon the words w i l l be sticking in his 
throat. The sun w i l l go in and stay i n , and there 
won ' t be anything old-fashioned about the winter . 
Weather permit t ing , i t w i l l be one of those modern 
muggy affairs w i t h a steady drizzle and another 
epidemic of influenza. 

But before the worst happens there comes that 
uncomfortable interregnum which produces in my 
system the disease called " Septemberitis." It comes 
p r ima r i l y from pretending the sun is hot when it is 
only mellow. This delusion results in the dangerous 
prolongation of the period of t h in shirts and summer 
suits. After a week's acute discomfort I pu t on a 
flannel shirt, and make myself feel warmer by promis­
ing to get out a l l my winter wardrobe if i t gets any 
colder. One morn ing it is so cold that I go the whole 
hog, and plunge into long woollen things that tickle, 
and the second best of my two winter suits. Next 
day a l l is mellow again, and after enduring tortures 
of apoplexy I finish up the evening in my shirt-sleeves 
and a thorough draught . The day after brings a 
slight ch i l l and the beginning of the first cold snap. 
No t expecting i t , I have gone back to a cotton shirt 
and taken the hatguard off my boater. Resu l t : east 
w i n d on the liver, spots before the eyes, a hot-water 
bottle, chilblains, and, if one isn't careful, a quiet 
gathering at the cremator ium w i t h no flowers at 
2 p . m . Nearest tube station Golders Green ; h y m n 
N o . 21 in the Old books. 

I suppose one migh t get over the diff iculty by 
ordering a succession of suits of a l l textures and not 
getting up t i l l lunch-t ime. By then the early m o r n -
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ing mists wou ld have cleared off, and you could tell 
more or less what sort of a day you were in for. 
Personally, f inding it impossible to do either, I must 
choose between freezing and suffocation, or else pro­
ceed to the duties of the day w i t h two shirts, prepared 
to remove the outer one at the first sign of St Luke's 
summer. Some people prefer to wear two detachable 
waistcoats, or spend the day indoors w i t h an overcoat. 
Women, of course, w i t h expensive fur coats hardly 
ever take them off at a l l . I 've seen them on a w a r m 
September evening sweltering in the stalls covered in 
mink or beaver, and hoping that the fur-less woman 
behind is tu rn ing a bilious green w i t h envy. 

Ve ry soon, to add to one's forebodings, comes the 
thought of the first fire. For days you struggle 
against i t , but in the end it is bound to come. After 
a few nights of going to bed early and leaving it un l i t , 
some one, greatly daring, produces a match and sets 
fire to a piece of newspaper. The excitement then 
becomes intense. A dare-devil feeling of affluence 
steals over the owner of the fourteen lumps of coal 
and the well-seasoned faggots. A l i t t le smoke rises 
from the back page of the Daily Mail and drifts out 
into the room. Somebody picks up the bellows and 
blows it back again. One stick splutters, turns red, 
then black, and smoulders gently. If everybody has 
finished w i t h to-day's paper the expert fire-lighter 
volunteers to pu t matters r ight . M o r e matches, more 
bellows, and the first fire is hissing and cracking. 
D r a w the curtains, p u l l up your chairs, t u r n on the 
l ight , and let us get on w i t h the winter . A n d by a l l 
means let us forget the price of coal and the prospect 
of being disturbed in an hour's t ime to eat cold beef 
in a stone-cold dining-room. 

I have begun to notice the draughts now, and other 
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things about the house, like open windows and ch i l l -
some passages. One day there w i l l occur that painful 
ceremony of d iv id ing up the remainder of this year's 
tennis balls between the dog and the children. Next 
year I shall want another new racquet and a further 
supply of f lannels . Worked out in an equivalent of 
therms or tons of coal, the cost is going to be un­
thinkable. Some one (not me) w i l l probably want a 
new fur coat. I wonder if she'll get it ? I don' t 
want to be gloomy, but these thoughts c rowd in upon 
one so in September. 

By the way, have you noticed how quickly the 
evenings . . . 

I said it first. 
From "One at a Time " 



OCTOBER TREES AND FLOWERS 
H. J MASSINGHAM 

W the early days of a quiet October, the sun 
soon makes a mouthful of the morning mist, 
|and the tops of the woods are sti l l Quakerish 

in hue. Summer pushes its brown-suited forces deep 
into the homelands of au tumn. 

By mid-October , if the weather has not broken, 
the four seasons make a k i n d of composite revelry 
before life finally ebbs in to the lassitude of winter 
and leaves the w o r l d to the passions of the elements. 
Brown, green, and fiery leaves, naked twigs, packed 
buds, and sun-stained fruits are a l l displayed upon 
one plant , like the shelf of an un t idy bibl iophi le of a 
general taste. The sallows in the hedgerows and 
thickets are studded w i t h the silvery c p a l m ' catkins 
in their yellowish-green sheaths, c l imbing every 
branchlet, whi le most of the hazels swing theirs. 

Trees t u rn their coats slowly or quickly according 
to their organic constitution, their sheltered or open 
position, the richness or poverty, moisture or a r id i ty 
of the soil, as wel l as according to the r h y t h m of the 
seasons. The most conspicuous trees in the landscape 
of the home counties are the ashes, whose uni form 
lemon-yellow or pale gold leaves are i l luminated to 
their fu l l value by the dark purple of the branches 
against the azure sky, and shine w i t h an evening 
l ight . Some are hung w i t h nu t -b rown samaras (the 
* keys * or ' spinners '—the sail has a twist which spin 
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the * key ' away on the w i n d and brings it to earth 
w i t h the seed-end on the ground) ; some in full 
summer foliage, while others are fired in numerous 
small patches. G i lp in called the ash the " Venus of 
the Woods," and this refined gold has a queenly dis­
t inct ion which makes the yellow of the maples look 
even dir t ier than it is. 

M a n y of the deeply veined leaves of the dogwood 
persist in green, and shoot their cymes of creamy 
flowers above the hedgetops, though the usual flower­
ing t ime is June and Ju ly . When red stems (an old 
English name of the dogwood is the goad-bush), r ich 
coppery-red leaves, flowers and darkly flushed berries 
are mingled in the hedge, the effect is of a confusing 
brill iance. The ivy is in flower and in fruit , and the 
immature male catkins of the alders (darker than the 
hazel catkin), the full cones, and the empty black 
ones, a l l spread simultaneously, deepen the impression 
of October as the junc t ion of the seasons. 

Those plebeian plants, the purging and breaking 
buckthorns, also help to telescope summer and 
autumn. Breaking might wel l be called the scowling 
buckthorn, and the dark, sour-looking leaves accom­
pany a mul t i tude of buds, while purging buckthorn, 
which is less forbidding in appearance for a l l its 
spines, sheds its yellowish-green leaves for the worms 
to inter. In a fine October it is the golden-brown 
buds of the beech rather than the yellowing leaves 
that glitter in the sun, and the bloom is st i l l on the 
year, as at the base of many a fallen acorn purpl ing 
the brown. U p o n the juniper there is a double 
bloom, that of the purple berries and the soft glaucous 
sheen of the upper sides of the leaves, differing from 
that of the silver fir, whose leaf, also shaped like a 
cobbler's awl , is banded by silver on either side of 
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the m i d r i b , on the under side. The Lombardy 
poplars are discrowned, and serve as a chapel for the 
evening ritual-songs of the starlings, but some of the 
holly berries are stil l unripe, and the dark polished 
leaves of the bay hide scarlet and purple berries which 
sometimes touch. 

The twink l ing leaves of the aspen are an expressive 
symbol of the mobile face of the English landscape, 
w i t h its delicate texture and ephemeral moods. When 
green, b rown, and yellow leaves catch the high lights 
on the same branchlet, and the sticky buds point from 
the axils, it seems to represent the mazy dance of 
spring, summer, and au tumn. 

The unkept hedgerows as yet betray none of the 
wreckage of the declining year, but the leaves of way­
side trees come sailing down upon them. They glide 
past the panoply of p lumpy hip and haw, dogwood 
berries of the hue of dragon's blood, scarlet berries of 
the two bryonies and the a rum in the lee of the 
hedges, the purplish-black clusters of sloe and privet 
berries, shining like boot-buttons, the carmine berries 
of the yew w i t h a rosier tinge in the spindle-tree, and 
the tufted, f i lmy plumelets of traveller's j o y , wh ich 
Gerarde turned from silver in to gold by naming i t . 
October is hung w i t h beads and earrings and em­
broidery, l ike a gipsy maid . A n d I can look along 
a distant hedgerow and see green followed by golden 
yellow, then apple-green and burn t sienna to come 
after—the coat of our dormouse, fox, and squirrel, 
the breast of our rob in , the mantle of our butcher­
birds. Da rk green looms behind that, and so the 
pictured story runs w i t h variations of pink and 
purple, harmonies of different colours in the same 
key. 

But in the home counties flowers are not so easy to 
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find, and they are the stragglers of vanished hosts. 
Here and there they live in gay unmindfulncss, hemp 
nettle and marjoram along the hedges and forget-
me-not along the brooks, t iny red splashes of p i m ­
pernel in the stubble by the woodside, a par ty of 
centaury playing at summer in the shelter of the 
junipers on the chalk slopes, and field scabious at the 
edges of the pastures, s t i l l honoured by the bee. But 
others bloom in the graveyards of their own dead, 
and a Canterbury bell lives touching his withered 
brother on the same stalk. On the common a chance 
harebell hides its azure under a sombre gorse-bush, 
like Mar iana in the moated grange, a head of rag­
wor t flares, the last flicker of summer fires, w i t h here 
and there a stray candle-flame from the gorse itself. 
Come storm, and a l l the brave fabric of life tumbles 
and the year is in ruins. 

" West/ ' is what my pulse beats in October, and 
the migratory impulse is hot upon me to flee the 
cold, the w i n d , the dark, and the ra in before the 
shouting mob comes to tear au tumn royalty to rags. 
Cold numbs my bra in and my feelings even more 
than my body, and the Methodist east w i n d rushes 
upon me, an East Ang l i an wi thout a drop of other 
blood in my veins, w i t h the wi ther ing force of old 
age. 

Wha t j o y it is to me to ramble the flowery au tumn 
fields of Somerset and Dorset and feel that as the 
w a r m l iv ing year goes out I for a br ief while am 
dogging its footsteps ! To count the flowers on 
Dorset heath, pasture, down, or cliff-edge is not for 
me a cataloguer's pride, but a sort of bead-telling in 
sun-worship, and I love flowers, not only for their 
own sakes in differing degrees of beauty and for their 
personal appeal or association, but because they are 
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the breath and language of " br ight Phoebus in his 
strength," who is hardly less desirable to me than to 
frisking l izard and sluggish adder. 

I have sometimes wondered whether this pr imi t ive , 
heathen, instinctive sun-need had anything to do w i t h 
a strange experience I had in October while ly ing in 
the circular trench of a Brit ish round barrow, pre-
Kel t ic by a thousand years, lonely among the high 
Downs and overlooking g r im, disembowelled Portland 
B i l l . I t was the smallest barrow I had ever seen even 
in that county so thick w i t h the grassy tumul i of the 
dead which haunt the roads of the Roman con­
querors, and was in strong contrast to the massive 
citadel of M a i D u n , a few miles away. It was pro­
tected from the upland winds by a small plantation 
of beech, whose leaves, owing to the exposure of the 
stunted trees, had already fallen or clung lifeless to 
the wr i then branches. 

It was a place on which the years had made no 
more impression than had the footsteps of passing 
beetles, and it throbbed not w i t h the ghosts but the 
voices of the Iber ian Roundheads, and of those who 
displaced but were mingled w i t h them, small and 
fierce and restless like human felida. Incessantly they 
whispered to one another among the trees, now low 
and furtively, now eagerly and furiously in a gathering, 
hissing storm of anger and fear. They talked like 
beech-leaves in the w i n d , and it was so I felt it w i t h 
an incommunicable vividness and reality. I t was, of 
course, the inviolable remoteness and associations of 
the place which obliterated the measurements of time, 
but I th ink that the wintriness of the trees in the 
midst of a nature ripe and p lumped w i t h increase 
and gay w i t h beads strung over her br i l l iant dress 
may have helped by the shock of contrast to make 
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the m i n d receptive to the contigui ty of these ancient 
dead.1 

But to the flowers. Bluebells are the spring skies 
of earth, and the stems of spring plants seem to tether 
to the soil flowers more r ight ly ether's. But the 
flowers of au tumn are the excellence of the labour of 
earth, and for woodland skies there are purple mists 
in the open fields. Devil 's b i t scabious, w i t h its r ich 
violet centre is what chiefly paints them so. Gurarde, 
to w h o m flowers were a k i n d of Society for the Pro­
mot ion of Happiness, because he esteemed them for 
their beauty as wel l as their properties, says of it : 
" O l d fantasticke charmers report that the Dev i l d id 
bite it for envie because it is an herbe that hath so 
many good virtues." Are the modern botanists freer 
of o ld wives' tales when they name the proudest of 
the knapweeds, that common aristocrat of October 
and the hedgeside, whose florets radiate outwards in 
sweeping lines and curves like antlers—Centaurea 
scabiosa—because Chi ron used it in his healing ar t? 
The devil's bi t hath the good vir tue of matching the 
fu l l , deep tones o f the year's closing journey, as the 
bluebell suggests the imparadised mystery of spring. 

At a distance the field is un i form purple, bu t wade 
through it and it is as variegated as a hedgerow. 

1 The long barrows were earlier and raised by the Longheads 
who built the great Avebury cromlech centuries before Stone-
henge, the work of the Roundheads, who, i t seems, had a civi l i ­
zation something akin to the Aztec before the Spaniards came. 
Arnold's " the dark Iberians came, And on the shore undid their 
corded bales " must be a mistake, for the first Iberians, according 
to modern views, crossed over to England before it was separated 
from the Continent. They were the Azilians, who broke up the 
Cro-Magnon civilization at the final retreat of the glaciers. 
Arnold perhaps meant the Phoenicians of Carthage. Some say 
an Alpine race invaded the Iberians of Britain and in their turn 
were conquered by the Kelts about 500 B.C. On the other hand, 
the Cretans were also great seamen, and they were Iberian3. 
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Betony (the old Saxon bishopswort and a salve against 
elf-disease and demoniacal possession), single heads of 
flax, the minute lilac-coloured field madder w i t h its 
narrow, pointed leaves like a starfish, the long-stalked, 
waving Geranium colwnbinium, purple w i t h a rosy tinge 
and delicate as the harebell, the purple variety of the 
heartsease, and other flowers break up the purple 
sheet in to different shades and travel in to blues and 
lavenders. 

Of the blues, the richest and most autumnal are 
those of borage and succory. Bugloss, says Gerarde 
of another borage, hath a vi r tue " to drive away 
sorrow and pensiveness and to comfort and strengthen 
the heart." But I prefer the cerulean blue 01 the 
common borage, w i t h its clustered purplish-black 
stamens pro t rud ing from the centre, a blue wor thy 
to be compared w i t h the blues of the gentians and 
into whose l i t t le f i rmament the m i n d is lifted above 
a l l cloudiness and heaviness. In the seventeenth 
century st i l l-room books there is a re turn to the belief 
in the influences of herbs upon the heavenly bodies, 
and two centuries later the belief had another re­
incarnation : " T h o u canst not touch a flower w i t h ­
out t roubl ing of a star " : 

Linking such heights and such humilities 
That I do think my tread, 
Stirring the blossoms in the meadow-grass, 
Flickers the unwithering stars. 

One's l ion l iber ty may range at w i l l i n the heavenly 
fields of borage blue. 

The blue of succory at the field's edge, a large 
sessile flower w i t h coarsely toothed leaves like the 
dandelion's, is much paler. But it has the peculiar 
qual i ty of being at the same t ime r ich and intense, 
intense w i t h the passion of the moment rather than 
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in depth, like borage and gentian blue, and it is this 
gives it a special dist inction. 

For the complementary yellows to these blues, there 
were the d u l l yellow of fennel, the br ight and l i m p i d 
yellows of St John's wor t and meadow vetchling and 
eyebright touched in the centre w i t h the tenderest 
yellow of a l l . M y t h said the eyebright was a cure 
for heartache, science names it Euphrasia, semi-
parasite as it is, and it looks fi t for an angel's button­
hole, so that the t ru th is one, only there are different 
ways of pu t t ing i t . Red bartsia, the lichen-coloured 
seeded heads of w i l d carrot, like a goldfinch's nest, 
and humbler flowers, such as the cudweed w i t h its 
curiously worked effect of blended greys, browns, and 
silvers, the rosy clusters of the slender polygonum, 
and the farthing dips of the insignificant whi te crucifer, 
penny cress w i t h its broad-winged pods—these were 
the varicoloured freshets and eddies in the purple lake. 
But the sceptre of the fields was lady's tresses, w i t h 
its wor thy L a t i n name of Spiranthes autumnalis. It is 
an orchid, and the greenish-white flowers w i n d close 
round the stem up to its t ip in a lovely spiral , blos­
soming as they c l imb. Does it appear like a wreathed 
spire to the beetle clambering among the grass stalks ? 

I love to see October pile up her wealth like a floral 
mil l ionaire , 

to set budding more 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
U n t i l they think warm days wi l l never cease, 

For Summer has o'erbrimm'd their clammy cells, 

and if that be a vulgar, early-Marlowesque desire, i t 
is because I can see winter , that desert anchorite, 
advancing upon our golden revels. I shall not then 
easily forget an untended beet-field on the edge of 
Studland cliffs gone agr icul tural ly rusty w i t h " the 
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weeds as you call them," * a fair of them encamped 
in mobs upon i t . " Brave flowers, that I migh t gal­
lant it like you ! " my thought was as I stood in an 
acre of corn marigolds. The pleasant o ld writer , 
Bartolomaeus Anglicus, remarks of them that they 
draw evil humours out of the head and strengthen 
the eyesight. W h o hath stood among a treasure trove 
of these infant sunr cannot doubt i t . In form they 
are the suns in o ld engravings, and in blaze they are 
the true sun-colour, and of a flaming splendour 
against the sea's blue. I gathered an armful of them, 
as though I were raking in my gambling gains over 
the green table. 

A n d foaming and t ra i l ing in dense tufts and fan­
tastic loops among the stems of the marigolds was 
heaped the smooth, fine, glaucous foliage of the 
fumitory w i t h its racemes of flowers in vary ing shades 
from vinous to rose-madder, l ike a waggon-load of 
embroidery dropped and left on the ground, to make 
lace collars for the marigolds. There were the whi te 
campion and the spike of the small-flowered Silene 
like a minute campion w i t h petals red and whi te and 
fair enough, and poppies and the slender vetch pale 
blue and the earlier common vetch w i t h reddish-
purple leaves. The lesser snapdragon was not to be 
overlooked, and threw out its slender leaves and 
cupped its smaller flowers in long fingers yet more 
slender. 

Spurges no less than vetches made common ground, 
the sun spurge and the petty spurge w i t h their l i t t le 
f lower-heads wrapped up in the bracts and la id upon 
a platter of oval leaves, l ike chocolates in their frills 
set out upon a dish. But how tell them apart, except 

1 Coles in The Art of Sitnpling. See Miss Rohde's Old English 
Herbals, 
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that the petty spurge looks of a flimsier make, and 
the leaves of the sun spurge are of a golden green ? 
The secret is that the involucral glands of the petty 
spurge are . . . 

I should tu rn the br ight wealth of this October 
field in to a column of d u l l figures, if I were to count 
i t a l l up, and but three more w i l l I mention—the 
musk erodium, because of its musky smell and the 
quaint length of the stork's bills set upr ight at the 
ends of their peduncles like Christmas-tree candles, 
the corn sow-thistle, because it is a much finer plant 
than either common or marsh sow-thistle and has a 
big inflorescence of magnificent shining yellow, like 
the sun of another planet drifted among the mar i ­
golds, and lastly the uncommon annual mercury. 
The delicate greenish florets (males) are borne on 
spikes of much the same length as the almost trans­
parent leaves, and both rise diagonally from the nodes 
of the stem, so that flowers and leaves are mingled 
into a handsome design, like a G r i n l i n g Gibbons 
carving. 

I must leave the many fine October flowers of the 
Dorset Downs (which are like no other Downs in the 
wor ld , no, not even the loud-sung Downs of Sussex). 
The Senecio squalidus, wh ich has no English name, and 
is more open-flowered than the common ragwort ; 
the leafless meadow saffron, a spiritualized crocus ; 
the delicate perfoliate yel low-wort , wh ich has its own 
share of the distinction and or iginal i ty of the gentians, 
and the Carline thistle wh ich lacks the charm of 
Clare's spear-thistle or of the spreading crinolines of 
the dwarf-thistle and the humble nobi l i ty of the bowed 
head of the musk-thistle, but is ind iv idua l in having 
its seed-heads coloured a beautiful raw umber for the 
usual thistle whi te . A n d there are many others. 
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But one loves best the flowers that grow in soil 
more personal and int imate than other soils w i t h 
other flowers more fair, and so I w i l l end w i t h a few 
of October's gaieties upon the prehistoric, twi l igh t 
heaths and bogs, heedless of the mouse-like scratch-
ings of t ime, beneath whose mere, once an a r m of 
the sea, Excalibur lies buried. 

There is a story that Linnaeus fell on his knees 
before the blossoming furze on Putney Heath and 
thanked God for creating a plant so lovely. But even 
when their bushes are bu rn ing out and bell heather, 
l ing , and cross-leaved heath w i t h rosy top-knots are 
going brown, there are many happy pipes and flutes 
breaking in here and there to tune w i t h the deep 
ancestral undertones of the heath. 

One of them is the l i t t le composite flower, the saw-
wor t (named from the serrated leaves) whose pistil 
is horned and whose florets are tinged w i t h faint 
purple. But the nicest th ing about it is a trellised 
calyx, as though nature were lo th we should miss so 
pretty but small a member of so large a family, and 
carved this ornament to call our attention. The 
pinkish lousewort is a sufferer w i t h the squinancy-
wort , but the hood arches over the three-lobed 
underl ip and makes an effect to vindicate the flower's 
innocence. The more happi ly named labiate, the 
lesser skullcap, occupies the more boggy ground, and 
w i t h the protruded lower l ip spotted w i t h crimson 
seems to declare w i t h a flourish and wri te it down in 
blood that by no means is it a smaller cousin of the 
lousewort, as it looks. T h e sundews 1 of the peat bog 
were back in the summer, though their dewy glands 
st i l l glistened inv i t ing ly . The humming-b i rd of the 

1 Drosera rotundifolia and anglica were the species, the rarer 
anglica with largei flowers and much narrower leaves. 
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heath, the t iny mi lkwor t " fashioned like a l i t t le b i r d , 
w i t h wings, ta i l and body," whose six varieties of 
colour Gerarde faithfully chronicled, ran into a 
laughing blue upon the sandy waste, and from the 
black water st i l l rose scattered spikes of the buckbean, 
radiant ly white, like a naiad bathing. 

The buckbean or marsh trefoil, so called from its 
design of three oval leaves upon ^ leaf-stalk, is of the 
gentian family, and the gentians migh t wel l form the 
coronet of October, since of the five species of the 
genus Gentiana, four open their calm, classic beauty to 
the autumn. One of these, the rare marsh gentian, 
grew in profusion among the grey and golden lichens 
in the drier portions of the bog, at the foot of the 
great rock which the Dev i l in one of his boisterous 
moods threw at Gorfe Castle f rom the Isle of Wight , 
and missed. It carries its long blue vase at the end 
of the fragile stem and looks gravely in to the blue 
sky. The corolla is outwardly striped w i t h five green 
ribbons, and the spotted rims of the petals are l i t 
w i t h a faint violet glow. I can th ink of no other 
term for the marsh gentian's intense, s t i l l , dreamlike 
hue than to call it a devotional blue, and to that the 
statuesque appearance of the plant lends support. 
I t usually bore but one flower, but sometimes two 
and rarely three, and there was one plant pure 
white, t ipped w i t h faint grey-green spots, and at 
the bot tom of the tube reposed a minute orange 
spider. 

But the blue flowers were the most beautiful, and 
everywhere about them grew the golden-orange spikes 
of withered bog-asphodel. Crimson and gold, scarlet 
and purple are the insignia of October, and here in 
orange and blue was a new combinat ion for the 
month placed between fulfilment and the promise of 
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spring. It seemed to me to give just the right note 
of October's mingled richness and spirituality, to show 
them in harmony, and to rid the prejudiced human 
mind of its bent to associate the ascetic with the spiri­
tual. Heaven is nothing to us without the warmth 
and dearness of earth. 

From "Untrodden Ways " 

N 





AS TOU LIKE IT 





LIKES AND DISLIKES 
JAMES A G A T E 

jHESE are my likings. 
An o ld park in our middle England, d r ip ­

ping trees, undergrowth, decay, a lady many 
years disconsolate ; bleak, pinched moors and w i n d ­
ing roads ; o ld inns, coffee-rooms, and faded prints ; 
h igh noon in market-squares, the roguery of dealers, 
Hodge's reverence to parson and bank manager ; 
a l l that England wh ich lies between Hogar th and 
Trol lope ; the placidi ty wh ich is content w i t h R y d a l 
Water and the glory of Wordswor th ; the eaves and 
thatches of Hertfordshire ; Surrey's imi ta t ion of 
Gorot ; the apple-sense of Somerset ; the mothy 
coombes of Devon. A n d then the reflex sentimen­
ta l i ty of these direct emotions and the play Stevenson 
would have made of them ; the Wardour Street 
glamour of such words as * sun -d ia l ' and ' curfew,' 
the V i c t o r i a n l i l t and cadence of that perfect raseur 
K i n g A r t h u r ; the saturated melancholy of head­
stones. The sentimentality of parchments ; o ld bro­
cades, fans that have not fluttered and lace that has 
not stirred for a generation ; the mouches and petu­
lance of petites marquises ; the painter's sense of great 
ladies. 

I could tease myself that these emotions are so 
general as not to be w o r t h the setting down, were it 
not that strong affection loses nothing by being shared 
w i t h the whole w o r l d . Sealing-wax and sailing-ships 
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fascinate me none the less for having appealed to 
another. Yet there are certain in t imate apprecia­
tions, discoveries of one's own, to be hugged exult-
ingly. Such the homely l i l t of ballads, the crinolined 
grace of She wore a Wreath of Roses, the faded propriety 
of My Mother bids me bind my Hair. I sometimes th ink 
they have missed the better ha l f of life who do not 
know Claribel , stern mistress of our tender youth , 
inexorable guide to wayward fingers. We l l do I 
remember the tone of ivory keys deepening through 
saffron to r ich b rown, the nubbly, polished ebonies, 
the puckered rose-coloured silk l in ing , the fretted 
walnut front, the fantastic scroll-work of the maker's 
name. Col lard and Gollard—how many hours d i d 
my childish soul ponder over a l l the possible com­
binations of father and son, uncle and nephew, 
brothers it may be. I often f ind myself wondering 
what has become of the o ld piano over which ha l f 
my childhood was wept away. I believe I should 
know it again by its fragrance, the fragrance of my 
mother's fingers. As I wr i te the perfume steals across 
me. 

I adore a l l acting, a l l masks and subterfuges, a l l 
cloaks and garbs of respectability, the obsequiousness 
of head waiters and the c iv i l i ty of underlings, a l l 
rogues and vagabonds soever, the leer of the pave­
ment and the w i t of the gutter. I love Bond Street 
at eleven in the morning, Scott's at noon, some 
matinee at which there shall be question of faded 
emotion—say, the old retainer's. A n d then sunset, 
red as a guardsman's tunic, g i ld ing the front of the 
westward-going bus, a music-hall, enough money in 
my pocket to pay the small-hours' supper b i l l , the 
lights extinguished and by the bu t t of a glowing cigar, 
a last florin for its fellow, a last sixpence for human 
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dibris insistent w i t h p i t i fu l whine. I love the mystery 
and peri l of the streets. I love to lie lazily in London , 
to loop my curtains and surrender myself to the 
hypnotic effect of the one hundred and sixty-three 
stags and two thousand two hundred and eighty-two 
hounds in fu l l cry which I must presume to have been 
my landlord's taste in wall-paper some lustres ago. 
I like to gaze at framed elevens and fifteens, at the 
jumble of racquets and clubs, the j o w l of a prize­
fighter, V a r d o n at the top of his swing, Miss Let ty 
L i n d ineffably graceful in some Chinese fantasy. I 
like to look down on Regent Street—my rooms are 
at the top of a nest of actors' clubs, registry offices, 
shady money-lenders, and stil l shadier solicitors—and 
watch the late last loiterer. I love to lie and th ink 
of the wor ld as my own, my very own, in which , 
though I earn a l iv ing by rule and in tune w i t h the 
common w h i m , I may by the grace of God th ink 
what I like and choose the friends who shall make 
me laugh and the books which shall make me cry. 
Every man leads a double life in this most precious of 
senses. In this w o r l d of my own I am supreme lo rd 
and master, and may shatter and rebui ld according 
to my proper desire. Events in the tangible universe 
do not as events interest me at a l l . Kings may die 
and empires fade away, but u n t i l these happenings 
are presented in some saturated phrase my conscious­
ness is unaffected. A new planet is of less moment 
to me than a new reading of an old line. It needed 
the Shakespearean echo of some journalist 's " N o w is 
England to be tested to her very mar row " to move 
me to the fu l l responsibility of our pledge to Belgium. 

I love the vani ty of artists stretching their sad fasti­
diousness on the rack t i l l perfection be found ; the 
martyr 's egotism which w i l l sacrifice health and life 
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itself, not that we may read, but that he may wri te . 
So the pride of the soldier, caring less for the cause 
than that he shall die wor th i ly . I love words for their 
own sake. I love the words * hyacinth, ' ' narcissus,' 
' daffodil , ' i dog-rose ' ; their very look on the page 
enchants me . they smell more sweetly in the writer 's 
garden than in Nature's rank parterre. I have never 
seen a t rumpet-orchid, yet I know that when I read : 

Fly forward, O my heart, from the Foreland to the Start— 
We're steaming all too slow, 

And it's twenty thousand mile to our little lazy isle 
Where the trumpet-orchids blow, 

the word conjures up the nostalgia of far-off seas. 
I love the t inkle of ' onyx, ' c chalcedony,' * beryl , ' 
more than the t rumpery gauds themselves. I love 
the w o r d * must-stained ' w i thou t desire to gaze upon 
the feet of the treader of grapes ; the words ' spike­
nard ' and ' alabaster ' w i thou t longing for pot or j a r . 
I am crazy for ' jasmine ' and for ' j ade , ' and were I 
a French wr i te r you wou ld find jadis on every page. 
I would give the mi l l i on I do not possess to flaunt a 
scutcheon w i t h the device Desormais ! But if I am in 
love w i t h words, it must not be supposed that I have 
no affection for the idea also. Though I wou ld insist 
that the idea shall emerge from the foam and tumble 
of its wrappings glorious as any goddess from the sea, 
yet do I not disdain to disentangle the wri ter from 
his own enmeshings, to lie in wai t for h i m , to detect 
h i m in his style. I like to hear in the slipshod cadence 
of Dickens the beating of his great un t idy heart ; to 
trace in the lowering of beautiful words to unromantic 
purpose the infinite common sense of his latter-day 
successor ; to nose the corrupt ion of the decadent in 
the paint and powder of his prose. Words for me are 
not the grace-notes of existence, bu t the very stuff 
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and texture of life. This may be madness, but it is 
an honest frenzy, and remember that in your own 
kingdom you have the r ight to be mad. I like to 
th ink of Piccadilly as it must have been in those early 
days which saw me mewed up in our provinces of 
sterling wor th . Of the coudoiement of notabilities. Of 
the days when Ellen Ter ry brought a new morn ing 
to the jaded wor ld and I r v i n g sent us shuddering to 
bed ; when, touchingly, at eleven-thirty, Mr and Mrs 
Kenda l would make i t up again. When Mr Beer-
bohm Tree was a rising actor and Mr George Moore 
confesses he was young. When those tremendous 
initials G. B. S. first growled and thundered in the 
pages of The Saturday Review, Wilde had not t ired of 
confounding peacockery w i t h prose, and the giant 
Wells was st irr ing in his sleep. When R u d y a r d 
K i p l i n g was a power in the land, L o r d Rosebery a 
Liberal-Imperial is t hope, and it seemed as though the 
Prince wou ld never be K i n g . 

I am a good lover, but an even better hater. I 
have an unparalleled zest for the most moderate of 
dislikes. I mislike—to put it no more strongly—a 
great many women and nearly a l l men, w i t h a special 
aversion for the type of man adored by women, 
mincing-mouthed, luxuriant-pol led, genre coiffeur. I 
mislike the purist who claims that one language should 
be enough for any wri ter and secretly begrudges 
Caesar his dy ing Lat in ism ; and I mislike a l l those 
honest folk who insist upon taking you at the foot of 
the letter instead of at the top, or at least half-way 
down. I dislike a l l aldermen, mayors, beadles, 
janitors, pew-openers, the whole bag of officialdom ; 
a l l sham repentances and most sincere ones ; a l l those 
to w h o m the night brings counsel ; the oncle a suc­
cession and the pl iant inheri tor ; the l i t t le n inny who 
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insists that the Moonlight Sonata is by Mendelssohn. 
I have a contempt for the Christ ian who looks down 
upon the Jew, the whi te man who animadverts against 
the black. I have a horror of the Freemason in his 
cups ; of the players of solo-whist ; of the actor w i t h 
pretensions towards edification c la iming to raddle his 
face that u l t imately fewer women may raddle theirs, 
who * asks a blessing' on his Hamle t . I hate the 
commonplaces of the t ra in , the street, and the market. 
I abhor the belly of the successful man and the 
swelling paunch of the Justice. But my part icular 
loathing is reserved for the unknowledgable fool who 
says in his heart : " These things are not w i t h i n my 
experience ; therefore they cannot be true." 

Wha t a plague is ennui! To have been everywhere, 
seen everything, done everything, to have used up the 
senses and let slip the supreme boon, is of a l l mora l 
diseases the last incurable. To be t i red of oneself and 
one's proficiencies, of the feel of a cue, the wh ip of a 
club, the way the racquet comes up in the hand, the 
touch of reins, the ' handle ' of your favourite book, 
a l l this is indeed to find the w o r l d flat and unpro­
fitable. N o t h i n g remains, says your quack, but to 
take his pills. No th ing remains bu t to follow my 
system of exercises, declares some frock-coated 
Hercules. 

There is, we have often been to ld , valour and to 
spare in the spirit's t r i u m p h over the flesh. But there 
is ignominy, I take i t , in a romantic spleen g iv ing way 
to massage, in a fine frenzy of melancholy yielding 
before a system of exercises. I know nothing more 
humi l i a t i ng than this o 'ercrowing of the spiri t by the 
body. Hamle t himself had done less g i rd ing at the 
w o r l d if he had not been, as Gertrude remarks, in 
poor condi t ion. T h a t the w o r l d is out of j o i n t is an 
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old cry. It belongs to our day to advertise a l l that 
loss of figure and excess of flesh, baldness and super­
fluous hair, tuberculosis, which are our inheritance. 
I have never been able to fathom the delicate arts' 
survival of these natural shocks. Greatly in their 
favour has been the lateness of the world's discovery 
of electricity, X-rays, Swedish dril ls, and physical 
exercises. A Muss'et the picture of rude health, a 
Chopin who should dedicate a nocturne to Mr 
Sandow, a Shelley pen de famille, a Baudelaire who 
should be an inside r ight to be reckoned with—these 
were unthinkable. But it is no part of the story­
teller's business to argue, especially when he is not 
too sure of his case, and you could shatter mine by 
c i t ing the admirable boxer who is responsible for 
Pelleas and Melisande. 

What I am d r iv ing at is that life is never as exquisite 
nor as tragic as it appears on the surface. I am 
plagued w i t h a keen appreciation of the tendency of 
things to find their own level, and I see the wor ld 
through common-sense spectacles. W i t h me the ex­
quisite moment is of short dura t ion ; subsidence is 
always at hand. Gr ie f is tragic, but its expression, 
except in the hands of the trained actor, grotesque. 
A woman in tears is the most monstrous of spectacles, 
b i r t h as lamentable as death, the terror of many an 
honest execution marred by the vulgari ty of the hang­
man and our vision of the glass which is to refresh 
h i m . What , we ask, remains for the fellow in the 
evening of his days save the decline to some bar-
parlour ? Life is always taking the edge off things, 
and it is become the fashion to scoff at the monster 
and the grand detraque. One laughs them out of 
existence, poor souls. Life is reasonable and sane ; 
your true realist w i l l have nothing to do w i t h bravura. 
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Life is exactly like a common-sensical novel by—never 
m i n d whom, and I fear sometimes lest the Ul t imate 
Cause be made after that author's image. A n d yet 
the most modern writers have their cowardices. 
Which of them dares portray a murderer bored w i t h 
the imbecile chunnerings, the senile irrelevancies of 
his judge ? Which of them w i l l at t r ibute the clear 
eye and healthy appetite of the 1 eleased convict less 
to the j o y of freedom than to a regime of regular hours 
and enforced abstinences ? They are afraid of their 
readers, and r ight ly . What reader would tolerate 
that I should set down my real feelings on nearing 
discharge ? F rom me is expected relief from the i n ­
termittent panic, the perpetual dread, the nameless 
horror, whereas a l l I have to tell is of escape from an 
ecstasy of boredom. The t ru th is that even fear can­
not endure for ever ; the human mechanism has its 
l imits . Soldiers have told of the power at the long 
last to put fear behind, not that desperate fear wh ich 
is the moment of valour's catch in the throat, bu t the 
more serious dread, the d u l l foreboding of inaction. 
M a n cannot keep his m i n d for ever on the rack ; God 
is to be thanked that we have not complete control of 
our mentali ty. I have to reason myself to conscious­
ness of the great deeds which are afoot; I have come to 
feel in tu i t ive ly that death is cheapening and that it 
has become a l i t t le th ing to die. 

A l i t t le thing in one sense, how tremendous in 
another ! My reverence for the common soldier ex­
ceeds al l bounds. Even more v i t a l than the com­
pulsion to mete out to hellish torturers the measure 
they meted out to their helpless victims is the ob­
l igat ion of this country to see that no common sol­
dier who has served in France shall ever know the 
meaning of want. It is for the nation to adopt its 
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cripples and its maimed, to exact from the poor man 
his contr ibut ion of work and from the r ich man even 
to one hundred per cent, of that which he hath, 
rather than that a single one of these unmurmur ing 
brave should starve. Yesterday a man died in my 
ward , a man w h o m in ordinary times one would have 
dismissed as a d runkard and a lecherer. I am not 
content w i t h these, old classifications ; I am not 
content .with a future life for this soldier which shall 
be a l l Michael Angelo and Sebastian Bach. There 
must be a paradise for the simpletons as for picked 
spirits. I am not content w i t h a rol l -cal l of the 
illustrious dead who shall arise to greet the coming 
of our latter-day heroes—great Edward and great 
H a r r y , the swingeing Elizabethan blade, businesslike 
Roundhead and inefficient Cavalier. Mar lborough , 
Wel l ington, Napier, Nicholson, Havelock, Gordon— 
the shining list does not suffice. I am not content 
though Nelson re turn a mi l l ionfold the kiss he re­
ceived from Hardy . I want a Valha l la which shall 
not be a palace, but a home. I th ink I could 
trust L a m b to make a sufficient welcome, though 
it is to Falstaff I should look to discourse of honour 
in a strain bearable to soldier ears. Nectar and 
ambrosia may be good taking, but there must be 
famil iar grog and laughter and good-fellowship. I 
wan t a heaven in which horses shall be run , and the 
laying of odds allowed a sinless occupation. I want 
to see Sayers and Heenan fight it out again, to roar 
at D a n Leno, to watch old Grace t i l l the shadows 
grow long. 

The most bizarre conceptions assail me. I do not 
despair of finding a good terrier, a sufficiency of rats, 
and an unoccupied corner of the marble floor. I 
want not only the best the celestial architects may 
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contrive in the way of saloons, but I want the atmo­
sphere of bar-parlours ; I want pipes of clay and p in t -
pots of jasper, common briars and spittoons of jade. 
O u t of doors, playing-fields w i t h well-matched teams, 
keen-eyed umpires, hysterical supporters, and taper­
ing goal-posts—chrysoprase i f you insist, bu t common 
deal w i l l do—and a feeling that once a week it w i l l 
be Saturday afternoon. ,, 

I remember reading in some exquisite d iary of the 
War this letter of a soldier : 

DEAR M U M , AND D A D , AND LOVING SISTERS, ROSE, 
M A B E L , AND OUR GLADYS, 

I am very pleased to write you another welcome letter 
as this leaves me at present. Dear M u m and Dad and 
loving sisters, keep the home-fires burning. Not arf! 
The boys are in the pink. Not arf! Dear loving sisters, 
Rose, Mabel, and our Gladys, keep merry and bright. 
Not arf! 

I place this amongst the most pathetic and most 
beautiful of the world's letters. I t brings tears, and 
the refrain " Rose, Mabe l , and our Gladys " has the 
plaintiveness of a l i tany. 

I want a heaven for this wr i te r that shall please 
him. 

From ''Responsibility " 



ON HAVING FAVOURITES 
ALLAN MONKHOUSE 

THE other day a l i t t le g i r l to ld me that of a l l 
authors she considered Judge Parry to be the 

jbest, and I received some credit in being able 
to c la im acquaintance w i t h h i m . A n d I have a 
friend who places first among created beings (I don' t 
think this is going too far) Madame Sarah Bernhardt. 
It is good that there should be such enthusiasms ; 
they bless h i m that gives and h i m that takes. T h a t 
some one in the wor ld should place you first, not be­
cause you are a husband or a lover or the head of 
something, but from sheer admira t ion and apprecia­
t ion of what you've done, must be very heartening. 
Most of us, however, flatter ourselves that we are 
catholic, that we appreciate and admire in the r ight 
proportions, that we are above arbi t rary prejudices. 
The sane cri t ic may find it a l i t t le depressing to know 
how near he can come to agreement w i t h another 
sane cri t ic . A n d if you are a modest person arguing 
for this or for that it may come upon you that you 
are not quite so much in the r igh t as you thought 
you were ; that you have become r ig id in some old 
loyalty or that you have been led in to some eccen­
t r ic i ty . Y o u must lop off the excrescence that you 
had fondly imagined to be ind iv idua l i ty . 

Yet it is difficult to steer accurately between 
conservatism and revolt. To the o ld fogey the 
handsomely bound classic carries an author i ty that 
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becomes an obsession. These gorgeous or solid 
volumes have la in on V ic to r i an tables in their 
thousands, and their contents have acquired a k ind 
of sanctity. To the average reverential man of the 
passing generation it is incredible that the upstarts 
whose names are quoted so frequently and unneces­
sarily in the papers can be put on a level w i t h the 
canonized ones. A n d then, perhaps, he may find 
himself reading something by Mr de la Mare and 
l ik ing i t better than what he had just read of Mat thew 
Arnold 's . So then he must read The Scholar Gipsy 
again to restore the balance, but in his heart he knows 
that these are not a god and a man, but two men. 
A r n o l d was the favourite poet of a friend of mine who 
died long ago. I don' t th ink he was prepared to 
argue that A r n o l d was greater than Wordswor th or 
Keats ; only that he appealed more to h i m . A n d 
that is r ight . Le t us have our favourites. We are 
not a l l exquisite cr i t ical machines, and it is bad to 
pretend to be. These poets have not an absolute 
stature, and we have, or should have, our idiosyn­
crasies, our queer individuali t ies. I could believe 
that somewhere there is a quiet, obscure person whose 
favourite poet is Hood . 

There is danger in gett ing your opinions pigeon­
holed, certainly, and it may be unfair to those you 
have admired. A l i t t le book of essays recently pub­
lished by Mr Hewlet t has an in t roduct ion in which 
he complains that readers w i l l p i n down an author 
to their or ig inal conception of h i m . Thus, " it is s t i l l 
the fact that six readers out of ten expect every new 
book of mine that reaches them to be more or less of 
an echo of The Forest Lovers" A n d he can do nothing 
except foam at the mouth . The Song of the Plow is 
a greater work , but Mr Hewlet t is an established 
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favourite in the other l ine. Thomas Hardy , too, is 
always known as a novelist, though critics keep tel l ­
ing us that The Dynasts and the poems are more i m ­
portant ( / d o n ' t believe i t ) . By a l l means let us have 
our favourites, but don' t let us treat them as subjects for 
petrifaction. Even the cri t ic may find himself l imi ted 
by what he has said or wr i t t en . Far back in my own 
dark ages I wrote something about Gissing, and when 
I read it again many years later it seemed that I was 
exactly where I had been. If you wri te a th ing down 
and have it pr inted it becomes an epitome to which 
you cl ing in a shifting w o r l d . Ask a reviewer what 
he thinks o f a book, and he w i l l repeat the heads of 
his r ev iew; ask h i m years afterwards, and if he 
remembers anything at a l l he w i l l give some hazy 
outline of that review. We are fixed, we are not 
open-minded enough, and yet perhaps it is worse to 
be too f lu id . There is loyal ty that is not mere r ig id i ty , 
a loyalty to your sincere enthusiasms. I don ' t like 
people to tell me that Ruskin was a great man to 
them and that now he is nothing ; you cannot be 
r ight to throw people over like that ; the gods of 
your youth are not false gods. 

I th ink that most reviewers are canny, moderate 
people who fear to make fools of themselves. They 
would like to discover and acclaim genius, but the 
pseudo-genius is a dangerous fellow. He has so often 
been taken at his own valuat ion ; the grandiose, the 
pretentious, w i t h a b i t of talent to help, may go a 
long way. Cri t ic ism wants both pluck and discretion, 
and I th ink sometimes that some of us might get on 
better if we could say simply what we like, and why, 
wi thout bothering w i t h formal crit icism. I t might 
be as wel l , though, before taking this course, to make 
ourselves as well-proport ioned as we can. We strive 

o 
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towards a just all-round appreciation, and it would 
be disaster to attain i t . The best fun is to have 
favourites, but they must be real ones : they must 
answer to something in our nature. 



TIME, PLACE, AND BOOK 
THOMAS BURKE 

OR the true lover of books there is a t ime 
and a place for the reading of each of his 
loved ones, when they give of their best. 

There is a sort of bookworm who w i l l read any book 
anywhere at any t ime. I caught a man the other 
day reading Smollett in the Tube ; but that sort is 
no true lover. He does not taste his books ; he wolfs 
them, and, of course, misses the nuances of flavour 
and the essential grace wh ich are yielded only in the 
suitable surroundings. A n d the suitable surround­
ings must be in contrast to the spir i t of the 
book. Smollett and the Tube are too near to each 
other. 

We do not, for example, on the cedared lawns of 
the country extract the best f rom what are called 
open-air books. They should be read in back rooms 
in crowded cities. I know that, for myself, the 
lines : 

Oh, it came o'er my ear like the sweet South 
That breathes upon a bank of violets 
Stealing and giving odour 

effused far more of beauty when read in a bed-
sit t ing-room in Kenn ing ton than when remembered 
in Surrey lanes. 

I wou ld never read R icha rd Jefferies on a h i l l - top . 
The reali ty kills the i l lusion. Books cannot live w i t h 
leaves and skies and sunlight. The proper place for 

2 1 1 
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a Corot is on the walls of a room ; hanging from the 
bough of a tree it is an offence. 

So w i t h books about the town ; these best give 
their flavour in the quiet of a country cottage. Books 
of travel belong r ight ly to the fireside, not to the 
l ib ra ry of a liner. The authors most popular in the 
trenches were not the authors of books on physical 
adventure or exploration, or dfreds that won the 
empire. The author most in demand among the 
non-literary was Nat Gould ; and among the l i terary, 
poets and quiet essayists. 

Certain heretics w i l l tell you that the term ' bed­
side book ' is a capricious classification, wi thout basis 
in fact. I th ink they are wrong. I th ink there are 
decidedly books for the bedside, books for the l ibrary , 
books for the fireside, books for the tea-table, morn ing 
books, afternoon books, and evening books. A friend 
of mine even invented a magazine for the bathroom 
to be called the H. and Cerial. 

Bed is assuredly the best place wherein to read tales of 
hairbreadth escapes and moving accidents. There you 
are cut off f rom the life presented to you, and even 
f rom the life of your own house or f lat . If the tele­
phone rings, let i t r ing . I f the postman knocks, let 
h i m knock. Y o u are undressed and in bed, three feet 
f rom the workaday floor, lifted above the w o r l d of 
p lanning and doing. Y o u lie on clouds, god-like ; 
and are in the r igh t mood to hear the tales of the 
stress and struggle of these mortals. Bed is the place 
for Treasure Island and Kidnapped, Y o u can't get 
m u c h out of Shackleton's South by reading it in a 
London bus on a foggy night ; you are preoccupied 
w i t h a personal adventure of your own, and are 
theiefore the less sensitive to i t . Take it to bed w i t h 
you. But don ' t take Swift, he is a thorny bed-fellow j 
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and even M a x Beerbohm and Anatole France are too 
shrewd to make good company. 

For the winter fireside after dinner the boisterous 
picaresque novel is most agreeable—Pickwick, Random, 
Gil Bias, Don Quixote—or one of your gossips—Howell, 
of the Familiar Letters, Grammont , Pepys, Boswell, 
Evelyn, Captain Gronow. 

Delicate or sophfeticated w r i t i n g suits the daytime. 
On th5 sunny morn ing or afternoon you may pro­
perly sit in the window w i t h Jane Austen and Mrs 
Gaskell and Peacock, and The Roadmender and The 
Compleat Angler, and a good deal of Stevenson. Mrs 
Meynell 's essays are for the afternoon ; Lavengro, or 
The Bible in Spain, are for the evening. I once at­
tempted The Imitation of Christ in the evening, and 
had to lay it aside for Paterson's Roads, as in the 
summer I have had to drop Herman Melvi l le and 
tu rn to A Sentimental Journey. 

I have seen people reading—or pretending to read 
—on seaside parades and beaches. What sort of 
books, and whether they really read them, I don ' t 
know. I marvel at the mere attempt. In open sun­
l ight I cannot take the sense of even a newspaper 
paragraph, and a page of a novel becomes a maze 
of words. A few of the elegant poets—Lovelace, 
Herr ick, Campion, Danie l , D r u m m o n d , Dray ton , 
Cowley—permit themselves to be read in the dusk 
of the summer-house or in a boat moored wel l under 
the trees ; but no pr inted page is entirely happy in 
the ful l glare of the sun. 

Apa r t from bed, the best place I know for reading 
heroic stuff is an organ loft. D u r i n g my last year at 
school I was organ-blower in the school chapel. 
There, du r ing the sermon, address, and prayer, I 
was safe behind my green baize cur ta in . I was 
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surrounded by an atmosphere of mystery and stained 
glass, and through a hole in one of the windows I 
could see hills and whi te roads, and hear the sound 
of horses. T i m e and place were perfect for the pur­
pose to Which I pu t them—namely, the reading of 
Harr ison Ainswor th . 



FABLES AND FOLK-LORE 
PAMELA GREY 

EFORE pr in t ing was invented, and before 
books were available, certain individuals were 
held high in the estimation of their fellow-

men. They were the Story Tellers, people who had 
r ich , ingenious minds ; or such as jo ined an excellent 
memory and a fine gift of expression to the invention 
of others. These may be looked on as among the 
benefactors of mankind , for their work is alive to-day. 
I t is still helping and cheering mankind in the great 
store of fable and fairy-tale that belongs to every 
country. The i r work w i l l last as long as there are 
men and women to read and children to listen, 
because it is d rawn from the very stuff of human 
nature itself. It has its l i v ing roots in a soil that is 
as fresh to-day as it was in the t ime of the earliest 
civilizations. 

In one sense folk-lore is religious teaching. The 
word religion is one w i t h the French word relier, 
comes from the L a t i n root ligare to b ind , and if the 
w o r d means ' to unite ' it is sufficiently p i t i fu l to th ink 
how continually man has made rel igion to be a cause 
of severance. N o w , folk-lore binds the greatest dis­
tances together, and unites us in showing us we are 
a l l k in . There is an Egypt ian story that has the 
salient features of the story of Cinderella, which is of 
Scandinavian or ig in . Even such wide distances are 
spanned by the far reach of folk-lore's human touch. 

215 
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America's Rip-van-Winkle is found in a Japanese story 
called Urashima, and there are many more such 
likenesses. 

Now, what d id this old habit of story-telling mean ? 
Wha t were they about, these old people ? What 
were they doing w i t h their fables and their tales ? 
The answer is, they were teaching al l the time ; 
though they only set out to solace and amuse. A n d 
they would not have been ha l f so successful if they 
had wanted to teach. It is just because they told of 
what they saw around them, the sorrows, the joys, 
the love, the craft, the courage, and the devotion, in 
short a l l the desperate grip of things that makes up 
the shining stuff of human nature, it is because they 
to ld us simply of a l l this that they hold before us so 
v iv id ly a page of earthly existence. Let us look at a 
few of the myths and fairy-tales that we have a l l 
listened to as children. They hold great lessons : 
tel l ing, for instance, of the beauty of compassion over 
callousness. When we read of the fairy godmother's 
power overcoming the cruel stepmother, doesn't the 
beauty of kindness shine pla inly here ? A n d when 
we read of the prince who had always such difficulties 
to overcome, who was told he must never look back 
but always go straight on, and succeed by constant 
endeavour. We didn ' t know as we read that we were 
understanding what a good th ing it is to endure. 
Then th ink of the manner in which these lovely o ld 
stories always taught that nothing good was ever 
wasted. No t the smallest good action but had its 
inevitable result. H o w safely the tale went on, w i t h 
al l the children listening, and something w i t h i n them 
saying, " T h a t is what does happen, only sometimes 
one doesn't see the end of things here." T h i n k for a 
moment, too, of the princesses that were shut up in 
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dark towers, guarded by the most fr ightful dragons ; 
but no power in the wor ld could prevent, in the end, 
something quite wonderfully delightful happening to 
them if they were good. The steepest walls were 
scaled and the mountain of glass was put behind them, 
a l l to show how material things are quite malleable 
if we know how to deal w i t h them, and that there is 
something much stronger than dragons—which sym­
bolize evil . In short, " stone walls do not a prison 
make, nor i ron bars a cage," for the power of m i n d 
may convert such things " in to an hermitage." 

A n d this wisdom is taught in a l l countries. I t 
belongs to the human race, however l i t t le use it is 
put to. 

Here is a Japanese story about a robber and a 
spider. An unusual juxtaposi t ion indeed ; bu t the 
moral of the story w i l l need no explanation. It is 
beautifully luc id and simple, and it is ages old . It 
tells that in Japan long ago there was a famous 
robber. He was known for his wicked deeds and 
evil life, and in the course of t ime when he was 
ki l led, he found himself far down in the infernal 
regions. M a n y years he dwelt there t i l l the time 
came when the L i g h t of the East, the L o r d Buddha, 
was to visit those realms of uttermost darkness ; for 
there is no region so dark but that the ray of his l ight , 
from time to time, penetrates its gloom. T u r n i n g to 
h i m the robber exclaimed, " O h , let me raise myself 
from this dark abode, let me re turn to a l ighter 
region ! " A n d the L o r d Buddha, he who is the 
Blameless One, the Awakened, said to h i m , " Can 
you remember any k ind deed you d id on earth that 
might help you now ? " T h e n the robber set about turn­
ing memories over in his miserable m i n d , looking for 
some good action. " Yes," he answered ; " once 
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when I was walk ing through a wood there was a 
spider in my path and I migh t have set my foot upon 
i t , but I lifted it out of the way for i t was enjoying 
the sunshine." A n d the Awakened One smiled and 
went on his way of mercy. Then the robber saw in 
the darkness a t iny silken thread. It hung down 
before h i m and he recognized it as the spider's web, 
w i t h l ight upon i t . Eagerly he stretched out his 
hands and clasped i t , and to his wonder he found 
that it could bear his weight. Quick ly he slung h i m ­
self up, leaving his miserable condit ion behind h i m . 
A n d soon he saw the l ight of the sun and felt the 
w a r m air touching h i m . But as he was sti l l c l imbing 
he became aware of a great m u r m u r behind h i m , 
and looking back over his shoulder he saw al l the 
denizens of the dark abode c l imbing up his spider-
web after h i m . A n d the spider's web bore them a l l . 
Hundreds and hundreds of them were c l imbing to­
wards the l ight , and the m u r m u r of the great m u l t i ­
tude was growing ever louder and louder. Then the 
robber was filled w i t h a great fear lest the spider-web 
could not support them, and he thought only of his 
own safety. " Get back," he cried, " get back a l l of 
you ! It 's mine ! " A n d just as he said the words 
the spider-web broke, and he fell down, down, down 
to the gloom from whence he had arisen. We can 
readily see what this story teaches ; there is no need 
to hammer the shining metal t h i n . 

Take this other Eastern story, just as humorous as 
the other is serious. It is called the story of The 
Fakir and the Cooking-pot. It teaches that those who 
want to get the better of their fellows in any dishonest 
way may very neatly get hi t by their own stick. 
There was once an old fakir, one who lives in prayer 
and poverty, subsisting on the food given to h i m by 
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others in recognition of his virtue. One day this old 
fakir appeared at the door of his neighbour's house 
and said : " Can you give me the loan of a cooking-
pot to make something savoury of that which a kind 
brother has given me ? " The neighbour lent him a 
cooking-pot, and he went away with it to his cave. 
After a few days the neighbour expected him to re­
turn it , but as he njver arrived the neighbour went 
to the fakir to claim his own. When he got there a 
surprise was in store for him. " Give you back your 
cooking-pot," the old fakir said, " I would in a 
moment if I could, but I can't just now, and I wi l l 
tell you the reason. The truth is, a very wonderful 
thing has happened. Your cooking-pot has had a 
young one ! I wouldn't disturb it for the world." 
" Well," the neighbour thought, " this is a crazy old 
man " ; but he said : " What do you mean ? How 
can a cooking-pot have a young one ? " " You just 
come and see," said the old fakir, and he went into 
his cave and pointed to a rough shelf in the rock ; 
and there, sure enough, the neighbour saw his own 
cooking-pot, with a little cooking-pot close beside i t . 
" Ah-ha ! " he thought, " this is very good. Of 
course the old man is crazy, but it is all the better 
for me, because I shall get two cooking-pots back 
when the time comes for returning." And aloud he 
said : " I see ! You arc perfectly right ! I wi l l 
come again for them in a fortnight." At the end 
of that time he appeared once more at the fakir's 
cave. " I've come for the cooking-pots," he said. 
" Oh, I have very sad news for you," the old fakir 
answered. " Your cooking-pot is dead. Yes, it died ; 
in fact they both died ; soon after you left. It is 
the regretful truth, but I mustn't hold it from you." 
Then the neighbour was very angry. " Dead ! " he 
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exclaimed. " The cooking-pot dead ! Who in a long 
life heard of a cooking-pot dy ing ? Give me back 
my property at once, I 've had enough of your tales." 
" A h , " said the other, " you believed me when I to ld 
you the cooking-pot had had a young one, because 
it was in your interest to do so ; and you w i l l have 
to believe me now, when I tel l you it has died, be­
cause this is not a b i t more improbable ." So the 
neighbour had to go home and realize that die fakir 
had caught h i m adroi t ly . But isn't the humour of 
the th ing heightened by its being a ' holy man ' who 
was so very nimble in doubl ing his earthly goods ? 

Foremost in the l i terature of folk-lore stand the Bor­
der Ballads. Wha t a moving page ! Love and passion, 
slander and censure, courage and infamy, blessing 
and cursing, in short, deeds done i l l or wel l , the 
narrative throbs and pulses as the human lot is to ld . 
A n d , m i n d you, there is no author's name to the 
verses. The anonymity of the Border Ballads is one 
of the astounding facts in li terature. Perhaps it is 
because they are so universal that they cannot be 
ascribed to any one name. Let us look at the ballad 
that is named Fair Flowers in the Valley. It tells of 
the sorrowfullest happening that can follow per­
fidious love, when a lonely mother takes the life of 
her infant, the very sight of wh ich is more than she 
can bear. I t is an old story, and the strength of i t 
lies in this, that w i t h an in imi table touch the beauty 
of Nature is repeatedly alluded to, in a recurr ing 
refrain, giving the force of contrast. The sheer art 
achieved in the design of the th ing is consummate, 
and it is as simple as a sigh. First, you have the 
event put baldly before you. Y o u are to ld of the 
tragic deed that follows, you hear the judgment 
sounding at the close in the recognition of gu i l t and 
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the realization of the suffering that must f o l l o w ; 
and a l l the time, like a soft w i n d blowing through 
summer branches, close up against this tragedy you 
have the quiet words : " A n d the green leaves they 
grow rarely." 

She l a i d her d o w n beneath the t h o r n , 
Fair flowers in the valley, 

A n d there she had her sweet babe b o r n . 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

" Smi le na sae sweet, my bonnie babe ! " 
Fair flowers in the valley, 

" Smi le na sae sweet, g i n ye smile me de id ! " 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

She has ta 'en o u t her l i t t e l kni fe , 
Fair flowers in the valley. 

A n d t w i n e d the sweet babe of its l i fe . 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

As she was c o m i n g frae the C h u r c h , 
Fair flowers in the valley, 

She sees a smal l babe in the p o r c h . 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

" O h , b o n n y babe ! g i n ye were m i n e , " 
Fair flowers in the valley, 

" I w o u l d c lad y o u in silk a n d sabelline ! " 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

" W h e n I was th ine , O M o t h e r m i n e , " 
Fair flowers in the valley, 

" Ye were no t then sae sweet a n d k i n d . " 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

" B u t n o w I sleep on M a r y ' s knee , " 
Fair flowers in the valley, 

" A n d ye have the pains of H e l l to d ree . " 
And the green leaves they grow rarely. 

M a n k i n d does much to spoil this lovely earth, and 
the green leaves still grow rarely, and however sinful 
and sorrowful we may be there are st i l l fair flowers 
in the valley. Y o u would th ink that we must blacken 
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diings, but it is not so ; and the manner in which 
the bal lad brings out this point so simply is what 
makes it the immor t a l verse it is. The constancy 
of Nature , and its imperishable beauty. Another 
way of saying " Underneath are the Everlasting 
Arms . " 

Then there is the great bal lad called The Wife of 
Usher's Well. This has for its theme a matter of 
passing interest. It deals w i t h the love that is stronger 
than death, that penetrates the veil of death. The 
love that brings the souls of those, so often and so 
wrongly called the ' departed, ' once again in to the 
earthly vision of the bereaved, so that the mourner 
is convinced of their continued existence, and is 
comforted. The great point to be noticed here is 
that when the mother sees the spirits of her dead 
sons, she sees them dressed in their earthly garments. 
They are wearing the clothes she recognizes, and yet, 
in one line—a master-stroke—we are told that these 
clothes were not of earthly or ig in . Yet they are 
dressed as she remembers them, they are ' happed ' 
around w i t h her mantle. She lays them to rest upon 
her bed. The point to be taken is that they are 
actually there w i t h her ; and they are there because 
of the greatness of her longing that they should be 
so. The force of this o ld ballad, its s implici ty of 
narrative and event, r emind you as you read of some 
of the stories in the New Testament. 

There lived a wife at Usher's Well, 
And a wealthy wife was she ; 

She had three stout and stalwart sons, 
And sent them o'er the sea. 

They hadna been a week from her, 
A week but barely ane, 

When word cam' to the carline wife 
That her three sons were gane. 
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They hadna been a week from her, 

A week but barely three, 
When word cam' to the car line wife 

Tha t her sons she'd never see. 

" I wish the w ind may never cease, 
Nor fashes in the Hood, 

T i l l my three sons come hame to me 
In earthly flesh and b lood ." 

I t fell a b o u t h e Mart inmas, 
When nights are lang and mi rk , 

The carline wife's three sons cam' home, 
A n d their hats were o' the b i rk . 

It never grew in syke nor di tch, 
Nor yet in ony sheugh ; 

But at the gates o' Paradise 
Tha t birk grew fair eneugh. 

" Blow up the fire now, maidens mine, 
Bring water from the well ! 

For al l my house shall feast this night, 
Since my three sons are w e l l . " 

And she has made to them a bed, 
She's made it large and wide ; 

A n d she's ta'en her mantle her about, 
Sat down at the bedside. 

Up then crew the red, red cock, 
A n d up and crew the grey ; 

The eldest to the youngest said, 
" 'Tis time we were away." 

" The cock doth craw, the day doth daw' , 
The channerin' w o r m doth chide ; 

G i n we are missed out o* our place, 
A sair pain we maun bide." 

" L ie s t i l l , lie still bu t a l i t t le wee while , 
L ie st i l l but if we may ; 

G in my mother should miss us when she wak 
She'll go mad e'er it be day." 

O they've ta'en up their mother's mantle, 
A n d they've hung it on a p in . 

*' O lang may ye hing, my mother's mantle, 
Ere ye hap us again ! 
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" Fare ye wcel, my mother dear ! 

Farewecl to barn and byre ! 
And fare ye weel, the bonny lass 

That kindles my mother's l i re . " 

Y o u may f ind among the ballads variants of the 
same theme, just as you may f ind variants of the 
same fairy-story in different countries, and it is 
interesting to follow some of these. One idea that 
often occurs is the mercy shown by God to err ing 
mortals. In one form we are to ld of a nun who 
spent years of prayer and self-sacrifice in a convent, 
but who was tormented ceaselessly by a great longing 
to escape. One night she is given the du ty of guard­
ing the convent door, and dur ing the long hours 
temptat ion comes strongly upon her to j o i n in the 
outer life. She sees through the grat ing the open 
country, and the lights of the town in the valley, 
where a festival is being held. The desire to break 
her bonds overmasters her, and she leaves her post, 
deserting her duty and breaking her vows. A l l night 
she revels w i t h the crowd j o i n i n g in the carnival , and 
late in the grey dawn, ut ter ly broken and sorrowful, 
she steals back to the convent on the h i l l . 

A n d when she comes to the grated door th ink ing 
she w i l l be denounced by her Superior, and degraded 
for ever, she hears the bolts d rawn back and she sees 
a veiled form standing there in the likeness of herself, 
w i t h a great l ight shining around. Then it becomes 
clear to her that the V i r g i n M a r y herself has taken 
her place, and kept the door for her a l l n ight so that 
her fault should not be discovered ; and this because 
her better self had never consented to her sin. Y o u 
f ind this central idea in other forms. It tells of a 
h igh spirit ministering on earth when human nature, 
through weakness or weariness, cannot support the 
load. 
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" N o w let us praise famous men, and our fathers 
that begat us. . . . Such as found out musical tunes, 
and such as recited verses in w r i t i n g . . . ." For they 
have left us a great heritage. The i r words in song 
and story are w i t h us s t i l l . Just as we may look into 
clear water and see an image of the moon, so we can 
look upon the pages of Folk-lore and see there mi r rored 
an image of the Spi r i t of M a n ; a th ing not wi thou t 
blemishes, but hold ing nevertheless a something w i t h ­
out wh ich our night w o u l d be dark indeed. It is this 
wh ich lights Man's long pilgrimage. L ike the M o o n 
it gives the reflection of a l ight far greater than itself, 
something far brighter, far loftier, than anyth ing we 
can directly gaze upon ; bu t it bears testimony to a 
l igh t wh ich we know is there, and which shines for 
ail. 

From " Shepherd'*s Crowns " 

p 



CINDERELLA 
ROBERT BLATGHFORD 

r H E R E are two wicker armchairs in :he hal l 
jof the Hote l V e r t : one each side the entrance 
I to the ladies' boudoir. They are conspicuous 

and large chairs w i t h widespread and inv i t i ng arms, 
and are placed almost immediately under the arc 
l ight . It was in these chairs the sisters sat : two 
English women, dressed in black. 

The p la in sister took the chair on the left and the 
pretty sister the chair on the r ight of the door. The 
pretty sister was not pretty, really ; she was one of 
those women who habi tual ly look more than their 
best. The p la in sister was frankly and unmistakably 
plain. 

It was the contrast between these sisters, a contrast 
accentuated by their strong likeness to each other, 
which attracted my attention and held i t . 

The p la in sister was certainly ten years senior to 
the pret ty one ; the pret ty one w o u l d be twenty-
eight. The younger had a husband, a grave, un ­
gainly man, w i t h pale blue eyes, and pale yellow 
hair, w o r n th in on the top. The elder was a spinster. 

The pret ty sister was in a l l visible essentials an i m ­
proved copy of the p la in one. She was a l i t t le taller, 
and a l i t t le plumper, w i t h better shoulders, and a 
t r immer waist. Her black dress fitted her more per­
fectly ; her hands were whi ter ; her complexion was 
fairer ; she had more colour ; her hair was darker, 
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more plentiful , less neutral , of a chestnut shade. She 
had neat feet and neater shoes. She had two gold 
bangles ; her sister none. She had a silver belt ; her 
sister had a velvet band. She had two red roses at 
her breast ; her sister never a flower. 

The pretty sister was the gayer, though both were 
vivacious ; she had a quicker, brighter, darker eye. 
When she smiled she turned her fu l l lips up at the 
corners, whi le her sister turned her th in lips down. 

The p la in sister was reading Baedeker ; the pretty 
one had a volume of Swinburne, from which she 
seemed to read passages now and again to her com­
panion. There must have been quite two yards of 
space between their chairs, yet her sister seemed to 
hear what she was reading. When the quotations 
stopped the pla in sister returned to Baedeker and the 
l ight died out of her eyes. 

Presently the husband jo ined the ladies. He sat 
beside the pretty one, to w h o m he addressed most of 
his remarks. Both the ladies seemed amused by his 
conversation ; but the p la in one only smiled, whereas 
the pret ty one often laughed. Presently a waiter was 
called. The husband then spoke to the pret ty sister, 
who evidently translated the order. I noticed that it 
was always she who addressed the servants or officials 
of the hotel ; the p la in sister had no French. When 
the order was executed the p la in sister took coffee ; 
the pret ty one took wine. 

When the party ret ired the wife spoke to the l i f t 
attendant, the spinster collected the wraps and other 
feminine impedimenta. As they were about entering 
the l if t another English couple came i n and crossed 
the ha l l to speak to them. As I expected, the pret ty 
sister gave them a br ight and animated greeting, 
while the p la in one provided her usual paler copy. 
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The newcomers talked for a l i t t le , almost whol ly to 
the pret ty wife, who sparkled and r ippled in her 
voluble replies. Then they parted, and the sisters 
went aloft, whi le the husband strolled away to finish 
his cigar. 

T h a t is a l l my story. One might sit du r ing such a 
l i t t le scene and conjure up romance and comedy out 
of the performance, but it seem? that no vagary of 
the imaginat ion is required in such a case Here 
were two women, daughters of the same mother. 
One had prettiness, gaiety, and charm ; the other 
was her fo i l , her unsuccessful echo. One had youth , 
talent, riches, a husband, troops of friends. The 
other was a spinster and a mere appendage to her 
t r i u m p h . Wha t had the elder sister done to offend 
the gods ? W h y had Fortune dropped a l l the coins 
and bonbons in the younger's shoe ? 

If the elder sister had got the luck, w o u l d she have 
been st i l l the p la in one ? If she had been the prettier 
sister, w o u l d her charms have brought the luck ? 
U n t o her that hath much shall more be given ; but 
w h y ? Surely Nature or the gods had been unfair. 
For if this were a matter of deserving one could not 
help bu t feel that the spoils had fallen, as in life 
they so often do fal l , to the more insistent and pre­
datory spear. 

One needed not two glances to discover that the 
prettier woman possessed more of what the economists 
call effective demand. I t was the elder who w o u l d 
the sooner give way ; it was the younger whose desire 
had the keener edge, whose hand more readily as 
wel l as more gracefully took the sweetest flower or 
the ripest peach. Husband, sister, friends, the w o r l d , 
and Fate conspired to make the easier way luxurious. 
Because she was the better armed, the fuller gifted, 
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and more r ichly endowed of the two, a l l her circle 
acquiesced in the payment of the tr ibute she exacted. 
They strewed their blossoms in her path, they painted 
her lilies, and refined her gold ; they brought her 
butter in a lordly dish. 

This is an old t r ick of the wor ld ; it is an old twist 
in Fortune's favour against which the just, the p i t i fu l , 
and the idealist ha\*e for centuries of centuries striven 
in vain* It is the old injustice of Heaven which 
Science has named " survival of the fittest." 

What ch i ld reader of Cinderella has ever felt a pang 
for the ugly sisters ? They were envious and harsh, 
those less favoured women ; but, perhaps, to be i l l -
favoured does not conduce to amiabi l i ty and magna­
n imi ty . A n d Miss Cinderella, w i t h her l i t t le feet and 
her pretty face, d id she meri t a l l the opulence of love 
and riches heaped upon her ? To be young ; to be 
beautiful ; to be charming ; to be good ; and, wi tha l , 
to have small feet—are not these enough of blessings 
that to them must be added the prizes of a princely 
husband, a life of happiness ever after, and an i m ­
morta l i ty of juvenile sympathy and admira t ion? 

Wha t d id the ugly sisters think ? H o w could an 
ugly sister, w i t h a chronic pain in her temper and big 
feet, be expected to fight against Fate, Nature, and a 
fairy godmother ? 

As I sat w i t h my pipe and my coffee after those 
two sisters had gone to bed in the Hotel Ver t I began 
to ask myself these questions, and I resolved to speak 
for the ugly sisters just one word . 

After a l l , how do we know that the history of 
Cinderella has not been garbled ? If the historian 
or reporter of the period were personally acquainted 
w i t h the ladies we may guess on whose side he would 
be. Cinderella, the pret ty minx , who would know 
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how to bedevil a mere male person. Since the gods 
had given her beauty (and small feet), and a fairy 
godmother had given her a coach and horses and a 
dress that was a dream, and since the prince had 
given her his love and his hand, it is asking too much 
of human nature to ask the special reporter of the 
Daily Calythumpian of the period for justice. 

W h o w i l l be jus t to the ugly, to the ineffectual, to 
the defeated ; as against the beautiful, the successful, 
and the strong ? 

The two ladies I saw in the H6te l V e r t wou ld have 
made an excellent subject for the subtle and delicate 
art of Henry James ; bu t now that Thackeray is 
dead who shall wr i t e us the story of the Glass Slipper 
as to ld by Cinderella's elderly, ugly sister ? 



THE HISTORY OF THE CLOTHES 
WE WEAR 

DION CLAYTON CALTHROP 

E R Y few gentlemen walk ing the streets have 
the least idea that they carry on their backs 
a crabbed catalogue of English History, that 

they are sandwichmen advertising the past ages. 
Ladies who fly yearly in to the past, ransack the wor ld 
from top to toe for new ideas, and vary their figures 
to suit the fashion, know also just as l i t t le of the 
interesting th ing they are doing. F rom the Egyptian 
hobble skirt to the trousers of the T u r k is a far cry. 

M e n , however, can date the day on which the true 
modern clothes began for them and, w i t h a l i t t le 
knowledge, can see how they have sunk to the present 
prevail ing ugliness from the fair and fine creatures 
they were. Bag-wigs, gentlemen, swords and ruffles, 
full-skirted coats of peach-coloured silk, d iamond 
buckles and roses " w o r t h a f ami ly , " where are they 
now ? We look like so many clerks hesitating between 
mourning and vulgar i ty . 

On the thirteenth of October, 1666, K i n g Charles 
the Second, having read John Evelyn's pamphlet 
enti t led Tyrannus, or the mode, became enamoured of 
the idea of the Persian coat. He had one made. 
So had the Duke of York . They tr ied them on. 

Picture to yourself the fifteenth of October, when 
they first wore them in publ ic . A far more drastic 
change than the changes of to-day, a far more amaz-
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ing sight than the first harem trousers, or the close-
fitting dress of the Directoire, for they were an utter 
and complete renunciation of al l t radi t ion . I t is the 
violent change from the tunic of the M i d d l e Ages to 
the ancestor of the frock-coat of to-day. Mr Pepys 
describes i t : "A long cassocke close to the body of 
black cloth, and pinked w i t h white silk under i t , and 
a coat over i t , the legs ruffled w i t h black r ibband like 
a pigeon's legs." 

There's a point there, take heed of i t . In other 
words, this was a black frock-coat, the first black 
frock-coat. W o u l d that it had been the last ! 

On October the seventeenth the K i n g saw L o r d 
St Albans in an all-black suit, and, discarding his 
own black and white , wh ich he said made h i m look 
too like a magpie, he ordered one a l l of black velvet. 
Sir Phi l ip H o w a r d , if you please, an extremist in the 
new Eastern fashion, wore a n ightgown and turban 
like a T u r k . 

On November the twenty-second of the same year 
K i n g Louis the Fourteenth of France, having a 
quarrel w i t h K i n g Charles, said that he wou ld dress 
a l l his footmen in vests like the K i n g of England. 
But the new fashion conquered in the end, and a l l 
the fashionable w o r l d w i t h one accord gave up the 
l i t t le short tunic and the petticoat-breeches, and the 
inf ini ty of ribbands, and went in to frock-coats. 

F r o m thence to our own day the frock-coat has 
been the base of a l l our sartorial efforts. The cufls 
altered, grew small, grew huge, r< irrowed, were split, 
and finally gave us the cuff of to-day. O u r cuffs stil l 
carry the marks of their b i r t h in the now useless row 
of buttons that adorn them. The costermonger alone 
has kept faithful to the turned-back real cuff, which , 
though we use it occasionally, is nearly dead. 
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T h e costermonger is one of the most interesting and 
complete survivals of an earlier age, for his coat w i t h 
its square skirts, deep-flapped pockets, velvet and 
but ton ornaments, and his long waistcoat, likewise 
ornamented, is pure Georgian, whi le his striped jersey 
and bell-bottomed trousers are the very cut of the old 
sailor ; the trousers, as they say down East, " cut 
saucy over the trotters." L ike every other historic 
part of our raiment, the cuff has shrunk in to nothing­
ness, and in the present day its w i d t h is measured 
only by the few inches necessary to al low of the 
appearance of the shirt-cuffs. 

In 1727 we find the w o r l d gett ing a l i t t l e more 
modern, frock-coat, waistcoat, and tie, bu t s t i l l there 
is the cocked hat and the w ig . It is the w i g that 
really divides us sharply f rom the past, those wonderful 
erections, staircase-wigs, cut-bobs, long-bobs, pigeon-
wings, clubs, cornets, grizzle-majors, and a l l the host 
of bag-wigs, the remains of wh ich are only to be seen 
in judges, barristers, coachmen, and in the powdered 
hair of menservants. The bag of the wigs remains 
on the tunics of the Welsh Fusiliers, on the coat-
collars of certain coachmen, and on the Cour t suit. 
One other very curious th ing remains in connexion 
w i t h the cocked hat and w i g , and that is the aiguil-
lettes, or shoulder-knots, on the left shoulder of aides* 
de-camp and footmen. Mr Caton Woodvi l le suggests 
that these long gold cords that pass under the shoulder 
as wel l as before, and are looped on to the top bu t ton 
of the tunic, are the cords of the cocked hat of the 
M a r l b u r i a n soldier. 

The aides-de-camp were then mounted on l ight , fast 
horses, and i n order to guard the very expensive fu l l -
bot tomed w i g and heavy hat, they passed the long 
cords of their hats through the w i g , round the 
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shoulder, and looped them on the top bu t ton of their 
toats. This is a very l ikely suggestion, though it has 
also been said that they are a por t ion of the o ld 
bandolier, the remains of wh ich are to be found in 
the chains and prickers of the Hussars' shoulder-belt. 

F rom the Georgian full-skirted coat we get the two 
buttons that remain on the back of our frock- and 
tail-coats, where they were once placed to hold back 
the skirts whi le r i d ing ; and we get also the footman's 
vertical pockets w i t h but toned flaps, which were once 
slits through which the sword-hil t passed. 

The first black necktie was the Steinkirk, worn 
dur ing the wars in Flanders and twisted instead of 
being elaborately folded, as the soldiers had no t ime 
for dandyism. Ties indeed are of the most ancient 
or igin , and there are volumes of Cravatiana. The 
first ties are probably those w o r n by R o m a n orators 
to protect their throats—the focalia or orator's chin-
cloth. Both Napoleon and Beau Brummel l were very 
part icular about their cravats, and both, curiously 
enough, changed them for the first t ime in their lives 
on the morn ing of their great defeats. Napoleon, 
who always wore a black silk tie, appeared on the 
morn ing of Waterloo w i t h a flowing tie of whi te ; 
and Brummel l , who always wore a whi te l inen tie 
round a twelve-inch folded collar, wore a black silk 
tie just before he died in poverty at Caen. 

Great men have often been part icular about their 
clothes. Brummel l invented the modern dress-suit 
and the first black dress-trousers and whi te evening 
waistcoat. Napoleon's grey coat marks h i m wel l in 
our eyes, and, besides that, he had a perfect passion 
for clothes, and arranged and overlooked a l l the suits 
and dresses for his coronation. Byron is known by 
his open loose collars in the days of the stiff-starched 
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neckcloth. The I r o n Duke is said to have sat for 
hours regarding himself before a glass in his peer's 
robes. George the Four th , who, if he was not great, 
was at least notorious, invented a shoe-buckle. A n d 
almost the last person w h o m one would accuse of 
dandyism, George Washington, wrote a minute and 
complete order for his coats to his tailors, from a 
Newmarket coat wUh a hood, down to a dress-coat, 
for every buttonhole of which he sent the measure­
ments. 

As for Brummel l , he alone is responsible for the 
English idea of cleanliness in clothes. He it was who 
had his neckcloths slightly starched to counteract the 
slovenly, sloppy ties of his day. He it was who really 
invented the constant use of clean l inen, the appear­
ance of what we call ' smartness,' the regular un i form 
dress of a gentleman both for morn ing and evening. 
His blue cloth coat w i t h brass buttons shaped like 
our present evening-dress coats, except that they 
buttoned across ; his buff-coloured waistcoat w i t h 
the slip of a thinner waistcoat showing above the 
b u f f ; his boots, of wh ich he was proud to the last 
days before he went mad, varnished w i t h vernis de 
Guiton ; his primrose-coloured gloves and top-hat and 
cane were to the fashionable w o r l d of his day the last 
word in dress. He is responsible for our uni form 
appearance in the evening ; and one may imagine 
h i m folding his collar and ty ing his tie, the first of 
our k ind , whose ghost looks over our shoulders and 
shudders at our awkward attempts. 

W h y don' t we wear blue coats for evening-dress 
now ? O u r dress-clothes are really very du l l , even 
the waistcoat-buttons are quiet and subdued. Whi te 
is undoubtedly the colour for the shirt, the tie, and 
the waistcoat, and black for the trousers, but a blue 
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coat w o u l d be a real re l ie f : witness the effect of 
hunt ing-pink at a dance. 

If i t were not for women, the streets and restau­
rants, the parks and promenades wou ld look for a l l 
the w o r l d like the remnants of a cheap funeral, as if 
the nat ion had never been able to get over the death 
of Dickens. Even the whi te top-hat has recently 
almost vanished, and colours seem to remain only in 
the v i v i d socks of undergraduates, and the wonderful 
waistcoats of the sportsmen. Racing, of al l the sports, 
has kept up its t rad i t ion of the wearing of odd clothes. 
Since the days of George the First, when sporting 
men pushed back their wigs to show the natural 
colour of their hair underneath, the sporting man has 
pushed back whatever he wore on his head, and the 
angle of the bil lycock proclaims the man—the b i l l y ­
cock being the hat once made for W i l l i a m Coke, of 
Norfolk, by Mr Bowler, the hatter, of Houndsdi tch : 
B i l ly Coke's hat. 

When the riding-chairs called cabriolets came in 
from France in 1751, i t was not only the sporting, 
but the most fashionable th ing to ride in them, and 
not only to ride in them, but to wear patches on the 
face to represent them, and to have them embroi­
dered on waistcoats, and to have the hair dressed like 
them in form. A n d the cab, later improved by Mr 
Hansom, became an emblem of the sporting idea in 
England. It provoked a new dress just as the motor­
car has done. It gave us the Gentleman Joe coat 
w i t h huge pearl buttons, and the cur ly -br immed top-
hat, and the thick dogskin driving-gloves, a l l of which , 
w i t h very t ight trousers, were w o r n by young gentle­
men ut ter ly innocent of cab-driving, and by them 
paraded in the streets w i t h a sprig of geranium in 
the buttonhole, a straw in the mouth , and a reckless 
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hat of curly brim or of nearly no brim at all. And 
it was all very gay and splendid. Now gentlemen 
equally innocent of motor-car knowledge wear 
leather-lined coats of voluminous size, and affect an 
anxious, nervous appearance and an absent manner. 
How gorgeously young the world is ! 

History, straying from the dressing-room, lingers 
in the hall. The very marks on the backs of our 
gloves come to us from the time when the fingers 
were embroidered. Look at the three middle fingers 
of your hand and you wi l l see exactly how, by carry­
ing down the embroidery between the fingers, the 
three points on our gloves are arrived at. And there 
they remain. Why these things remain that have 
long ceased to have rhyme or reason is a mystery, 
and can only be explained by remembering how long, 
how very long, i t takes to ki l l anything in such a 
conservative country as ours, or indeed in any coun­
try, for I think that all men are at heart Conservatives. 

We keep about our dress so many odd, needless, 
quaint things that it is almost a wonder we don't 
keep more, despite the tendency of the age that seeks 
to level everything into a series of grey numbered 
slabs. By rights we should all be dressed like seals 
in a smooth black waterproof covering, but thank 
goodness even the Upper Norwood Cricket Club 
cannot exist without colours, and blazers burst forth 
from myriad clubs every summer, and Margate Pier 
looks like a mad dream of heraldry. 

With the gloves in the hall is a silk hat. Concern­
ing this very type of hat, I find the following delightful 
story in Mr Clinch's book on costume. The first silk 
hat ever worn in London was worn by John Hether-
ington, a haberdasher of the Strand, on January 15th, 
1797. He appeared on the street, and at once a 



238 MORE ESSAYS OF TO-DAY 

great c rowd collected, so great that several women 
fainted, and children screamed and dogs barked, and 
a young son of Gordwainer Thomas, who was re­
tu rn ing f rom a chandler's shop, was t h rown down 
and had his a rm broken. Mr Hether ington was 
arraigned before the L o r d M a y o r on a charge of 
breach of the peace and inc i t ing to r io t , and was 
required to give bonds in the sum of £500 . The 
evidence went to show that Mr Hether ington ap­
peared on the highway wearing upon his head what 
he called a silk hat, a t a l l structure having a shiny 
lustre, and calculated to frighten t i m i d people. Mr 
Cl inch , quot ing from one of the London papers of 
the t ime, says : " The new hat is destined to work a 
revolut ion in headgear, and we th ink the officers of 
the Crown erred in placing the defendant under 
arrest." 

This goes to show that the harem skirt is not the 
first garment to raise a r io t . The silk hat d i d not 
come f rom the East, al though the shape has some 
fellowship w i t h the hat of the Greek priest, bu t so 
many of our garments are derived from the East that 
one wonders at the outcry at the Turk i sh trousers. 
Certainly in the reign of R icha rd the First our streets 
and roads presented quite an Or ien ta l appearance, 
for men swathed themselves in draperies and women 
wore stuffs f rom Eastern looms, and many were the 
Eastern customs brought home f rom the wars in the 
H o l y L a n d . 

So many things remain in our clothes of the past 
ages that, once we begin to analyse, we seem to pu t 
on the whole History of M a n after our morn ing bath. 
O u r socks—good heavens, our socks !—take us miles 
away f rom home, so that we lose ourselves in vague 
unknown dates. O u r pumps are absolutely Eliza-
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bethan. " Get good strings to your beards, new' 
ribbons to your pumps," says Shakespeare. O u r 
shirts ! Look along history's washing-list and see 
how we have come from the p la in shirt-vest w i t h a 
bu t ton and loop, such as the Egyptians wore, to 
T u d o r shirts w i t h collars and cuffs and fronts em­
broidered w i t h black silk, and shirts to hold huge 
ruffs like ca r twhee l , and, behold, the ruffs fall flat, 
unstarclied, and become Vandyke collars, and these 
become the Pur i tan bands sti l l worn by barristers 
and bishops, and be-ribboned shirts home from the 
wars in Flanders, and shirts for Dr Johnson to d i r t y 
w i t h snuff and tea-stains, and shirts washed at Wey­
mou th whi le Farmer George enters the water to the 
strains of a band, and shirts w i t h the studied neglect 
of Byron and the precise and exquisite propriety of 
Brummel l , t i l l we reach our own hideous conven­
t ional garment of boiled rag armour w i t h its stiff 
cuffs. 

T h e n to our brogue shoes, a l l fi t ted w i t h ornament 
like a R o m a n sandal, just in the selfsame way. T h e n 
trousers, monuments of ant iqui ty far beyond the pale 
of mere guesses, the most ancient of garments, and 
showing in their shape but one peculiar survival, and 
that in the silk bra id down the outside seams of 
dress-trousers. These are the survivals of the times 
when the t ight m i l i t a ry trousers unbuttoned down 
the side to al low of the wearing of top-boots under­
neath, and the buttons were covered by a flap l ined 
sometimes w i t h a colour. It is this flap that remains, 
and it is by reason of this that m i l i t a ry trousers boast 
the broad red band. 

In a l l this, in the pu t t ing on of a l l these garments, 
you may notice one very peculiar and interesting fact, 
that whereas a m a n always w i thou t exception has his 
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buttons on the right side of his clothes, a woman 
always has them on the left. It has been suggested 
that this peculiari ty arises from the habi t of women 
carrying children mostly on the left a rm, and that i t 
wou ld be more convenient to carry the buttonhole 
on the r ight side over to the bu t ton on the left, and 
so, in closing the garment w o r n over the breast, not 
to disturb the ch i ld asleep. Also, that the man, in 
order to keep his r ight a r m free, should carry the 
buttonhole over from the left to the but ton on the 
r ight . This discussion w o u l d seem finicking were it 
not for the insistence of a peculiari ty that must have 
had at some time a very definite and necessary reason. 

Buttons, of course, are a history in themselves. 
The boy Buttons, the successor to the Tiger , who was 
a very small boy who rode behind every smart t u r n ­
out, wears a perfect feast of buttons arranged like a 
skeleton suit such as Jackanapes wore. A n d a careful 
study of club servants reveals the most curious dis­
positions of buttons, a l l bound by strict laws of 
below-stairs, and showing that the higher a man 
rises in his profession as a servant the fewer buttons 
he wears. The boy in the ha l l wears the most, the 
hall-porter has so many on his cuffs, pockets, and the 
ta i l of his coat, the house-servants in their order wear 
an exact number of buttons, r ight up to the house-
steward, who wears just as many buttons as a gentle­
man, and looks like a guest except that he has more 
digni ty . In like manner do the maids as they go up 
discard the cap and whi te apron for the lace cap and 
black silk apron of the housekeeper. Aprons, indeed, 
occupy a large par t of the world's wardrobe : green 
baize ; the whi te of the grocer ; the blue and whi te 
of the butcher ; the black of the bishop. 

The three most interesting survivals actually in our 
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streets are the clothes of the Bluecoat boy, the black 
jacket of the Eton boy, and the cockade in coach­
men's hats. 

The Bluecoat boy is familiar enough in his long 
gown of Edward the Sixth's t ime, his black knee-
breeches and yellow stockings and buckled shoes that 
are a l l Georgian, and his bands that are Geneva 
bands. The Eton fcoy's black suit and tal l hat were 
first worn in black in mourn ing for George the T h i r d . 
The cockade is the remains of the old chaperon, or 
hood, w o r n in the colours of their masters by the 
menservants a l l through the fourteenth century, and 
remaining now complete in shape, w i t h that cut edge 
of the hood sticking out fan-shape and the cur l of 
the l i r ip ipe twisted round in a neat coil . This hood 
remains also on the shoulder of the Garter mantle 
and in the dress of the French barrister. 

Every year these interesting survivals become more 
rare ; one feels that the butcher w i l l discard his 
apron, the confectioner his white cap, the cook his 
double-breasted white jacket, the last growler-driver 
his last cape. The Georgian dustman w i t h his knee-
breeches and whi te stockings has not long gone ; the 
Bluecoat boy has not long discarded his Statute Gap ; 
the Scotsman w i l l lose his Glengarry w i t h the strings, 
and the powdered flunkey is a dy ing race. So much 
to-day is u t i l i t a r ian , and we do not indulge in enough 
foolishness ; and the protection of ancient remains of 
clothes is a good thing, for it serves to remind a 
forgetful generation of the history of its country. 

The splendid comedy of the streets st i l l goes on, 
lightened here and there by a dandy, by the red flare 
of a Guardsman's b ig coat, by a much befurred 
motorist, by the uni form of bank messengers and the 
importance of commissionaires. O u r bus-driver 

Q 
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swaddled against the cold has nearly gone, gone to 
give place to gr imy, d u l l mechanics, whose att ire is 
a negative of a l l the arts of dress. O u r fine cab-
drivers w i t h their suggestion of decayed aristocracy 
have given way before a race of uniformed officials 
w i t h apparently uni form minds. But women are the 
flowers of the pavements, a constantly changing 
stream of shapes and colours ; they know no stern 
account of history, and change so quickly f rom 
bishop sleeves to Empire gowns, and f rom Empire 
figures to hobbled sausage-like bodies, that mere m a n 
cannot tel l what his wife w i l l look like next mon th . 
This is w h y w o m a n has no place in the search for 
the or ig in of things ; her charm is eternal, nothing 
withers her infini te variety, noth ing disturbs her ever-
changing mood. T h e b r i l l i an t colours of the silks set 
out to catch her eye make our gay streets sing w i t h 
colour harmonies. Her secrets now are set in a l l the 
shops, her figure mocks us from the corset-maker's 
window, her hair is a l l displayed in the fu l l l igh t of 
the hairdresser's establishments ; a l l the openwork 
lingerie, cases for her dainty feet, polish for her dainty 
nails, rouge for her fading cheeks are unblushingly 
set out before us, yet for a l l this knowledge, even as 
when in toyshops the conjurer's tricks are given away, 
we cannot piece her together as a l i v ing , breathing, 
historical creature as we can a man , for when we set 
up our d u m m y to wr i te a l i t t le essay on her k i n d 
no life is there. We are as steady as rocks, wearing 
a l l the tags and bobtails of older civilizations, keeping 
our o ld customs and costumes so that we may see 
ourselves the mirrors of other days, but she, elusive 
ever, the l i v ing embroidery of life, discards a century 
or so every season, wears Directoire clothes for a 
second, and when we seek to p i n her down, behold, 



THE CLOTHES WE WEAR 243 

she walks like a king's daughter in Turk ish trousers, 
or floats before us in a cloud of silks, or catches the 
tropics in one hand and wears them in her hat. 

For a l l this women may and do laugh at us. We 
do change our figures, but so quiet ly that not one 
notices it u n t i l they look back along the tailors' books 
and see us only eighty years ago, or even fifty years 
ago, and but a step less, the day before automobil ism, 
when w* knew not black leather coats, or goggles, or 
German-looking caps, and were st i l l on the horsey 
side for choice and very part icular to wear frock-
coats and top-hats in Piccadilly and observe a l l the 
correctness of Bond Street. Petrol is helping to k i l l 
dandies, alas ; and I am a l l for a nat ion of wel l -
dressed people, as I am certain that clothes are a 
reflection of character. 

Show me a man's top-hat and I ' l l give a good 
guess at his ideas ; show me a woman's hat and I am 
ut ter ly dumbfounded. 

I suppose in ten years' t ime we shall have swept 
away many of these traces I have just explained ; 
that we shall have succumbed even more to the 
deadening effect of this mechanical age which seems 
to have ut ter ly exhausted our power of invent ion for 
anything bu t electricity and instruments of destruc­
t ion ; and that photographs of ourselves w i l l look 
laughable and wonderfully old-fashioned and our 
clothes queer and ill-suited to men even as do those we 
look back on now, though it seems to me that there 
was some glory in the b ig stocks and rol led collars, in 
the strapped trousers and fine fobs that we miss in our 
neutral , rather sloppy times. However, it is interest­
ing to th ink that even the end of the w o r l d w i l l hear the 
steady snip of the cutter's scissors. 

From "Etcetera " 



THE ENGLISH ESSAYIST 
JOHN FREEMAN 

I 

S A I N T S B U R Y ' S phrase, " Works of prose 
ar t ," lingers on the m i n d as the definition of 
Bacon's best work and a generalization of the 

essay itself. Split and refine it as we may, it has st i l l 
an essential t ru th ; the essay is a piece of prose art, 
and when we have marked its chief distinctions and 
pursued its m a i n diversions we shall find that its 
development has been towards a finer order, a more 
conscious art , a heightening and ul t imately a com­
pleter fusion of those t w i n faculties of the m i n d , 
imaginat ion and reason. 

The essay comes somewhat slowly into the story of 
English letters. Romant ic narrative, miracle play, 
drama—these confusedly preceded, and the essay 
followed w i t h an uncertain apprehension of the aims 
and powers of those other forms ; and clearly the 
essay could have no place u n t i l the first exuberance 
of invention and imaginat ion had passed, and men 
began to rub their eyes and look a l i t t le narrowly at 
what had been achieved and at what was left to do. 
Yet the essay has seldom been solely cr i t ical in any 
age, and in not ing this we approach the first fork in 
our road ; on one side the merely cr i t ical , the slightly 
curious or slightly ar id abstraction—moral or aesthetic 
—and on the other the more serenely imaginative and 
mobile form which later ages were to b r ing to ful l 

244 
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development. Bacon's Essays belong to the mora l 
and intellectual division, though not exclusively to 
that ; the pregnancy of his phrase, his voluptuous 
verbal beauty and purely sensuous indulgences, 
noticeable in so many passages of music and solid 
colour, are a token that his was indeed a complex 
spirit . Nevertheless, the real preoccupation of his 
essays is not sensuous or aesthetic, bu t mora l and 
rat ional . Ask what is the most characteristic ex­
pression in Elizabethan letters of the m i n d of a l iberal 
scholar, and the answer w i l l probably be Bacon's 
Essays. Sedate and grave in his thoughts, splendid 
in his mode, he loves to invest his inspired and com­
monplace utterances alike in a gorgeous cloak. 
Decadent! a paradoxical wr i te r migh t m u r m u r as he 
notes the frequent overweighting of the idea by the 
expression, and reminds us thereby that decadence 
in l i terature is somewhat older than the already 
antique nineties at wh ich we glance w i t h amusement, 
anon w i t h contempt. Bacon's commonplaces, looked 
at closely, are among the worst, being mora l com­
monplaces—midgetary moralities augustly presented 
and speaking big . But it was not simply his delight 
in splendour wh ich urged his noblest phrasing, it was 
equally his desire to use the magnificence of his t ime 
in the service of reason and order. 

We are helped in thus seeing Francis Bacon, L o r d 
Veru lam, by the famil iar por t ra i t wh ich so com­
prehensively tells us the t ru th , the whole t ru th , and 
nothing but the t r u t h about our author. The gravi ty 
is there, the weighty preoccupation, the slyness of 
after-thoughts unexpressed, the richness of tone and 
hue—all these are seen more and more pla in ly as you 
stare back at his stare ; and they are qualities that 
make h i m an essayist of real interest to the lightest 
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as we l l as the profoundest reader. But they also make 
h i m a part icular k i n d of essayist—not an int imate but 
a reserved figure, not a talker but a wri ter , not a 
babbler but a rhetorician, not a companion bu* a 
teacher, not a friend but a great chancellor, not a 
familiar forgetting his d igni ty but a supple statesman 
asserting it ; preferring to suppress, equivocate, and 
dissemble, and to justify every obl iqui ty—anything 
rather than candidly pour himself out and loave the 
justification to the reader. The experience of a life­
time is the wel l f rom which his aurea dicta are solemnly 
d rawn ; and who does not know the varied kinds of 
Bacon's experience ? Corruptions' Nuncio we might 
call h i m , th ink ing of his sins and splendours, his 
meanness and magniloquence. He writes a whole 
essay " Of C u n n i n g , " beginning by a distinction 
between cunning and wisdom and forgetting the 
distinction long before he ends, the essay becoming 
a half-candid apology for cunning ; he writes a 
sombre and noble eulogy of death, spending a l l he 
has in adorning those commonplaces that are never 
staled ; bu t one th ing he never attempts to do, rather 
does he avoid it—he never speaks out from the t iny 
callous kernel of his heart. It is not the true spend­
thr i f t of himself who writes : " Nakedness is uncomely 
as we l l in m i n d as in body ; and it addeth no small 
reverence to men's names, manners, and actions, if 
they be not altogether open " ; and in the same essay 
proceeds to vindicate simulation and dissimulation. 
T h e intellectual spendthrift is the true essayist, if only 
he have enough of himself to spend ; bu t Bacon was 
a miser of himself, si t t ing furred and gilded and cold, 
like some gorgeous Renaissance figure of a dusky 
paint ing, counting over his gains w i t h pursed lips 
and sidelong eye, his fingers t rembl ing, jewels flash-
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ing, and lips shaping a careful phrase for the enrich­
ment of hungry T i m e . 

He may have taught Ben Jonson, a slightly younger 
man, the secret of sententiousness, or at least its value, 
as wel l as the use of the flower-like decoration of 
simple prose ; for Bacon himself might be heard in 
the closing note of this from the Discoveries : " What 
a deal of cold business doth a man misspend the better 
par t of life in ! in scattering compliments, tendering 
visits, gathering and venting news, fol lowing feasts 
and plays, making a l i t t le winter love in a dark 
corner." Conciseness is his a im, in a degree that 
even Bacon never cared for, and a l l the weightiness of 
the penurious chancellor is found in these l i t t le essays 
of his thriftless contemporary. I f , however, Jonson's 
style offers reminders of the greater essayist, it pre­
sents differences far more positive. He empties h i m ­
self prodigally before you and does not scruple to tell 
precisely those things which Bacon h id . The con­
versations at Hawthornden, as related by D r u m m o n d , 
reveal sharply enough his huge sense of his own wor th 
and others' worthlcssness, for nothing that is not Ben 
Jonson's pleases h i m freely, and there is mere cur-
rishness in his constant d iminu t ion of every figure 
w i t h i n his recollection ; bu t in the Discoveries his 
freedoms are pleasanter. He st i l l sneers, and sneers 
even at Montaigne for an essayist ; but happily he 
is more t ru ly at ease when he speaks of his own life. 
Not for Jonson any vaunt ing or practice of dissimu­
lat ion. " At last they upbraided my poverty. I 
confess she is my Domestic, sober of diet, simple of 
habit, frugal, painful ; a good Counsellor to me, that 
keeps me from Cruelty, Pride, or other more del i­
cate impertinences which are the Nurse-children of 
Riches." He writes an essay on " Style," and st i l l i t 
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is of Ben Jonson he writes, saying how he loves a pure 
and neat language, how often a barbarous phrase has 
made h i m out of love w i t h good sense ; their wri t ings 
need sunshine, he cries, as he thinks of delinquent 
authors. Himse l f dominates his wri t ings, and con­
sequently you are aware of that vivacious figure, that 
Stentor voice of author i ty , that rude yet delicate 
power of picture, that fond assertion of his own tastes, 
wh ich we faint ly conjure up when we l ook .on any 
por t ra i t of Jonson. He gibes at Monta igne , but fo l ­
lows h i m . 

11 

M a n y of the authors of what is conveniently called 
miscellaneous prose, in the years succeeding Jonson's 
death, are strictly essayists, and of a l l the truest 
essayist and finest master of our med ium was Sir 
Thomas Browne. It is unnecessary to point out that 
he too takes a place in our second and more native 
class of essayist—those who follow the imaginative 
and mobile personal form. Browne plays upon his 
own being like a splendid musician who is able to 
evoke the solemn and the playful , the wise and the 
tender, f rom the depths and shallows of his i n w a r d 
life ; and then, tu rn ing to a vaster instrument, w i t h 
equal serenity he summons the august, dreadful yet 
unoppressive echo-voices of death and t ime. N o w 
'tis l ike a l l instruments, now like a lonely f lute. In 
the midst of the largest of his generalizations you 
never lose sight of h imself ; in his most fantastic 
speculations a clear-smiling grave spiri t is distinct 
and ind iv idua l . Shut your eyes as a phrase f rom 
Urn Burial or Religio Medici unfolds upon the air, and 
you see at once the courdy, masculine face, the eyes 
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of smouldering fancies and passionate, tranquil curio­
sity that make Sir Thomas Browne living and dear 
more than dead and remembered. Does he write 
for any but himself? true essayist, it is thus that he 
writes for us. After three centuries we should be 
little engrossed in any writer who is not engrossed in 
himself. Ideas may attract, history and science may 
touch a faded figure with spectral incandescence, but 
only thr t which is human lives on in human affec­
tions. It is a pitiful truism to say that Browne's 
primary quality is Browne. Seventeenth-century 
morals (whether Christian or non-Christian), cinerary 
rites—these would not of themselves distract the 
twentieth century from thinking of its own morals 
and incineration ; but Browne has done something 
with the essay which no other writer has done so 
potently—he has deepened the form as an English 
tradition and exalted it as an English art. " Vain 
ashes," he writes—" Vain ashes, which in the oblivion 
of names, persons, times and sexes, have found unto 
themselves a fruitless continuation, and only arise 
unto late posterity as Emblems of mortal vanities, 
Antidotes against pride, vainglory, and madding 
vices.5' It is singular enough that his own skull 
should have been gnawed out of the grave—a fate 
that he shrank from as a " tragical abomination " ; 
but is it an antidote against pride ? Would he have 
been humbled to know it , or provoked to a new and 
yet more gorgeous dehortation upon chance, and the 
insecurity of death ? And for ourselves, we peer at 
his pages for a sight of him, and we find his skull at 
our feet. Gentlest of mockeries I 
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i n 
In pursuing our theme along these not too densely 

hedged paths, we must not be beguiled into mere 
vague extension, else we should be sweeping a l l die 
pamphleteers that succeeded Browne in to our narrow 
scope. The pamphlet is not an essay except by a 
fortunate accident, and the air of dispute and violent 
wrangl ing amid wh ich the pamphleteer's yoice is 
heard is not the air in wh ich l i terature survives when 
the subject of contention is itself bu rn t out. Dryden 
is one who outrides the dispute he engaged i n , but in 
c i t ing Dryden here I am naming simply the chief 
and not the sole late seventeenth-century essayist, 
and first i f not the chief of those who practised purely 
cr i t ica l w r i t i n g . The famous Essay of Dramatic Poesie, 
born of a dispute w i t h Sir Robert H o w a r d and g iv ing 
b i r t h in t u r n to other provocative treatises, is the 
admired example of the best work of the cr i t ical k i n d , 
and it followed hard upon an essay which , for other 
qualities, deserves nearly as much praise—Cowley's 
Discourse Concerning Oliver Cromwell. In each case 
there is reason harnessed to imaginat ion, a cri t icism 
of affairs or a cri t icism of ideas ; each is a work of 
prose art, each shows a beautiful ar t of prose. The 
chief difference between Jonson and Browne on one 
side, and Cowley and Dryden on the other, is that 
the latter do not speak so freely of themselves ; they 
are not involuntary revealers of their own business 
and bosoms, they are not por t ra i t artists, they are not 
their own texts. If therefore they lose or refrain f rom 
the last charm, it must be owned that they do not 
pretend to i t . Y o u cannot read Dryden's very features 
in to his Dramatic Poesy, and, Dryden being Dryden , 
it is to be doubted whether that essay w o u l d be better 
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if you could. He has much , but not that charm, not 
that power over us ; whi le Cowley has powers of 
humour , satire, and an admir ing scorn, but not the 
gi*t of showing in a few br ief pages the shape and 
shadow of his i nward being ; he does not step out of 
or even into his own pages and set them shaking in 
our hand. Dryden's intellectual force could not but 
make itself everywhere apparent in his Dramatic Poesy, 
bu t t h L is a mere general qual i ty , not a personal and 
identifiable characteristic ; and general qualities may 
exist in abundance, yet the personal features, the 
human lineaments, faculties, and humours remain 
vague and uncomposed. But, as we have said, D r y -
den was doing one k ind and not another k ind of th ing 
—the intellectual, the cr i t ical essay, the essay of ideas, 
the essay which ought to be understandable almost 
as wel l in French as in English. A n d this indeed 
points to a quick test, for the essay of the singularly 
personal k ind , the essay of self-portraiture (whether 
quite involuntary or quite deliberate), as Browne and 
L a m b used i t , is perhaps inevitably untranslatable. 
O u r homage, nevertheless, can be offered to Dryden 
as the father of that " cri t icism of ideas " wh ich critics 
of our day deplore the want of and which , indeed, 
our l i terary t rad i t ion seems natively incapable of be­
getting. Wha t Dryden himself can give us is this 
intellectual cri t icism in a prose which delights us in 
its own way scarcely less than Jonson's in another. 
It is a prose that fits its subject l ike a glove, l ike the 
skin to the flesh of the hand ; bu t at times its rat ional 
strictness is broken and the phrases leap : 

M Y LORD, 
This worthless present was designed you, long before it 

was a Play ; when it was only a confused mass of thoughts 
tumbling over one another in the dark : when the Fancy 
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was yet in its first work, moving the sleeping Images of 
Things towards the light, there to be distinguished ; and 
then, either chosen or rejected by the Judgement. It 
was yours, My Lord ! before I could call it mine. 

If Dryden to ld cousin Swift that he w o u l d never be 
a poet, as he is supposed to have said, he could not 
have told h i m he w o u l d never be a prose wri ter . 
Swift's prose was miscellaneous enough, but he does 
not permit us to confine h i m w i t h i n our not ion of 
essays, and if he can fairly be called an essayist it is 
main ly because he was one of the begetters of another 
k i n d of essay—the periodical essay—the l ight-armed, 
light-headed infantry of prose li terature ; and migh t 
we but add light-hearted, that wou ld indeed be final 
praise, but except in the Roger de Coverley series it 
had no heart at a l l . T r u t h reminds us, however, that 
Swift was begetting something far unlike himself, far 
different from his own sombre and burdened imagina­
tions. Here, in the p ra t t l ing shallows of Addison's 
w i t , in the gay impulses of Steele's good-nature, in the 
l ight , neat, sociable prose of both, the new k i n d of 
essay was created in sudden perfection. Li terature 
as a handmaid, wait ing-wench to fashion, conven­
tions, morals, mere dresser to a patched and painted 
actress, or moving among the teacups and gossips of 
a society in wh ich it seemeth always afternoon—these 
are the new offices to wh ich imaginat ion and i w i t ' 
are subdued. Genius has come to town and pu t of f 
its native rudeness and power, and pu t on urban airs 
and graces, the airs of a flirt in a metropolis that has 
just discovered the meaning of * poli te ' and ' charm­
i n g / the graces of an impert inent dependent. There 
is masterly portrai ture in the Spectator and Tatler, 
delicate engraving, faint felicities of pencil and needle, 
but it is rather a portrai ture of society than of the 
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artists themselves ; they are sunken in the c rowd for 
which they speak, they are not the perfect egotists 
who are to be identified w i t h the perfect essayists. 
I t is perhaps not very strange that the age in which 
everybody wrote essays and the form was sharpened 
for the use of the society just finding its feet or its 
head, was an age in wh ich a level was reached and 
the peaks sank to the level. When a l l wrote wel l 
none w o t e supremely. 

IV 

It is to Johnson that we must look for supremacy in 
another k ind , and to Goldsmith for a gift as unique 
as Johnson's if less powerful . Johnson made a new 
th ing when he followed the periodical essay of the 
Rambler w i t h the mature improvisations—it is their 
charm that they are scarcely more—of The Lives of 
the Poets. They form the model of the biographical 
essay, in wh ich the features of the subject are d rawn 
sometimes minute ly and sometimes freely, and behind 
these the features of the wri ter himself, the avowed 
por t ra i t d i m m i n g away in to the careless and un­
conscious por t ra i t of the artist ; or if the self-por­
traiture is less unstudied, as in that beautiful t r ibute 
to Gi lber t Walmsley occurring in the life of Smith , 
it is no w h i t less delightful . Johnson's large and 
eloquent personality cont inual ly overflowed, and on 
the waves the l igh t and fragile memories of the 
immemorable, the Smiths and Dukes and Sprats of 
his fortuitous collection, floated securely. It is only 
because so many have t r ied their nervous hands at 
the biographical essay, in artless imi ta t ion , that 
Johnson's work is not unique ; bu t it is s t i l l un -
approached. 
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A n d so we migh t t u r n to Goldsmith, deliciously 
satirical, the most innocent of men, w r i t i n g his 
Citizen of the World as though he were standing out­
side the w o r l d and looking on amused ; ostensibly 
fol lowing the cr i t ical type of our classification, but 
w i t h imaginat ion continual ly breaking through. The 
shadow of the pathetic wh ich has always been cast 
on Goldsmith's figure, heaven knows why, by writers 
on his t ime, has obscured some of his independent 
merits, and the Citizen has been stupidly overlooked 
because its author has been sentimentalized. F r o m 
Goldsmith, again, it is a single flying leap to L a m b 
and Haz l i t t , and a new development of the essay. 
Imagina t ion continual ly breaking through migh t be 
said of L a m b also, but I do not pretend to define 
Lamb's mode. L a m b is no L a m b but a th ing of 
n imbler nature—sometimes a mocking cuckoo, some­
times a wise whi te owl , b l ink ing his enormous golden 
orbs against an intrusive l igh t and w h i r r i n g into the 
soft dusky privacy of the m i n d ; sometimes a rob in , 
friendliest of domestic voices, kindest of winter's 
colours ; and sometimes a rich-throated blackbird 
flitting w i t h his prose elegies about the graves of the 
poets he loved—Sidney and Cot ton and Coleridge 
and the res t ; the purest of egotists, the most candid 
of self-revealers, the best loved of a l l lovers. It is 
easier, though hardly more useful, to find a metaphor 
for Haz l i t t—tha t vigorous, restless, watchful , and 
growl ing hound, who barks out his short, crisp sen­
tences, snaps here, fondles there, never sleeps, has a 
merry eye for a few and a flashing eye for most, 
f l ings himself w i t h w i l d fangs upon a Gifford and 
heaves at last w i t h angry gratification. He , too, is 
his own eternal subject ; his essays are the i r r i table 
plate on w h i c h his features have been recorded, both 
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consciously and unconsciously, du r ing long years of 
self-communion. Extravagancies of metaphor, how­
ever, are to be avoided, and we may leave Haz l i t t 
(never quite adequately admired) , and stay scarce a 
moment to mark De Quincey's intricate confusion of 
sound w i t h colour, the r ich hues wreathed in cloud, 
in those disorderly conceptions which at once fascinate 
and fatigue us, and prove that in h i m one of the 
greatest essayists was strangled, alas, and not fulfilled 
—an impish and unstable figure playing upon his 
own fantastic personality as though it were another's. 
We may leave, too, the Quarterly and Edinburgh 
reviewers of his day, by w h o m the essay was more 
and more steadily reduced to journal ism, sometimes 
cr i t ical , sometimes dishonest, sometimes merely un­
cr i t ical ; but we cannot so easily leave his impressive 
contemporary Landor, who achieved a new form for 
the essay when he wrote and rewrote his all but 
endless Imaginary Conversations, ming l ing by mere hap 
the imaginative and the rat ional in capricious pro­
por t ion and using a prose that no one since has 
bettered. Yet it wou ld be foolish to at tempt the 
definit ion of Landor's mode or the praise of his style, 
that can be d u l l when the subject is tedious, and 
serene and noble when the theme is r ight . W i t h 
Landor i t is not enough that he should wri te of h i m ­
self, for even then he is sometimes merely solemn and 
garrulous, and perhaps he needs the w a r m t h of a 
mental opposition ; but his best passages may occur 
almost anywhere, and include such phrasing as this 
that echoes along the vau l t ing of the senses : 

" He who hath l ived in this country, can enjoy no 
distant one. He breathes here another air ; he lives 
more life ; a brighter sun invigorates his studies, and 
serener stars influence his repose. Barbary hath also 
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the blessing of climate ; and al though I do not desire 
to be there again, I sometimes feel a k ind of regret 
at leaving i t . A bell warbles the more mellifluously 
in the air when the sound of the stroke is over, and 
when another swims out from underneath i t , and 
pants upon the element that gave i t b i r t h . In like 
manner the recollection of a th ing is frequently more 
pleasing than the actuali ty ; what is harsh is dropped 
in the space between." 

Landor might have told more of himself i f he had 
been less sharply aware of himself and had cared less 
to support an ideal disdain wh ich we cannot whol ly 
admire ; bu t he is s t i l l an essayist of the true personal 
order, st i l l the self-portrayer, w i t h a restless wor ld 
sinking into sullen cloud behind his briefly t ran­
qui l l ized f igure. 

But injustice w i l l yet be done if we pursue this 
light-heeled journey w i t h no more than an unre­
flecting glance at Mat thew A r n o l d , and forget the 
sallies that shook, or at least vexed, the intellectual 
w o r l d of fifty years ago. A r n o l d enjoyed the air of 
dispute and was never so happy as in asserting that 
others were wrong and foolish and perturbed about 
nothing, and thus he hangs half-way between the 
cr i t ical and the personal, friendlier than he cares to 
show, yet guarding his inward flame somewhat too 
jealously from the casual breath of others. A n d in 
speaking of A r n o l d , as of Walter Pater, the reference 
is l ikely to sound purely and completely one of per­
sonal fondness, the regard for Pater especially being 
grounded par t ly upon a sympathy w i t h his general 
aesthetic att i tude, and par t ly upon an admira t ion of 
his silent, smouldering passion of English prose. The 
sympathy and the admira t ion alike are nourished by 
" Sebastian V a n Storck " and the rest of his Imaginary 
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Portraits, as wel l as those many essays, long or short, 
f rom Marius to the ch i ld in the house, wherein Pater 
is disclosing, in subdued and burn ing hue, the 
movement of his sense-exalted, sense-confounded 
spirit. 

These I cannot linger over ; they are chiefly 
essayists of the imaginat ive division, and when they 
touch crit icism it is of the order that a few stern 
readers abhor and most admire, being a result of the 
confronting of their own and their subjects' per­
sonalities, the opposition of their stars or the con­
junc t ion of their loves. Precisely the same th ing is 
to be seen in others of their t ime and later, in Coventry 
Patmore and Alice Meyne l l , and in certain l iv ing 
writers who practise an honoured art and remember 
that it is an art, a service, and a d i g n i t y — I refer to 
Mr George Moore and Mr M a x Beerbohm ; and in 
speaking of these latter writers, I remember first of 
a l l that they have achieved felicity irrespective of a 
lucky choice of subject. L ike a dim-silked, dark-hued 
Manda r in , moving amid the strange confusion of an 
Occidental procession, " M a x " keeps a fine reserve 
that is itself more expressive than others" loquacity, 
and achieves the last dist inction by forbearance, 
elision, and a c iv i l avoidance of paunchy superfluity. 
But Mr M o o r e — I f ind no single simili tude for h i m . 
The chameleon is not more changeable, the snake 
w i t h his annual sloughing of faded vesture is not more 
subtly renewed, the cock that crows against the sun 
lifts no prouder head, the stoat has not slyer mot ion , 
the kestrel no more watchful eye nor idler-seeming 
pose, the wandering mew no lonelier note nor her 
shadow a briefer visi tat ion, than Mr George Moore 
in the abundant prose that began, for our purpose, 
in Essays and Opinions and grew perfect a generation 

R 
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later in Avowals. To gloat over these, co-rivals and 
t w i n incomparables, wou ld be to forgo the pleasure 
of pondering even a br ief w o r d upon others of our 
day who, l ike them, have given of their best to this 
w i n n i n g and wanton form : wanton, it may be called, 
because it is the peculiar form in which the m i n d 
independently roams, sinks and soars, and pursues 
its delightful porpoise-way through terr i tor ia l waters. 
The essayist that lately died w i t h W. H. Hudson is 
an example of one k ind , the essayist that continually 
renews a sprightly youth in Mr Saintsbury is another 
k ind , and between the two there are how many con­
temporaries, cr i t ical or imaginative, strict or desultory, 
for whose lightest page we are a l l grateful. Hudson 
identified himself w i t h his subject and thereby the 
more completely and purely expressed himself ; Mr 
Saintsbury, in his Scrap Books (for example) of the 
last few years, has given us something almost unique 
in its careless fulness, its readiness of resource, its 
Johnsonian echo of humorous and sane dogmatism. 

V 

But here the boldest of writers must pause, when 
he finds himself among contemporaries who are 
pla inly of the elect company of their predecessors, 
and especially if he has looked even a l i t t le cr i t ical ly 
at some and indulgently at others, avowing thereby 
his own likings more than any abstract standard of 
judgment. The phrase used by a modern poet, Mr 
W. H. Davies, " short men that sit t a l l , " may be 
adopted to describe the aspiring humbleness that 
befits such a wri ter , as he looks out upon his w o r l d . 
Thorns outline the fields, and there is indeed as much 
of rebuke as of s t imulat ion in the view, sting and 
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sweetness equally palpable. But no man can be for­
bidden the indulgence of his own thoughts, and 
cri t icism is subdued in pleasure when the English 
essay is followed f rcm the t ime of Queen Elizabeth 
down 10 our own v i v i d and voracious day. If plea­
sure is then my only excuse, it may be stated boldly 
that no other is needed and a cat may st i l l look at a 
k ing if only he refrain from snarling at kingship and 
kingdoms ; a task or pastime for wh ich I have not 
the least incl inat ion. 

My simple theme, then, reiterated to tediousness 
bu t now concluded, is that the mere egotism of the 
author, freely confessed or subtly dissembled, forms 
the chief delight of the English essay. Musing upon 
his own thoughts and instincts, upon whatever in 
himself is powerful though inarticulate, upon his own 
passions and humours, the true essayist awakes in his 
readers the admira t ion of a soldier for his captain, 
the fondness of a lover for his last beloved. I n t i ­
macies stir and r u n out beneath the common soil, 
experience rains down and quickens the roots, and 
the thoughts of the author at length become the 
thoughts of the reader, his passions become our pas­
sions, his humours ours, his virtues and follies ours ; 
for the ma in concern of any reader is w i t h the author 
himself, and there is no bond so secure, no l ink so 
unrusting, as this that gleams between them. The 
li terature of the last hundred years has seen the 
t r i u m p h of the novel, vast satrapies overrun and a 
border-war w i t h science beginning, l ike that deadly 
Flanders war of trench and gas ; and the essay has 
been left unattempted by alert spirits that migh t have 
won . Nevertheless, the essay lives and thrives. Re­
suming metaphor for the last t ime it may be said that, 
l ike a huge oak, whose guttered t runk and fungus'd 
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shoulder darkens the hi l l , the English novel stands 
boldly yet, his thin hair shaking in the cold winds ; 
but the essay is like a thicket, changing and never 
dying, with dusks and deeps within, refuge of birds 
and shy wild beasts, home of strange and fr.iiiliar 
voices. 

From "English Portraits and Essays " 
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M O V I N G A L I B R A R Y : J . C. Squire 

i . Discuss the best method of housing a pr ivate l ib ra ry 
consisting of about two thousand volumes. 

2. Condense this essay in to a sentence of not more than 
fifteen words in length. 

3. Comment upon Mr Squire's hankering for some sort 
o f chronological order. M e n t i o n any predilections of your 
o w n in the matter of ar ranging books. 

4. Discuss the appropriateness of the easy, famil iar style 
of this essay. 

5. M e n t i o n any notewor thy points of expression in the 
fol lowing sentence : 

Journey after journey, as monotonously regular as the 
progresses of a train round the Inner Circle: upstairs 
empty-handed, and downstairs creeping wi th a decrepit 
crouch, a tall , crazy, dangerously bulging column of books 
wedged between my two hands and the indomitable point 
of my chin. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fo l lowing subjects : 
(i) On the mood which is expressed by the ejacula­

tion, " Civilization ! Pah ! " 
(ii) On Dusting One's Books, 

(hi) On Being Systematic. 

A S K I N G Q U E S T I O N S : George A. Birmingham 

1. W r i t e on the subject, " S o m e Questions I should L i k e 
to Ask." 

2. Discuss the assertion tha t " there is no th ing easier, 
few things pleasanter, t han denouncing other people's 
vices." 

263 
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3. Make a list of other useful foreign words or phrases for 
which, like questionnaire, there is no English equivalent. 

4. Suppose that the official had noticed that " a school­
room far bigger than the Albert Hal l " had shrunk " in the 
course of a year to the size of an American tourist's trunk." 
Write down the conversation that took place between him 
and a fellow-official as they endeavoured to elucidate the 
mystery. 

5. Describe an examination in which the examiners were 
compelled to answer their own questions. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) The Wastepaper-basket. 

(ii) Questions and Answers. 
(iii) Statistics. 

T H E A R T OF D R A W I N G : A. P. Herbert 

1. Write on " The Ar t of Verse-making," treating the 
subject in a fashion similar to that which Mr Herbert has 
used here. 

2. Discuss the following assertion in the spirit in which it 
was made : " Singing is very easy. Drawing, though, is 
much more difficult." 

3. Mention other devices for whiling away the time 
during tedious speeches. Specify your own favourite 
method. 

4. Address a note of gentle remonstrance to a prosaic 
friend who has said that he can see nothing funny in this 
essay ; that those who sit on committees should attend 
strictly to business ; and that, in any case, this is not the 
way to learn to draw. 

5. Following Mr Herbert's method, make a drawing of 
a man and write underneath a character-sketch of the 
person represented. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) On Attempting the Impossible, 
(ii) Pencils, 

(iii) Some Diversions. 
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GRASSHOPPERS : George Saintsbury 

1. Elucidate the references to Mr Tupman, Mr Preacher, 
and the albatross. 

2. Under the title of " A Confession " give an account 
of some youthful exploit of your own, taking care to state 
the consequences as far as you have been able to observe 
them. 

3. Explain what you think the author meant by saying 
that " children are awful frauds." 

4. The shop kept by Mr Blissett the gunmaker evidently 
had a considerable fascination for our author. Describe any 
establishment which you yourself find it difficult to resist. 

5. " I s there any greater book than Ecclesiastes ? " asks 
Mr Saintsbury. Give your own answer to his question. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) Birthday Presents, 

(ii) Things that will Happen, 
(iii) Of Digressions. 

T H E APOTHEOSIS O F D O U G H 
Basil Macdonald Hastings 

1. With all his playfulness and ready wit the author 
gives you a very clear idea of the various processes involved 
in bread-making on a large scale. In the same vein try 
to describe the making of some other familiar object. 

2. Discuss the argument in the last paragraph of this 
essay. 

3. Mr Macdonald Hastings owns to having " a greengage 
mind." Write a paragraph on " Jams," giving your own 
preference. 

4. The author's ideal is made up of two crusty loaves, some 
butter, cheese, and ale—all in a cottage near a wood. This 
would probably not suit you in every particular. Mention 
any alterations which you would like made in this picture 
to suit yourself. 
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r. 

5. M e n t i o n some l i t t l e touches in this essay w h i c h reveal 
the fact that Mr Macdona ld Hastings is a keen observer. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 
(i) In Praise of Doughnuts. 

(ii) The Adventures of a Rol l . 
(iii) On Eating One's Cake and Having it Too. 

T H E M A L I G N A N T C O I N : " The Londoner " 

1. " Y o u r far thing is l ike a cock-sparrow for pertness." 
T r y to devise effective similes for the penny, the threepenny 
b i t , the half-crown, and the golden sovereign. 

2. W r i t e a paragraph describing " the days of peace, 
when there was gold coinage in Eng land . " 

3. F r o m your own experience or f rom your reading 
compile a list of " A w k w a r d Situations." 

4 . Wr i t e in defence of the maligned far thing in reply to 
the attack made by " T h e Londoner . " 

5. It seems as though it were held unlucky for a woman to 
buv goods at two shillings ; the ticket must be for one 
shilling and elevenpence three farthings. 

A d d your own comments. 
6. Wr i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 

(i) Lost Property, 
(ii) Of Trifles, 
(iii) On Losing a Tra in . 

F E Z : Philip Guedalla 

1. Note how skilfully Mr Guedalla uses the effect of 
contrast. He begins by describing the beat of the d r u m , 
but this is only to b r ing out in sharp relief the silence of the 
c i ty . T h i n k of similar examples in l i terature, and cite one 
of the most effective. 

2. Comment on the use made of personification in this 
essay. 

3. Exp la in briefly the fol lowing terms : minarets, muezzin, 
plainsong, fezzes, flintlocks. 
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4. Elucidate, i f you can, Mr Guedalla's references to M. 
Pierre Loti and M. Bakst. 

5. Say how far the picture of Fez, as it is drawn here, 
attracts you. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) Street Noises, 

(ii) Description of a Town. 
(iii) A Procession. 

D R O W N E D B E L L S : " V" (Mrs J, L. Garvin) 

1. Point out passages which show Mrs Garvin's keenness 
of observation. 

2. Comment upon the pen-picture in the first paragraph, 
and mention one or two other notable bits of description 
with which you have met in the course of your reading. 

3. Give the source of the quotation in " So in their way, 
they * suffer a sea-change into something rich and strange.' " 

4. Explain the allusion to Hamlet in the last paragraph. 
5. Comment on the effect of the epithets * cherubic ' and 

gay ' in that same paragraph. 
6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 

(i) Ships and Windmills, 
(ii) Relics of the Past, 

(iii) A Pen-picture. 

A S U N D A Y IN D O N E G A L : Stephen Gwynn 

1. In 1711 Joseph Addison wrote in The Spectator : 
I am always very pleased with a country Sunday, and think, 
if keeping holy the seventh day were only a human institu­
tion, it would be the best method that could have been 
thought of for the polishing and civilizing of mankind. 
It is certain the country people would soon degenerate into 
a kind of savages and barbarians, were there not such 
frequent returns of a stated time, in which the whole village 
meet together with their best faces, and in their cleanliest 
habits, to converse with one another upon indifferent 
subjects, hear their duties explained to them, and join 
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together in adoration of the Supreme Being. Sunday clears 
away the rust of the whole week, not only as it refreshes in 
their minds the notions of religion, but as it puts both the 
sexes upon appearing in their most agreeable forms, and 
exerting all such qualities as are apt to give them a figure in 
the eye of the village. 

Compare this w i t h the ideas expressed in Mr Gwynn 's 
essay, and give a general summing-up of the si tuat ion. 

2. Discuss the author's assertion that " W h a t the European 
countries generally sacrifice, by choosing to wear far-off 
imitat ions of wha t is w o r n in L o n d o n and Paris, cannot be 
counted ." 

3. Quote examples to show the author's keenness of 
observation. 

4. Give an alternative t i t le to this essay. 
5 . Comment upon Mr Gwynn 's style, and show how i t is 

admirab ly suited to the subject. 
6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 

(i) The Vagaries of Fashion, 
(ii) Where Men do Congregate, 

(iii) The Tale of a Certain Sunday. 

O N A N I R I S H H I L L : " v # " {George W . Russell) 

1. Observe par t icu la r ly the d ic t ion of this essay. T h e 
author has a happy knack of f inding the r igh t w o r d . Quote 
one or two s t r iking instances. 

2. In Izaak Walton 's Life of Dr John Donne we read that 
he (Donne) " had fourteen advowsons of several benefices 
presented to h i m : bu t they were in the country , and he 
could not leave his beloved L o n d o n . " Contrast this poin t 
of v iew w i t h that w h i c h is presented in this essay, and 
express your o w n feelings on the subject. 

3. Comment on the significance of the qual i fy ing phrase, 
' I w o u l d not d w e l l too far f rom m e n . " 

4. Read The Lake Isle of Innisfree by W. B. Yeats. T h e 
author here refers to Mr Yeats as " our greatest poet ." 
W r i t e a paragraph compar ing the poem w i t h this essay. 
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5. Note the musical effect w h i c h is given to the prose by 
the skilful use of proper names. Give other instances 
d r a w n f rom your o w n reading. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fo l lowing subjects : 
(i) A Townsman's Apology, 

(ii) Magic and Mystery, 
(iii) Things Seen and Heard. 

N E W Y O R K : Charles Whibley 

1. T h e t e rm * pathetic fallacy ' has been used for the 
device by w h i c h poets and descriptive writers transfer 
their o w n feelings and ideas to the things w h i c h they are 
contemplat ing. We have an example f rom Kingsley's 
ba l lad The Sands of Dee where he refers to " the cruel , 
c rawl ing foam." Quote an instance d r a w n f rom the 
present essay. 

2. Give an example to i l lustrate the assertion tha t " the 
towns of the O l d W o r l d have alternations of penury and 
affluence." 

3. Comment upon each of the fo l lowing : 
(i) " The uselcssness of uncultured dollars." 

(ii) " The unsightliest railroad that human ingenuity 
has ever contrived." 

(iii) " That rather dismal thing called ' material 
progress.' " 

(iv) " A tea-party at Boston." 
4. Discuss the statement : 

Why men worship Speed, a demon who lies in wait to 
destroy them, it is impossible to understand. It would be 
as wise and as profitable to worship Sloth. 

5. Give the outlines of an imaginary conversation on the 
subject of this essay in w h i c h Mr Whib ley , a New Yorker-, 
and yourself a l l take a par t . 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fo l lowing subjects : 
(i) The Folly of Display, 

(ii) The Age of Noise, 
(i i i) Time-saving Devices. 
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T H E SHOPS A N D TAVERNS OF P I C C A D I L L Y 
G. S. Street 

1. You may remember that in Vanity Fair Thackeray 
ironically refers to the selling of goods by retail as " a 
shameful and infamous practice, meriting the contempt 
and scorn of all real gentlemen," and here Mr Street speaks 
of the prejudice against trade as " quite a modern sort of 
snobbishness." Can you discover any evidence that feeling 
on this subject is changing at the present time ? 

2. Do you consider that the useful is necessarily a little 
humdrum ? 

3. Write a brief biography of any one of the notable 
persons mentioned in this essay. 

4. Say which of the establishments described by Mr 
Street appeals to you as being most inviting. Give your 
reasons. 

5. Mr Street quotes with approval the saying that " the 
English have grown more reserved in manner, and certainly 
have grown more to a pattern." Give your own ideas on 
this subject. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) Snobs, 

(ii) A Town Street, 
(iii) Mutual Admiration Societies. 

SUNSET F R O M T H E GATE OF B A I D A R I 
Stephen Graham 

1. " I t was at on the that I saw the most 
wonderful sunset I have ever known." Complete the sen­
tence for yourself, and proceed to give a brief description. 

2. Observe the effect of the motor-coach as it breaks 
into the midst of the beautiful scene described by Mr 
Graham, enhancing by force of contrast its peace and 
serene glory. Describe a painting where a similar effect 
is produced. 

3. Say what you think Mr Graham means when he speaks 
of " the sea's question." 
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4. Try to explain why the pen-pictures in this essay 
are so effective. 

5. Comment on Mr Graham's use of colour. 
6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 

(i) A Night Scene, 
(ii) The Pleasures of Tramping. 

(iii) The Man who said, " God help anyone who gets 
left behind at Baidari." 

N I A G A R A : John Masefield 

1. Comment upon Mr Masefield's use of similes, and 
quote three which seem to you to be particularly effective. 

2. " I . could have watched the place for hours and days 
and months." With these words begin the description of the 
most fascinating place you have ever visited. 

3. Quote from the essay an instance of repetition, and 
say whether you consider that its use is justified in this case. 

4. Write a paragraph commenting on Mr Masefield's 
choice of words. You wi l l notice that he does not hesitate 
to use words in an unorthodox way so as to produce the 
exact effect which he requires. Give examples. 

5. Discuss the assertion that Captain Webb should not 
have been allowed to attempt the feat of swimming Niagara. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) Anticipation and Realization, 
(ii) Sightseeing, 

(iii) Places I should like to Visit. 

R O U N D E T N A : Osbert Sitwell 

1. Describe the place of which you could say, as Mr 
Sitwell says of Catania, that it is "a city to visit—but not 
to stay i n . " 

2. Discuss the assertion, " I have never yet met reptile 
or insect that failed to rouse my loathing." 

3. Say whether you think Acireale would attract you as 
a place in which to spend your next holiday. Give reasons. 
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4. " Those people who come to the slopes of Etna from 
England and America in order to play tennis or golf must 
be very unpleasant mental-defectives." Give your own 
views on this subject. 

5. Explain briefly the following terms as applied to 
architecture : Greek, Saracenic, Byzantine, Norman, 
Gothic, Renaissance, Baroque, Rococo, Empire. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) My Idea of Utopia, 

(ii) Conversation, 
(iii) Towns that Irritate, 

A B O U T HAPPINESS : Hubert Bland 

1. Define * platitude ' and ' paradox,' and give the best 
examples of each that you can find. 

2. Comment upon the author's easy, familiar style. 
Mention any other writers you know who have similar 
characteristics. 

3. Discuss the assertion that " Music . . . is an art which 
doth make humbugs of us a l l . " 

4. Say what you think of Mr Bland's ideas on the subject 
of happiness. 

5. Write a paragraph on the subject of " Happiness," 
beginning with the phrase " Of course." 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) Popularity, 

(ii) Classical Music, 
(iii) On Taking Cold Baths. 

ON D O I N G N O T H I N G : J. B. Priestley 

1. Describe what you consider to be the ideal way of 
spending one's time in a " spell of really warm weather." 

2. Make a list of all the people whom Mr Priestley 
mentions in this essay, and say what you know about each 
of them. 
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3. Give your own opinion of the assertion that " A l l the 

evil in this world is brought about by persons who are 
always up and doing." 

4. Try your own hand at the sonnet of which Mr Priestley 
has given you the first line. 

5. Give a conjectural reply to this essay made by Mr 
Selfridge, and follow it with a rejoinder from Mr Priestley. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) The Art of Lounging, 

(ii) Of Busyness, 
(iii) A Moorland Scene. 

L E T T E R - W R I T I N G : W. R. Inge 

1. Give an account of the sort of letter that you would like 
to receive by the next post. 

2. Mr Havelock Ellis has said that " Progress is the ex­
change of one nuisance for another nuisance." Discuss this 
in connexion with the use of telephone and typewriter. 

3. Note the humorous touches in this essay, and comment 
on one or two that particularly please you. 

4. Discuss the assertion that " time-saving inventions 
have much to answer for in shortening our leisure." 

5. Give suitable replies (a) to a friend who has written 
you a long letter in which you are able to decipher two 
words only, viz., 'hard u p ' and * money'; (b) to another 
friend who habitually answers by return of post and so 
keeps you always in the state of owing him a letter. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) On Being Spiteful, 

(ii) On Writing to the Newspapers. 
(iii) Some Famous Letters. 

ON BEING H A R D UP : Jerome K. Jerome 

1. Say what you think of the assertion that " Being poor 
is a mere trifle. It is being known to be poor that is the 
sting." 

S 
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2. Note the author's fondness for successions of short 

sentences. Say what you think is the effect of this, and 
mention other writers who employed the same device. 

3. Say what you think of the appropriateness of calling 
Time : " that wonderful old homoeopathic doctor." 

4. Write what you consider to be a fitting reply to some 
one who has asked you for the loan of a ' fiver.' 

5. Observe the artful and effective opening which the 
author employs in this essay. Give one or two other good 
examples that occur to you. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) On Making Things Do. 

(ii) Manners. 
(iii) On Being Original. 

T H E T O Y T H E A T R E : Gerald Bullett 

1. Find out all you can about Oliver Wendell Holmes's 
Autocrat, and write a paragraph on the subject. 

2. Discuss Mr Bullett's dictum that " Sincerity . . . is the 
most difficult and delicate of all the arts." 

3. Say whether you are able to agree with the assertion 
that " You are a Toy Theatre, a travelling show, a variety 
entertainment." 

4. Recall Stevenson's Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde and any 
other instance of dual or multiple personality that occurs 
to you, and discuss them briefly in the light of this essay. 

5. Mention some notable hypocrites, either of history or 
of fiction, and say what you can in their defence. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) On Enjoying Oneself. 
(ii) Essay-writing, 

(iii) On Being " all things to all men." 
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H O M E F O R T H E H O L I D A Y S : J . 7 . S t Loe Strachey 

1. Comment on the statement that 
It is the charm—or, as a misanthrope would say, the curse— 
of boyhood never to be able to do anything in the way that 
it is done by the rest of the world. 

2. Support or attack the suggestion that boys are an 
unmit iga ted nuisance. 

3. Compi le a list of comparat ively harmless occupations 
for a wet August that m i g h t reasonably be expected to 
appeal to a schoolboy. 

4. Exp la in wha t the author means when he says : 
Wi th boys who go to Day-schools it is quite possible to 
arrapge a modus vivendi without making them unduly good 
and quiet. But the holidays of the boy at the Boarding-
school have too much of the nature of a Saturnalia to make 
them pleasant for parents. 

5. Three boys have re turned to school after a riotous 
summer vacation. Give the fol lowing letters that were 
wr i t t en to celebrate this event : 

(i) Their father to his brother in India, 
(ii) Their sister to her school-friend, 

(iii) The housemaid to her mother, 
(iv) One of the boys to his mother. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 
(i) Schoolboy Honour, 

(ii) On Going Back to School, 
(iii) Boarding-schools v. Day-schools. 

ON G O I N G B A C K : Gerald Gould 

1. Note carefully the l ine of poetry wh ich Mr Gou ld says 
doesn't seem to scan. Say wha t y o u yourself th ink about 
i t , and t ry to find rhymes for ' Ox fo rd . ' 

2. " Some day I ' l l go back to " F i l l in the blank 
for yourself, and just i fy your determinat ion. 

S 2 
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3. Discuss Mr Gould's assertion that " One cannot go 

back ; but one can do no harm by remembering.'' 
4. Give a conversation between your Present Self and 

your Future Self as you think you may be twenty years 
hence. 

5. (i) History repeats itself. 
(ii) The human imagination cannot conceive a pre­

cise repetition of anything. 
State briefly your own views on this subject, giving as 

many illustrations as you can. 
6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 

(i) Youth, 
(ii) Imagination, 

(iii) The Good Old Ways. 

A S E N T I M E N T A L J O U R N E Y : Ivor Brown 

1. Discuss the statement that " these last five and twenty 
years have altered the world more than most." Mention 
other similar periods in which great alterations have taken 
place. 

2. Say what you consider to be the greatest change which 
you yourself have observed. 

3. Comment upon the assertion that " To go in search of 
one's youth is to have done with the nonsense preached 
with a sublime eloquence by Wordsworth in his Ode on the 
Intimations of Immortality" 

4. Describe a real or imaginary sentimental journey of 
your own. 

5. Discuss the author's choice of adjectives and parti­
cularly the following examples : 

The owls have gone from the quivering pinewood ; no heron 
flaps its pondering course along the burn. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) Disillusionment. 

(ii) On Not Being Able to See the Wood for the Trees, 
(iii) Looking Backward, 



EXERCISES 277 

L O N D O N I N A U G U S T : Alec Waugk 

1. Give your o w n ideas on the subject of the best way of 
spending August . 

2. Exp la in fu l ly wha t the author means when he speaks 
of " that par t icular note of gratif ied commiseration which 
we reserve for our friends' misfortunes." 

3. Comment upon the statement that 
For nine-tenths of the year London life, wi th its noise and 
colour and animation, is like a story by DostoiefTsky. In 
August it is like a story by Turgenev, still and calm and 
deep. 

4. Discuss the assertion that " in London we meet too 
many people to be in t imate w i t h more than a very few." 

5 . Give an account of wha t you yourself w o u l d do i f you 
were forced to spend your next hol iday at home. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 
(i) On Having Too Much of a Thing, 

(ii) Friends and Acquaintances, 
(iii) On Making the Best of a Bad Job. 

A W A R S P R I N G I N H Y D E P A R K : James Milne 

1. Give the name of a poet who lost his life in the Great 
War , and say something about his work . 

2. Define a sonnet. W h a t do y o u suppose Mr M i l n e 
means by saying that "sonnets are always wel l - in ten­
t ioned " ? 

3. Give some account of the m a i n functions of the Office 
of Works. 

4 . Mr M i l n e calls H y d e Park the f ines t park in the w o r l d . 
Name one or two other famous parks w h i c h m i g h t have 
some c la im to dispute the t i t le w i t h i t . 

5. Give the outlines of an argument between the w i l d 
bluebell and the cul t iva ted hyac in th . 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fo l lowing subjects : 
(i) Spring Flowers, 

(ii) Economy, 
(i i i) Compensations. 
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S E P T E M B E R I T I S : R. S. Hooper 

i . T a k i n g Mr Hooper 's study o f September a s a model , 
give your o w n impressions of one of the eleven remaining 
months. 

2 . W r i t e d o w n your candid opin ion of the English 
cl imate. 

3. M a k e a comparison of spring and au tumn . 

4. Prescribe some cures for Septemberitis. 

5. Say w h i c h you consider to be the best hol iday m o n t h , 
and give reasons. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 

(i) St Luke's Summer. 
(ii) On Being neither One Thing nor the Other, 

(hi) Of Draughts. 

O C T O B E R T R E E S A N D F L O W E R S 
/ / . J. Massingham 

1. Y o u are given the choice of twelve books for a bedside 
shelf. Give your list of titles, and add comments jus t i fy ing 
your choice. 

2. Exp la in the fu l l significance of the words i tal icized in 
the fo l lowing sentence : 

The sallows in the hedgerows and thickets are studded wi th 
the silvery ' palm ' catkins in their yellowish-green sheaths, 
climbing every branchlet, while most of the hazels swing 
theirs. 

3. Make a list of those trees and plants mentioned in the 
essay w h i c h you are able to recognize when you see them. 

4 . Say what you th ink Mr Massingham means by saying 
that " October is hung w i t h beads and earrings and em­
broidery, l ike a gipsy m a i d . " 

5. E x p l a i n the allusions in the essay to the fol lowing 
proper names: Linnaeus, Excal ibur , Gerarde, C h i r o n , 
Mar iana . 
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6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 

(i) My Favourite Month , 
(ii) Colour, 

(iii) An Autumn Ramble. 

L I K E S A N D D I S L I K E S : James Agate 

i . After y o u have read the author's frank statement of 
his likings compile a similar list for yourself. 

2 . Say wha t manner of m a n you th ink Mr Agate must 
be, j u d g i n g f rom his avowal of likes and dislikes. 

3. Compi le a list of twelve words whose sound pleases 
you. 

4. Elucidate the statement " it seemed as though the 
Prince w o u l d never be K i n g . " 

5. Discuss the assertion that " life is never as exquisite 
nor as tragic as it appears on the surface. , , 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 

(i) Pet Aversions, 
(ii) Ennui. 

(iii) Saturday Afternoon. 

O N H A V I N G F A V O U R I T E S : Allan Monkhouse 

1. " By a l l means let us have our favourites, but don ' t 
let us treat them as subjects for pe t r i fac t ion ." W h a t 
exactly does Mr Monkhouse mean by this qual i f icat ion? 

2. D r a w up a list of rules for reviewers. 

3. Give an account of your favourite authors. 

4. W r i t e two br ie f reviews, one of a book wh ich you have 
read recently and m u c h enjoyed, and another of a book 
w h i c h you t r ied to read, but found not to your l i k i n g . 

5. Discuss the statement that " We are fixed, we are not 
open-minded enough, and yet perhaps it is worse to be too 
fluid." 
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6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 

(i) The Disadvantages of Enthusiasm, 
(ii) My Favourite Books, 

(iii) The Sanctity of Classics. 

T I M E , P L A C E , A N D B O O K : Thomas Burke 

i . Say wha t you th ink o f the assertion that the " su r ­
roundings must be in contrast to the soir i t of the book." 

2. W r i t e a letter to a fr iend who always ' wolfs * nis books 
instead o f ' tasting ' them. 

3 . Bearing in m i n d Mr Burke's injunctions, prescribe 
suitable books for each of the fo l lowing : 

(i) A friend who is travelling across the Sahara, 
(ii) Another who is spending August in town, 

(iii) A third who lives in a secluded village and never 
comes to town. 

4. W r i t e d o w n the titles of a l l the books mentioned by 
Mr Burke w h i c h you have read, and say briefly wha t you 
th ink o f them. 

5. W r i t e a letter to the author of this essay commending 
to his notice a book, not mentioned by h i m , w h i c h you have 
read recently and thoroughly enjoyed. State at the same 
t ime the sort of setting wh ich you consider essential to the 
fu l l appreciation of the book. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fol lowing subjects : 
(i) On Reading at the Seaside, 

(ii) Books that Bore Me. 
(iii) Bookworms. 

F A B L E S A N D F O L K - L O R E : Pamela Grey 

1. Rete l l an o ld story w h i c h teaches the beauty of 
kindness. 

2. Give some account of the story in wh ich you took 
most del ight when you were young. 

3. W h a t reply w o u l d you make to the assertion that the 
w o r l d was a happier place before books were known ? 
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4. W h i c h w o u l d you rather do—read a story for yourself 
or listen as it is to ld by another ? Give reasons. 

5. Show how the wr i t e r justifies her assertion that " In 
one sense folk-lore is religious teaching." 

6. W y t e an essay on one of the fo l lowing subjects : 
(i) The Charm of an Old Story, 

(ii) " There is nothing new under the sun." 
(iii) Ballads. 

C I N D E R E L L A : Robert Blatchford 

1. Endeavour to supply the need w h i c h Mr Blatchford 
indicates, and wr i t e the story of the Glass Slipper as to ld by 
Cinderella's elderly, ugly sister. 

2. Take some other unpopular side and champion it as 
Mr Blatchford has done here. Shylock may be suggested 
i f no other idea occurs to you . 

3. W h a t does the author reveal of himself in this essay ? 
4. Exp la in the significance of the fact that the elder sister 

was reading Baedeker whi le the younger was reading 
Swinburne. 

5. Give the page f rom the elder sister's d ia ry for the day 
on w h i c h Mr Blatchford observed her. 

6. W r i t e an essay on one of the fo l lowing subjects : 
(i) The Vagaries of Fortune, 

(ii) Of Lost Causes, 
(iii) " Whosoever hath, to h im shall be given." 

T H E H I S T O R Y O F T H E C L O T H E S W E W E A R 
Dion Clayton Calthrop 

1. Discuss the assertion that " We look l ike so many clerks 
hesitating between mourn ing and v u l g a r i t y . " 

2. Describe the costume w h i c h you th ink w o u l d suit 
you best for a fancy-dress ba l l . 

3. Exp la in to a novice the art of ty ing a necktie. 
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4. Give briefly the origin of each of the following : 

(i) The buttons on a coat cuff, 
(ii) The coster's bell-bottomed trousers. 
(iii) A footman's shoulder-knots. 
(iv) The buttons at the back of the frock-coat, 
(v) The embroidery on the backs of gloves. 

(vi) The band on the seams of dress-trousers. 

5. Write what purports to be a contemporary account of 
the appearance of the first silk hat. 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects : 
(i) The Bowler Hat. 

(ii) Clothes as a Reflection of Character, 
(iii) The Tragi-comedy of Old Photographs. 

T H E ENGLISH ESSAYIST : John Freeman 

1. Say what you think of the assertion that " After three 
centuries we should be little engrossed in any writer who 
is not engrossed in himself.'* 

2. Give some account of what you consider to be the finest 
essay you have ever read. 

3. Make a list of all the essayists whom Mr Freeman 
mentions, omitting all those of whose work you have no 
first-hand knowledge. Arrange the others in order of 
preference. 

4. Discuss the substance of the last paragraph of Mr 
Freeman's essay. 

5. What distinction is to be drawn between a pamphlet 
and an essay ? 

6. Write an essay on one of the following subjects: 
(i) A Great English Essayist, 

(ii) The Charm of Personality, 
(iii) The Contemporary Essay. 
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