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PREFACE

the sundry and manifold changes of the world, our

hearts may surely there be iixed where true joys are to
be found. To recognise a guiding mark above all the tem-
pest and flux of time must bestow an encouraging sense of
security, such as mariners feel when they perceive the flash
of arevolving light, though frequently concealed by waves.
To be sure, opinions differ innumerably as to what may be
true joys, and how they should be approached. The author
of the prayer tells us the way to win them is by loving the
thing which God commands and desiring that which He
promises ; and | suppose that for the author the joys
consisted, not so much in the pleasures of a heaven foreseen
by expectation, but in alove, obedience, and worship that
would illuminate the passing course of hisdaily life. Others
have sought true joys in the pursuit of scientific knowledge,
the, invention of mechanism for speed or manufacture, the
creation of beauty, the service of their country or of man-
kind, and even, they tell us, of devoted love for one par-
ticular person. Some years ago | heard of a Duke who
seemed to have inherited all the advantages possible for a
human being, but declared in the end that eating and
drinking were the only joys both true and permanent.
Indeed, it is obvious that most people who possess wealth
sufficient for a life of pleasure regard the pleasures of such
a life as true joys, for otherwise they would not pursue
them with such absorbing zeal. Whereas for the enormous
majority of people m every country the main pursuit of
their lives is to live.

I HAYV E awayslikedthe Collect which praysthat, among
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And so the objects of the prayer become rather vague,
and, amid such variety of opinion and practice, who shall
decide where those joys are to be found ? Moralists might
tell usthat even the Duke could have discovered joys truer
and more permanent than eating and drinking, if only he
had set himself to some useful or beautiful task, such as
mowing his lawn or singing in the village choir. And once
when, during a great railway strike, | heard that a member
of the House of Lords was milking goats in Hyde Park, |
thought that probably it was the happiest day in his life.
But if the Duke or the Lord were to disagree with the
moralists or myself, who could bring persuasion to change
their minds ? The place where amathematician or inventor
finds hisjoyswould be no place for me, and where the heart
of a chess-player or eard-player is surely fixed, | would
rather die at oncethan live. Sothatintheend| am driven
back upon my own experience in a long life, marked by
sundry and manifold changes, and disturbed by unruly will
and desires.

| have certainly found true joys springing up along the
edges of many different paths, but never for the seeking or
" accordingto plan." Suddenly and unexpectedly they have
appeared. It has been as the poet said, when singing of
love'sincrediblereality :

" Unmoglich scheint immer die Rose,
Uribegreiflich  die  Nachtigal"

But 1 have learnt that unless | was following certain paths,
these true joys never appeared at all. As to what those
paths might be, | must go back to the old Greek definition
of happiness as " The exercise of vital powers along lines of
excellence, in a life affording them scope.” Unless | have
been moving along such a path, all the attendant joys—
love, beauty, and delight in nature—have either disappeared
or havetaken on adull and sickly hue, likeleavesshrivelled
by a cold spring. Indeed, a departure from such paths, or
an obstacle blocking the road, has often been sufficient to
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kill the wayside joys of love, beauty, and delight in nature
altogether.

There must be millions of young men and women who
are now passing through similar experience, and perhaps
some of them would like to hear about the course of a
traveller preceding them. But there are two other reasons
for writing these chapters of memory. Probably to most
people it seems a pity that one's days should pass—yesterday
and yesterday and yesterday—dissolving without* record or
memorial into what Sir Thomas Browne has called "the
uncomfortable night of nothing." Each day of everybody's
life is a miracle, more inexplicable and incalculable than
the daily miracle of sunrise and sunset. To everybody it
brings a commingled host of thoughts, feelings, and emotions
—pains, pleasures, annoyances, anxieties, hopes or disap-
pointments. To everybody, except the few who can afford
to dwell in hermit caves or on the tops of pillars, and who
avail themselves of those advantages, it brings connection
with other people—fellow-workers or fellow-idlers, alies or
enemies, friends or relations. Even for the most torpid, the
day is crowded with sensations ; and even the most energetic
enjoy, | suppose, brief intervals of calm. It is nearly in-
credible that all the vital experiences of to-day will by
to-morrow have become a blank of nonentity, liko the sums
a child washes from a slate, irrevocable as the million ages
before man made himself. It ssems an extravagant waste,
a lamentable squandering. And so a book of memories like
this becomes an attempt to clutch at transitory time before
it whirlsinto oblivion. Itisafond endeavour to retard that
hurrying chariot, to grasp the vanishing shadow, and with
Faust to cry to the moment : " Verweile dock, du hist so
schon! " Or if the moment be not fair but grisly, still one
would not have it blotted out for ever.

And then, as Arthur Ponsonby observes in his " English
Diaries," egoism comes in too. In his Essays, s full of
autobiography, Montaigne tells us he felt a passionate
desire to make himself known. Anyone who has felt a
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mythical reputation growing up around him would like to
strip it off, as one would strip the creepers and crawlers from
an ancient building. In my own casg, for instance, | should
have thought that anyone who knew me would have dis-
cerned that the curses of my life have been shyness, timidity,
hesitation, a weak compliance, and a balance of judgment
tormenting in its exactness. But | have evidence that such
reputation as may have gathered around me appears to be
strangely contrary to the truth. For when my son, the artist,
once applied to the Foreign Office for a visa on his passport,
the official asked him: " Are you related to that man,
Henry Nevinson ? " " He is my father," Richard replied-
" He's a man of very violent opinions, isn't he ? " asked
the official. " Oh dear, no | " said Richard, having known
mo from his childhood ; "he's the mildest of men."
" When | say violent opinions,” the official explained, " |
mean ho doesn't s eye to eye with the man in the street.
Now, does he ?" Only what Ministers call an answer in
the negative was possible, and the visa was refused, but our
language was enriched by an official definition of violence
unsurpassed in precision.

In this record, which includes many people whom | have
known or met, | have been obliged to drop titles and similar
appendages, simply because so many of my friends have won
such distinctions that, like panting time, | toil after them
in vain. | ask them all to excuse my apparent bluntness,
for even if | could follow the heights which they have
reached, the repeated insertion of " (Now Lord So-and-So,
or now K.B.E.) " makes heavy reading.

The two chapters called " A Merchant of London " and
" Sabrina Fair " have appeared in amost the same form in
my book, " Between the Acts" (originally published by
John Murray), and are here included by permission of
Messrs. Duckworth, the present publishers of that book.

H.W.N.

LONDON, 1923
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CHANGES AND CHANGES

CHAPTER |
THE MIDLAND FIELDS

"Lhomme arrve novice & chaqueage de la vie."—CHAMFORT.

heard visitors give to my native town of Leicester was

that it was clean. They always said that, and they
said no more. All that they could see was a collection of
dull streets with little, red-brick, slated houses for the
workers in the hosiery, elastic-web, and boot factories ;
afew old ruins, not very picturesque ; afew old inns and
churches; a Temperance Hall for dreary meetings;, a
pitiful Museum of stuffed birds and Roman " remains " ;
and an unusual number of Nonconformist chapels. The
country around was to them equally uninteresting—a
sluggishlittleriver, hardly distinguishable from the sluggish
little canal with which it was sometimes merged ; monoton-
ous or slightly undulating fields, stretching far away to
north, east, and south, divided by hedgerows with hedgerow
trees, and appreciated by fox hunters alone ; on the west
a few insignificant hills, interspersed with granite quarries
and insignificant coal mines, hardly worththeworking. As
to society ! No wonder our visiting relations always looked
happier and happier as the hour of their departure
approached. | can now imagine the satisfaction with
which they watched their luggage being strapped securely
upon the top of their railway carriage (the custom of those

days), and with what a sigh of relief they sank into their
B

I WAS not borninArcadia. Theonly praise that | ever
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sedts as the train began to move. Like the sweet little
girl who, after tender adieus and embraces to her family
upon the platform, concluding with the wave of damp
pocket handkerchiefs, was heard to sigh as she drew up
the window : " Thank Gord! I'm shut of that |ot! "

No doubt, the town and country were dull, and so were
we. There was a theatre, but we never went to it, well
knowing it to stand upon the road to hell. There were
dances in winter, but we never learnt to dance, for the
devil lurked even in quadrilles. There was a Free Library,
but we never took out i book, though my father was on the
Committee, and when it met, late dinner was at six instead
of five-thirty. Our secular reading was almost limited to
ancient volumes of the " Penny Magazine," and the current
number of the " Sunday at Home," which usually had a
religious story in it besides the page of sermon called " The
Pulnit in the Family." | am not sure that even my father
read that, though he studied the monthly publication very
carefully before turning to less devotional volumes upon
flint implements and other relics of the Stone Age. Which
indeed he loved, for he was a born antiquary, always on the
search for arrow-heads and spear-heads, but never finding
one; any more than he found the bones of Richard I 11,
when the little river was drained beneath Bow Bridge,
where they were reputed to have been thrown ; or the bones
of Cardinal Wolsey among the ruins of the Abbey, where
he certainly died, and is at the present time (spring, 1023),
perhaps, being excavated at last.

The " Arabian Nights" were banned, probably as
"immoral,” though we were never told the shameful
reason. Fairy stories were banned because they were
untrue. In my early teens | bought a Shakespeare in one
volume, but my mother was so full of horror at finding it
that | hid it away. " It is agreatimmoral book," she said
to me, in one of her rare outbursts of feeling; "I know
some people put it next the Bible, but that is mere wicked-
ness" Soon afterwards | ordered a Latin copy of the
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" Imitatio Christi " at a shop in the big market-place. But
the bookseller told my father, and he stopped the order, in
one of his rare outbursts of rage. For the book was Popish,
and hatred of " the Bishop of Rome and all his detestable
enormities " devoured him. It made him forget flint
implements. It blinded him to the beauty of ohurch archi-
tecture, for which, being himself an excellent draughtsman,
he had a deep and natural feeling. He dated the ruin of
England from the Catholic Emancipation Act. He never
crossed the Channel for fear of seeing crucifixes or other
idols, and mixing with the damned' One day, while passing
with him the Catholic church in the New Walk, we were
conscious of a priest standing in the strip of garden. Shud-
dering with painful curiosity, | glanced at a man whose soifl
could not possibly escape being burnt for ever and ever ; but
my father averted his eyes, as | have aways done from an
execution. For he was a sympathetic man, and would run
to comfort any child crying in the street.

He never discussed religious subjects with us, for in the
home circle we did not venture upon subjects at all. But
he would speak of them quite freely with any innkeeper or
commercial traveller we met ; and every waiter or sexton
who had the wit to denounce the Papacy or Ritualistic
practices was sure of a material reward. An even stronger
passion than his hatred of the Papists was his detestation
of the " Puseyites " or " Tractarians,” whom he regarded
as traitors in the camp of the Protestant God. When to the
beautiful old church of St. Mary, which we attended, my
Uncle Tom presented an eagle lectern so placed that the
praying-desk had to be moved sideways, thus enabling the
clergy to turn to the east at the Creed, we stalked out of
our pow for ever, and sought a refuge for spirit and truth in
the most hideous church of Englandthat existed. Lacerated
by savage wrath, my father shut himself up in the dining-
room to write to the local paper upon the abominable
innovation, and for some weeks we all lived tremulously in
a Valley of Shadow. It was almost as bad when the
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Infirmary, of which he was a Governor, put the nurses into
uniform. He at once resigned, dreading lest the matrons
should bo called Sisters (which indeed happened), and
Papish doctrine bo insinuated like a poisonous morphia into
the sick. Yet even in matters religious he was capable of
tolerance. .For when he took me up to Christ Church, we
beheld a venerable figure in Tom Quad being conducted in
scarlet robes to tho Cathedral by another venerable figure
who bore a silver rod with alittle bird on the top. " Now,
| don't much object to that," my father said ; "that is
the old High Church ; so different from these new-fangled
Tractarians." Alas! the more important of those two
venerable figures was Dr. Pusey himself.

| forgot to include among the works of fiction permitted
to us a series of twelve death-bed scenes, called " The
Family Sepulchre,” which we were allowed to read even on
Sunday, because of their edifying nature. For they told us
how in the hour of death the Evangclican Protestant beholds
the heavens open and hears the angels call, while from the
boiling, flaming hell below his feet all the devils, leaving for
a moment their natural prey, clutch at his parting soul in
vain. But what should we want with fiction or any other
book when the Bible always lay open before us, written by
the finger of God Himself, and true in every syllable ? A
cultivated woman recently informed me that she intended
to bring up her children upon the Bible so that they might
acquire what she called a " pure Anglo-Saxon style™
Style! Read the Bible for style! Glory be to God, my
parents had never heard of style! To them the Bible was
the one, the only, the complete message and revelation of
God to man. From " In the beginning " to the last stop of
the " Revelation " there was not a word, not a comma, oven
in the translation, that was not directly inspired. To quote
it irreverently was blasphemy ; to question it was the sin
against the Holy Ghost, that has no forgiveness. No book
might be laid upon a Bible. If a Bible fell to the ground,
there was a hush as though the heavens fell. Every morning
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and evening my father read a chapter to the family and the
three maids, and if one of the giddy girls laughed at some
quaint passage (such as the wiles of Abraham or Jacob),
whither was she only too likely to go ? Every morning we
children had to learn verses from the Psams or Isaiah or
the Sermon on the Mount by heart, and if we did not learn
much beside, why should we ?

We lived in proud and quiet seclusion, as became gentle-
folk on pilgrimage through this brief life to an eternity of
bliss or woe. We were allowed to consort with the families
of clergy (Low church clergy), doctors, and military officers.
But we were heartily glad there was only one family of each
class, numbering nine children all together, and of those we
disliked five. The Vicar of St. Margaret's, it is true, had
four or five children, one of whom was to become stroke of
the Lincoln eight, and the beloved Canon LIoyd Jones, of
Peterborough and Northampton ; and another the well-
known magistrate, writer, and mother of my son, the
painter. But we were not intimate with them because their
father was High Church and put his choir into surplices.
The other inhabitants of the town we divided into vulgar
manufacturers, easy objects of satire, and the " lower
classes," of whom we knew nothing.

Every now and then my father would complain that the
politicians were making the lower classes our masters, and
something inside me would move in blind protest. But we
never discussed the subject, for we avoided all controversial
discussion ; and | think our one connection with the working
people was a Blanket Society, for which my father, my
mother, and, in later times, my sister copied addresses into
vast folios year after year in singularly clear and beautiful
handwriting, worthy to be preserved as an example of
Victorian industry. For the rest, the questions of Labour,
the Trade Union movement, the strikes, the rivalries of
capital and co-operation smouldered around us unobserved
or condemned.

As to public entertainments, we once went to a Panorama
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of Scotland, once to Professor Pepper's Ghost, and onoe to
a real circus, where a man climbed up an inclined spiral
upon a star-spangled globe. But such gaieties were not
repeated. Our three and only regular amusements were :

(1) The Yeomanry review upon the race-course, when
amid general excitement the whole line charged with in-
creasing rapidity at each of three bugle calls.

(2) The Flower Show, aso upon the race-course, smelling
of flowers, fruit, and sawdust, and resounding to the boom
and bang of a military band.

(3) The annual Missionary Meeting, held in the ancient
Guildhall, in which Shakespeare, the immoral writer above
mentioned, was supposed to have acted.

J remember no other entertainment until | was nearly
grown up, when Mendelssohn's Oratorios were introduced
in the Temperance Hall.

In such surroundings, childhood might seem to some
people dull and unhappy, but mine was far from dull, far
from unhappy. The very strictness provided moments of
excitement, as when my ungoverned rage drove the nurse-
maid downstairs crying, " Please, Mum, Master 'Enery's
got histantrums again! " And somehow romance crept in.
On most days my mother sent me on errands into the town,
and 1 scudded through the streets at full gallop, partly in
pride of speed, but chiefly because | was a secret messenger
bearing orders of deadly import. From the earliest years
| was possessed by a passionate longing, not so much for
solitude asfor the wilderness. A versein one of our numerous

hymns ran :
" Could | but find some cave unknown
Where human foot had never trod.
Yet theie | should not be alone,
On every side there ivaidd be God."

To the last two lines 1 was indifferent, but | loved the
first two, repeating them to myself as a wish instead of a
condition. For the same reason | loved the line " O'er
moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent,” for we used to sing
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that hymn, not being aware of its dangerous authorship.
My mother used to say, " | know you'll be a hermit and
live among the rocks," and no lot seemed to me more
enviable, except perhaps a wandering tinker's. So when at
last it was decided that the Bible was insufficient knowledge
for this Vale of Tears, and | was sent to a curate for Latin,
Greek, and spelling, | readily joined agang for the destruction
of windows and gas-lamps, imagining myself a freebooter or
march-trooper. The curate himself was partly responsible
for this perilous element of romance, for he lent me all the
novels of Walter Scott bound up in one huge volume, whioh
| hugged about with mo like a pondorous nugget of gold.
The same curate thrashed Latin grammar into his boys
with more pitiless violence than | have ever seen in any
school or regiment ; but he perceived the beauty of Virgil,
and through Virgil he gave me my first inkling of beauty in
literature. They tell mo he still lives, as vicar of a London
church. If so, I thank him both for his sense of beauty and
for his violence. In comparison with him, no human being
has ever seemed to me terrific.

But more deeply rooted than the sense of beauty in litera-
ture, though in later years inextricably mixed with it, was
my passion for what is called Nature. Through the dullish
country that surrounded the town | ranged hungrily
searching for any gleam of wildness, and, with almost un-
endurable delight, sometimes finding it—in a gorse-grown
hollow between Stoughton and Houghton-on-the-Hill, or in
the woods of Billesdon Coplow, or in a bit of marsh near
Blaby, or in Groby Pool, where | learnt to skate, slithering
over the five miles to and fro along the frozen Ashby road ;
or when we drove out every spring to se the hyacinths
there, blue among the trees as the water itself. And beyond
Groby rose " the Forest " in low hills of ancient granite—
Bradgate and Old John, Swithland, Buddon Wood, and the
summit of Bardon itself, rising 800 feet above the sea and
looking far over the Midland plains. And near by was the
Trappist monastery, where no one spoke, except the Guest-
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Master, who once, when we asked the time, replied, " Time
is the dog that barks us all to hell, an observation which
none of us doubted was to be fulfilled in his case. My
profound and solemn delight in wandering about that
insignificant range of hills, now being rapidly dug away for
paving stones, was probably then quite common, as was the
painful yearning with which | would watch the sun setting
behind them while | stood on the Leicester race-course (now
Victoria Park) looking over the town. One may find both
in Wordsworth, in Ruskin, and in other minds of that
passionate century. One findsthem in Faust when he pours
out the utterance of longing under the sunset of Easter Day :

" Ich eilgort, ihr ew'ges Licht zu trinken,
Vor mir der Tag und hinter mir die Nacht,
Der Himmel uber mir und unter mir die Wellen."

Faust goes on to say that this yearning is inborn in every
human being. It may still bo so, but | do not find it often
now expressed. Perhaps because only the great poets can
ever express it, and our poets now find their inspiration in
quite different emotions.

Mountains have always brought to mo that passionate
yearning—that leap of the heart—more intimate and painful
than the rainbow or the sea or the stars can give. Perhaps
it may only como from early association with those low
Charnwood hills, but | like to trace it to distant forefathers
who lived for centuries among the Westmorland mountains.
Five or six times | have been to visit their old home—their
latest home. It stands about five miles north-east of Shap,
andisstill called Newby Hall, though only asmall Jacobean
house of grey and yellow stone, with grey and yellow stone
roof. It isbuilt inthree sdes of a small quadrangle, and a
terra-cotta plaque, probably of later date, shows the family
arms above the door, which opens direct into the hall. On
one side of the hall, which probably served as drawing-room
and dining-room combined, gapes the vast fireplace of the
house. Upstairs are five or six small bedroomsand onelong,
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dark storeroom, where nothing but a ghost is now stored.
The "Manor " has sunk or risen to being a farm-house, with
a few acres of garden and field, all absorbed into the Lons-
dale property over a century ago, | believe. The adjoining
field shows some trace of having been once laid out as a
" pleasaunce," and across the village road there appears to
have been a training ground or ride for horses. 1 like to
think of the long-nosed, quick-blooded Nevinsons who
handed on to me the torch of life, living there in secluded
state, riding their shaggy horses, cultivating the garden,
being christened, married, and buried in the old village
church of Morland close by (the more distinguished were
carried to Carlisle Cathedral itself), and wondering what on
earth was going to happen when Prince Charlie and his men
came straggling down the high-road five miles to the west,
or draggling back, to be knocked to pieces near Clifton, just
over the watershed beyond Lowther. But most | like to
imagine them seeing the sun rise daily over Cross Fell, Lune
Forest, and the Vale of Eden, or watching him set beyond
the pesks and shoulders of Helvellyn, Saddleback, and
Skiddaw. Not that | suppose the sight, being only a daily
miracle, interested them much, but perhaps the glory and
wonder of it passed imperceptibly into our blood.

For this, or for some other vague reason, it made all a
year's difference to me whether our month's holiday was to
be among mountains or upon the flats. The choice of place
was always a matter of controversy and delicate manipula-
tion. Forthefinal decision lay with my father, as wasright,
seeing that he paid ; and the surest way of obtaining our
secret desire was to urge upon him the very places we were
least inclined to, and to depreciate the object of our wish.
By this simple device we usually succeeded, and | still mark
each year of my boyhood by the name of the place where he
had lodgings or stayed with relations—Whitby, Llandudno,
Weymouth, Yarmouth, Llanfairfechan (mountains), Harro-
gateand adrivein private yellow coaches with my Y orkshire
grandfather up to Ambleside (mountains), Delamere Forest
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(where an uncle had a vicarage and bred great mastiffs),
Innellan on the Clyde (where another uncle had a house and
boat), and, best of all Barmouth, where the mountains were
close at hand, with Cader, most beautiful of all mountains,
only just across the Mawddach estuary. One year, for some
forgotten reason, | was left behind, alone with kindly rela-
tives, and the silently suppressed but appalling misery of my
solitude and disappointment was enough to create such a
" complex " as would baffle psycho-analysis.

Obviously, we were a bourgeois family of the commonest
kind—respectable, exolusive, moderate in means, Conserva-
tive, unoultured, and God-fearing. We had very numerous
relations, all of whom | detested, except one, with whom |
was passionately in love from five years old till her death
eighteen years later. We knew hardly anyone besides. We
had governesses chosen for their family misfortunes rather
than for their knowledge or ability to teach. We were
acquainted with no literature but the Bible, and no serious
subject but Evangelical religion, which my intensely devout
and thoughtful sister used to expound to me after we were
in bed and | was longing for deep. We were dressed
decently, and, | have no doubt, hideously. We were regu-
larly fed, but the food was carefully selected and cooked
so as not to be tempting, lest we should eat too much, and
fall into the sin of gluttony. The ordinary bodily functions
were not mentioned among us except in shamefaced whispers;
sex was unknown, and | never felt the smallest trace of the
ludicrous " complex " named after tragic old Edipus. Could
any childhood be less attractive to the modern mind ? Y et
| detect advantages in it, commonplace though it was.



CHAPTER 11

A LONDON MERCHANT

" | thank the goodness and the grace
That on my birth have smiled,
And set mein this Christian place,
A happy English child"—ENGLISH HYMN

O me, looking back on the times when | used
to come up from the country as a child to my
grandfather's house near London, one event in
the day's routine always seems especialy distinctive. It
was as essential as the peculiar smell of the old house
itself—that fragrant mixture of flowers, spices, resin, and
| don't know what besides. | mean the event of family
prayers, so different from our rites at home, and so much
more alarming. For with us the head of the family per-
formed the worship throughout, but at my grandfather's
they " read round," so that even the youngest and feeblest
was compelled to take a terrifying share. At half-past
eight the butler clanged a great brass bell where it might
be heard through bedrooms, gardens, and fields, and |
have known grown-up women shed tears when they were
late for that bell's warning. Into the long dining-room the
sons and daughters of the house entered by one door, and
when they were ranged on chairs around the breakfast
china, the lower door opened, admitting the retainers in
file according to rank, the housekeeper coming first and
the butler last, like the non-commissioned officers acting
as guides to a company on parade. All took their seats,
the women on chairs, the men on a bench covered with

green baize, and the ceremony began.
Let usimagine it a morning in the middle 'sixties. For

1
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though my grandfather—my mother's father—lived to
a good age, perhaps he was never quite at his best after
oighty-five. In appearance he had a notable look of Scott,
though his only connection with literature was a large
sum he had once paid apublisher for bringing out a posthum-
ous work by some evangelical relation, perhaps a brother,
for he was the youngest of nineteen. Thework ranto twelve
volumes, and was called " Lives of Eminent Christians.”
Thetie of blood compelled all the family toreadit, though
to usit was even more dreary than " The Family Sepulchre,”
before mentioned. In all literature our family standard
would now bo thought rather rigid. Itistrue | once heard
my grandfather recite the " Meeting of the Waters," after
the two o'clock dinner, with great pleasure and tenderness,
but everyone looked at the dessert plates as though wonder-
ing what was coming next. No poem of Byron's was
allowed in the house, and for the poet himself he felt a
regretful abhorrence as alost soul from Britain's aristocracy.
| have been told of a sterner and more practical criticism
still.  Once when my aunts were young (incredible time !)
he conducted them all—I suppose to the old Pump Room,
or to the Holly Bush Assembly Hall at Hampstead, where
" conversaziones' were held—to hear Joanna Baillie
recite one of her " Plays of the Passions." | do not know
which passion was the dramatist's theme, but the very
title ought to have been warning enough. In the midst
of the recitation he rose, and to the word of command,
" My dears, this is no fit place for you! " he led his four
daughters out in file from the dubious haunt of culture
back to the security of their home, leaving the astonished
poetess to express what passions she pleased. It is not
for any dangerously passionate tendencies that people
refrain from reading Joanna Baillie now.

A violent Evangelical by conviction, he nevertheless
remained an unflinching Tory, owing to some ancestor's
reputed service to King Charles, whose star, as seen in
Vandyke portraits, hung framed above the drawing-room
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door, with inscriptions: " Given by King Charles | to
Captain Basil Woodd on the Scaffold." Next to the Pope
of Rome, he probably hated Gladstone most of human
things, and | well remember once after prayers how, spring-
ing up from his knees and holding the " Times " instead
of the Bible in his hand, he exclaimed to the assembled
household : " The Lords have saved England again! The
Lords have saved England again! | aways knew they
would." Whereat everyone was much gratified, and in the
kitchen the servants all said with pride that master had been
right as usual. As an emblem of his politics and position,
he always wore a tall hat, even in the garden while he fed
his pet ducks ; and he went shooting in it upon the moors
of his native Yorkshire. For he was a great sportsman, and
travelled North every August in his own carriages with his
setters and pointers, well content if he could bag a few
brace after each long day's toiling behind the dogs. On
the walls of the dining-room hung pictures of one or two
favourite horses, still kept in service, though long past
their work. And side by side with the horses were com-
fortable portraits of himself and my grandmother in middle-
aged prosperity. In other rooms were crayon drawings of
my aunts, with long white necks like gentle swans, and
wavy "ringlets" surrounding the innocently smiling
heads. It never even occurred to me that my aunts once
really looked like that. To me they were but relics of the
dark abysmal age before | was born—beings whose natural
destiny it was to disouss the various ailments of myself
and my cousins. Yet the portraits were said to be their
" very image," and, indeed, my aunts were younger when
| first remember them than | have been for many years.
They would still sometimes stand together around the
piano, and after a prolonged selection of a keynote, would
sing " Phyllis is my only joy," or " Tell me, Shepherds,
have you seen my Flora pass this way ?" One of them
could sing both first and second. But then my mother
used to tell me that this aunt had always been the clever



14 A LONDON MERCHANT

one ; and as she had eleven children and five step-childten
to bring up she needed all her wits.

To return to the scene of worship round the breakfast
table. If a clergyman was present, he was expected to
occupy the green leather arm-chair at the top of the
assembly, to read the first verse, and, when the chapter
wasfinished, to supply a moral commentary out of his own
head. Or, if the eldest son was staying in the house, he
took the place of honour, because he was a Member of
Parliament. But he was not bound to give his own com-
mentary, and in the ordinary way my grandfather, being
only a layman and a merchant, never trusted himself
beyond the printed limits of an eighteenth-century divine,
who must have written something commonplace upon every
chapter in the Bible. For we read the books straight
through, omitting only the genedogies, the Levitical law,
the indecent passages, and the Psams; and that com-
mentary never failed.

When my grandfather had finished his verse, which he
read in a deep, full voice, calling to my mind the Day of
Judgment, the next senior member of the family took up
the tale. With a little calculation | could fix which lines
would come to me, and spell them out beforehand. |
have no doubt now that others did the same, but at the
time | never supposed that anyone dse could be so wicked.
If the worst came to the worst, and | stuck helplessly at
a word, my grandfather would suddenly throw in the due
correction, making me jump with shame, though the maids
used to tell me afterwards | was a very pretty little reader ;
by which | know now that they meant | had light, wavy
hair. My turn safely over, | could settle down to listen
to the mistakes of others with the relief of him who has
swum to land and watches the others swim. As arule the
servants came next below me, the interval between two
tall windows naturally separating them from the family.
At their head sat the housekeeper—whether maid or widow
no one ever asked, but of human things she seemed the
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most maidenly. She read her verse in a thin and fugitive
voice, like the wind among the reeds. A delicate curl just
shook at each temple, and on her head fluttered the super-
sensual essence of a cap.  Her home was the " storeroom,"
pleasantest room in all the house, for the air was laden
with the smell of dried fruits and coffee and nutmegs, and
one could climb on the top of the cupboards. There she
would read us comfortable tales from the " Sunday at
Home "—" The Gospel in Caesa's Household " was her
best—but to herself she always read the Marriage Service.

Second to her in rank came Jane, the cook, the " gentle
giantess " of the estate. She had entered the family as a
child, had been taught her letters by the " young ladies,"
jiad grown fat on happiness and faithful work through an
indefinite age, and only left at last for a misery of marriage.
Huge as she was, she could only send the tiniest whisper
of a voice across the room, and it was generally during her
verse that the critical moment of the ceremony came. For
the old coachman, being very deaf at the best, and not
hearing a sound of any kind whilst Jane was reading,
always thought the time had come for him to begin. So
far he had been following the verses with his enormous
finger on a principle of averages which never worked out
right. But now with a deep, harsh voice, like a raven's
croak, he would break in upon the giantesss gasping
whisper, and repeat some Biblical truth which we had
passed a stage or two before. On one side the scullery-
maid would tug his coat-deeves, on the other the gardener
stamped on his toes ; but, outside the stable, all the old
man's snsss lay very deegp down and worked but slowly,
so that he had generally toiled through two or three lines
before he could be brought to stand. We all looked alittle
uneasy, but from first to last | never saw a smile on any-
one's face.

The " maids " were naturally a more variable class than
the older retainers. As a rule there were perhaps five or
six of them, but only one remains distinctly in my mind.



16 A LONDON MERCHANT

For it so happened | was present at two scenes in her
career. Soon after she came, my grandfather told her, as
a householder should, that he could forgive breakages, if
only they were confessed. For a moment she stood hesitat-
ing on the edge of the Turkey carpet, and then all in one
breath she gave some such list as this: " Please sir, |'ve
broke two cups and five saucers and a bedroom jug and a
wine-bottle and a big pie-dish and alittle pie-dish.* Then
she paused, conscious of rectitude, but with apron half
raised in deprecation. When she was gone, my grandfather
only said, " That seems to be an honest girl." But in the
second scene, her apron covered her face. It was wet in
semi-transparent patches, and things were said which |
did not understand.

Among the elder male retinue my terror was old Forbes,
the gardener, who sat next below the deaf coachman.
Into this wilderness of misery he had come, and whilst here
it was his destiny to make it blossom like the rose. That
destiny he fulfilled, but no trace of satisfaction was ever
seen upon his brown and crabbed face. On the lawns or
in the hothouses he laboured from morn till eve, always
with the same rapt look, as one occupied with the burning
depths of eternity that fumed below the garden beds. Year
after year he wore an old Scotch cap with a check border
and no tails. That was his standard, his battlo-flag, a
quite unnecessary emblem of his superior nationality,
marking him out as one of the elect in a heathen land.
| am quite sure he would have shed his blood for any
of the family with sour but unhesitating self-sacrifice.
Otherwise ho seemed to despise all men and women about
equally, reserving a specia detestation for us children.
Y et perhaps it was rather with indifference than contempt
that he regarded grown-up mankind, as cardless bodies
whirling to their own place, and in their brief passage
conspiring to spoil his gardens by their carnal appetites.
To them at times he may have extended a fellow-mortal's
pity. Butinchildren hesaw nothing except living examples
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of original sin. Born in sin and children of wrath we un-
doubtedly were, and our predestination was all on one
side. In us he only beheld brands meet for the burning,
and even when | was set to help him by weeding a gravel
path with a rusty oyster-knife, he neglected that corner
of the garden for a week rather than look at me. | never
heard him speak to any of the other retainers, and except
for his verse in the morning, he spent whole days in abso-
lute silence. Of all his duties the hardest must have been
to allot and label the various gooseberry bushes granted
every spring to the " maids " for their specia delight.
A woman in the garden reminded him of the First Sin.
but from the days of Paradise no better gardener, however
much thwarted by Eve, toiled at the earth under whioh his
carcase was to lie, while he sang among the angels. He
read his verse with harsh emphasis, like the grating of un-
oiled machinery. Every sentence of the Bible was to him
a word from the Book of Seven Sedals, and he would have
converted the Song of Solomon itself into a condemnation
of this transitory universe.

Next him sat Charlie, the carpenter, who commanded
the long woodshed and the glories of the sawpit, in the
depths of which it was easy with a few rough logs to build
old Crusoe's hut, or an Indian wigwam, or such a fort as
mutinous sepoys never could have stormed. So Charlie
was my friend and hero, till one evil day he found me flat
beside the pond, fishing out newts with my boot for net.
It was part of his labour to clean the family boots, and |
think he never spoke to me again. Long afterwards |
dimly remember hearing that he vanished into Canadian
forests with his brother Jem—a sterner man, who con-
trolled the cows and other bisons, and drove them up to
milk.

Others came—young Sam, the coachman's son, who used
to wash the tears off my face with his handkerchief, licking
it first, when | cut my finger in weeding—and others again
whom | can hardly recall, except in fever,

C
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Last came, and first did go, the model butler, most
polite and alert of men, always unruffled, with duty always
fulfilled before the shadow of command had risen on his
master's face. His eye was like a spaniel's, ever on the
watch, and for all the world he had a smile and a kindly
word. Nurses and housemaids alike adored him, and many
atime they stood calling the higher powers to witness their
admiration while he tossed me up to the pantry ceiling.
| do not forget the feeling of awe, as at the opening of a
sudden abyss, when | heard it whispered one morning
that he had been found drunk upon his bedroom floor,
dressed, and with the lamp still burning. So ruin came,
first slowly, then more fast, till one day my mother sorrow-
fully told us that the best of servants had died in a country
ditch.

When the disjointed reading was finished, all books were
shut, and the commentary was listened to with minds
vacant and at rest. That over, we turned round to kneel,
amid a feminine rustle of silk from my aunts and stiff
cotton from the maids. With faces pressed to the backs
of the chairs, we waited while a long prayer was read.
Then all brokeinto " Our Father " with a mixture of basses
and trebles, that | was once well shaken for describing as
" giving tongue." In that repetition the deaf coachman
went his own pace, and was generally left finishing " for
ever and ever " after the blessing had been pronounced.
We rose, and there was a pause while the servants demurely
left the room. It was the established custom for one of
the elder members then to make a leading remark so as to
bridge the gulf between the eternities and the breakfast -
table. If the Member of Parliament was there, the remark
was expected to be political. Otherwise it usually turned
on a missionary meeting, the weather, or the abominations
of "the Tractarians,” who, in my mind, were intimately
connected with the fires of Smithfield as depicted in a
terrific " Book of Martyrs," the only really interesting
volume in my grandfather's large library.
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It is a scene from avanished past. Except afew middle-
aged children now scattered far and wide through the
world, nearly all who witnessed it have already gone. In
afew years the Christian feudalism which gave it character
will seem as remote as the Crusades. In a few years no
one will remember the look of that furniture or the sweet
and separate smell of each room. The house itself at the
summit of Haverstock Hill has been altered and is doomed.
The prairies, the desert islands, the enchanted caves and
forests of its gardens and fields are now divided into plots
for monotonous streets of residential villas and flats, which
not even a child's imagination can ever fill with cannibals
or fairies of the green. And that is why for a moment |
recall it from the abyss across which only the beating of
Time's wings are heard.



CHAPTERI I |

ON THE EDGE OF THE PIT

" Nessun maggior dolore
Che ricordarel del tempo felice
Nella miecria; e cid sa il tuo dottore"—" Inferno," v, 121.

ANCESCA'S words are true to satiety, and, no
Pdoubt, Virgil knew their truth. But he knew the

truth of their converse too. " 0 passi graviora" ;
" Ohm meminisso "—yes, he knew the converse. He
knew the consolation of remembering unhappier things,
and | suppose nearly everyone can console himself by
similar memories. When Fortune looked her grimmest,
| have sometimes reflected with pleasure on the misery
of my first school.

Everyone except officials feds a poignant commiseration
for the boys and girls whom in England we herd together
ininstitutions, and, indeed, for all human beings—prisoners,
workhouse paupers, lunatics, and others—who suffer what
philanthropists call " institutional treatment." But per-
haps | have felt it more than others, for, to some extent,
I have myself known their wretched state. The school to
which | was first sent was built and organised on the model
of those institutions, and therefore was, as | hope, the very
worst school in the country, except the workhouse schoals,
the industrial schools, the reformatories, and similar
abominations maintained by the State, the municipality,
or voluntary subscriptions. The pious founder of that
school had unfortunately married a distant relation of my
father, and that seemed a sufficient reason why we three
brothers should be sent there, to encourage family interests.
When 1 was sent with my younger brother, our elder had

20
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already been there for eight out of the ten years ho spent
learning nothing, though he possessed unusual natural
abilities, including an infallible memory and acute observa-
tion of nature. He was then already in the Sixth Form,
and the second boy in the school ; but before he could
pass the matrio. into one of the least exacting colleges in
Oxford, he had to spend a year or so at aspecial crammer's,
and in Oxford it took him many years to obtain a pass
degree. Of his peculiarly scientific and musical mind
nothing was made, and what he accomplished in after life
as an entomologist and musician was all accomplished in
spite of histraining. His failure to accomplish more was
mainly due to the dlackness, ignorance, and low intellectual
tone of the execrable institution itself.

Authorities in English schools may object that knowledge
does not matter, and that the public school spirit is all.
| should myself be inclined to consider knowledge of some
importance even in public schools; but still, everyone
agrees that, fortunately for all concerned with education
in those schools, knowledge is not its highest object. But
for acquiring the other objects that are regarded as more
important—skill in playing ball, the sporting spirit, manners,
initiative, cleanliness, good-temper, endurance, happiness—
what chance had we thcro ? Night and day no boy was
ever adone. The clases were huge. Out of school we sat
all together in one enormous schoolroom, except that the
two highest forms had large and crowded classrooms to
themselves. No one was allowed to approach the dormi-
tories in the daytime. They were arranged for publicity
at night (the smallest holding fourteen, the largest sixty),
with the idea of checking youthful vices; which were not
checked. We were known by numbers, not by names, just
as convicts are.  We were marched to and fro to meds in
military formation, with a band. The food was bad ; the
" sick-house " an abomination ; the " bounds " so narrow
that we knew nothing of the surrounding country but for
adreary walk on Sundays accompanied by a dreary master ;
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and the only comfort to me was that the surrounding
country was wretched and suburban, hardly cheered by a
distant prospect of Hampstead Heath.

It was not agood place to start lifefrom. Eventhe masters
were dejected as well as neglectful, and | can imagine
no more pitiable fate than theirs. Two of them actually
ran away—one the French master, who could endure
English life no longer ; tho other a strange and probably
interesting man, who had been long in America and used
to spit at the ventilators over our heads, or into the hand
of any eager pupil who held a hand out to advertise his
knowledge of an answer. He knew, at all events, the
geography of the United States, and beat into my head
what little mathematics ever got there. The " classical
master " knew a good deal of Greek, and contrived to get
some of it into me as well. There was a " science master "
too, but he presided over a huge form called " The Extra,"
into which all the exceptionally stupid boys were shot,
there to study book-keeping and similar commercial pur-
suits, which rendered it a degradation for us even to walk
or speak with them. The head master never taught any-
thing, but he read morning prayers at half-past six, peram-
bulated panting from class to class at least once a day,
did the caning, and otherwise occupied his leisure. The
second master must have been a remarkable man. Huge,
fat, and Irish, he was the very model of a burlesque abbot,
and rumour whispered that he had been in the Austrian
army and had killed men. Consequently he taught French
to the youngest boys, and kept order with great success
in the lower school. There was one terrific moment when,
catching me out of bed, he uttered in deep and unctuous
voice the awful words, " Fifty-three, you are degenerating !
| have seen men shot for less disobedience than yours."
Also he played the organ in church, and once when a fussy
little master asked him the date of some event at breakfast,
he replied, " Dates? Dates? A most ungentlemanly thing
to know dates! " What became of him | do not know.
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Our standard in football must have been higher than in
learning, for one boy, with whom | used always to go for
dull walks along the road, afterwards won fame, playing for
England in the international matches. And another, to
whom | was passionately attached, as he was to me, made
an epoch in international " Rugger." In body and mind
he was an extraordinarily beautiful youth, and long after
he was drowned in crossing ariver in India | used to find his
name mentioned in the sporting papers as marking a date
in the development of football. Perhaps some aged players
still remember Willie Hutchinson, but no one can remember
him so well as|. For his mother must be long dead.

There was only one other human being who had good
influence upon mo in an institution so abhorrent that | still
carefully avoid the district where the school stood. He was
a German boy, many years older than myself—a queer,
ungainly creature with broad face, blue eyes and yellow
hair all standingonend likearevolutionist's. Asaforeigner,
he was fair game for every insult, but, in spite of sudden
outbursts of impotent rage, his deep gentleness of nature
gained him a sort of toleration, and his passion for literature,
kindling alike passion in me, drew me to him, though | was
half ashamed of being seen in his society. He gave me a
copy of his favourite "book—Palgrave's " Golden Treasury "
—and with German solemnity adjured me to read Words-
worth's great ode, which he could repeat without mistake.
| did not redlise its beauty for many years afterwards, but
| learnt all the love lyrics in the book by heart instead—all
the love lyrics and Shelley's ode " To Night," which for
some obscure reason | loved better even than those. Per-
haps | was taken by the passion of love and the passion of
wandering in the lines :

" Blind with thine hair the eyes of day
Kiss her until she be wearied out,
Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land
Touching all with thine opiate wand—
Come, long-sought ! "
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With this precious volume tucked up my back under the
waistcoat so as to escgpe observation, | used to steal away
into the old churchyard, as being the quietest place in that
suburban neighbourhood, and hiding among the tombstones,
| would recite " To Mary in Heaven " and " | arise from
dreams of thee " to the invisible ghosts around. " 0 what
can ail thee, knight at arms," was another that they loved
to hear, and very often heard just before the clanging bell
called me back to my fellow-prisoners.  Sometimes, standing
upon my play-box in a kind of vault underneath the main
building, | used to make along flute wail out the " Marseil-
laise" and various Highland songs in defiance of the
listeners, who were far less patient than ghosts. And as we
marched in fours across the yards at night | would watch
the Pole Star with a childlike yearning, not because it
marked the way home, but knowing that it shone above
mountains and wild moors far away. Of the hideous and
degrading years which | passed in that institution | need
recall no more, but may now issue forth again on to the'
surface of the bright world.



CHAPTER IV
SABRINA FAIR

" High the vanes of Shrewsbury gleam,
Islanded in Severn stream ;
The bridges from the steepled crest
Cross the water east and west.

" The flag of morn in conqueror's state
Enters at the English gate ;
The vanquished eve, as night prevails,
Bleeds upon the road to Wales."—" A Shropshire Lad."

now that we were not educated at all; no scientific

methods were tried upon us. | doubt if any of the
masters had even heard there was such a thing as a science
of education. To them education was a natural process
which all decent people went through, like washing ; and
their ideas upon it were iinscientifio as was our method of
"swilling," when wo ran down naked from the bedrooms to
sheds in the backyards, sluiced cold water over us with zinc
basins, and then came dripping back to dry upstairs. And
yet | do remember one young mathematician whose form by
the end of his hour was always reduced to a flushed and
radiant chaos ; and when the other masters complained, he
replied that this was part of his " system." So | suppose
that he at all events was scientific, and had possibly studied
" Padagogik " in Germany.

The others were content to teach what they had learnt,
and in the same manner. Most of them were Shrewsbury
boys themselves, and because Greek had been taught there
for more than three centuries, they taught Greek. Of course,
we had Latin too, and up to the Sixth Form our time was
equally divided between the two languages ; but Latin, as

25

I N my beloved old school upon the Severn | can se
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being easer and rather more connected with modern life,
never ranked so high, and we turned to it with the relief
which most men feel when the ladies rise from the dinner-
table. Latin prose, it istrue, was accounted of more value
than Greek prose, and no doubt there was some unrealised
reason why. | suspect thatinreality it isthe more difficult ;
for it was the unconscious rule of our ancient tradition that
of two subjects the more difficult was the better worth
learning, provided always that both were entirely usdess.

Of Greek our knowledge was both peculiar and limited.
We were allowed no devices to makethe language in the least
interesting—no designs, or pictures, or explanations. We
had no idea what the Greek plays looked like on the stage,
or why Demosthenes uttered those long-winded sentences.
We knew nothing of the Dantesgue pride underlying the
tortured prose of Thucydides, and when a Sixth-Form master
told usthat the stupendous myth at the end of the " Phaedo"
appeared to him singularly childish, we took no notice of the
remark one way or the other. We only knew the passage
was easy, just as Homer was easy, and a tragic chorus
hard. The greater part of the school believed that Greek
literature was written as a graduated series of problems for
Shrewsbury boys to solve, and when a Sixth-Form boy was
asked by a new master whether he did not consider the
" Prometheus " a very beautiful play, he replied that he
thought it contained too many weak caesuras.

So there was nothing in the least cultured about our
knowledge. No one expected to find either beauty or plea-
sure in what we read, and we found none. Nor were we
scientific ; we neither knew nor cared how the Greek words
arose, or how the aorists grew, and why there were two of
them, like Castor and Pollux. After all these things do the
Germans seek, but us they never troubled. Our sole duty
was to convert, with absolute precision, so much Greek
into so much English. No possible shade of meaning or
delicate inflection on the page was allowed to dlide un-
noticed. The phases of every mood with all its accompany-
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ing satellites were traced with the exactness of astronomy.
No one cared much about beauty of language provided the
definite meaning was secure.  Yet beauty sometimes came
by accident, just as happiness comes, and | first learnt what
style is from the renderings of the head-boy when he mounted
the " rostrum.” He was himself an antigue Roman ; his
eagle nose, wide mouth, and massive chin, his low, broad
brow, with black curls growing close to the square-backed
head, were made to rule nations. But many years ago he
died in the serviceable obscurity of a public school
mastership, for which his knowledge of Greek was his only
qualification. It is true he was our captain of football,
but he owed that position to his Greek rather than his
play.

When as a new boy | was first taken for a walk out of
bounds on a Sunday afternoon by one of the upper sixth,
who is still an earthly saint, we went to a hillside with a
long blue vision of western mountains, and while | had no
thought or eyes for anything but them, he continued to talk
quietly of Greek—the significance of various forms, the most
telling way of turning this meaning or that, especialy, |
remember, the cunning idioms by which the idea of " sdf "
might be rendered in verse, either with emphasis or
modesty. So it was. The school breathed Greek, and
through its ancient buildings a Greek wind blew. To enter
" Head Room "—a dim, panelled chamber which the upper
sixth used as a study—was to become a scholar. | doubt
if good Greek verse could be written anywhere else. Winged
iambics fluttered through the air ; they hung like bats
along the shelves, and the dust fell in Greek particles. Now
the school is moved to the further side of the river, and its
grey and storied stone is exchanged for cheerful brick. Our
old Head Room has become the housekeeper's parlour in
some citizen's dwelling, but on the hearthstone at eventide
beside her petticoats squats the imperishable Lar, real as a
rat though not so formidable, and murmurs iambics to
himsdlf.
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Other subjects besides Greek were taught, but no one
ever learnt them. There was French, for instance, taught
by an aged Englishman who had outlived three generations
of mortal head masters, and, besides his wig, was supposed
gradually to have acquired an artificial body that would
last for ever. To us he was important because he registered
the punishments, and had the reputation of a very blood-
hound at detecting crime. Certainly he was the best comic
reader | ever heard, and when he read prayers at night the
whole school used to howl like a rising and falling wind,
following the cadence of his voice. But nobody learnt
French of him. Once, because | had shown him decent
politeness, he assigned me a prize. | could honestly say |
knew less French than anyone this side the Channel ; and
yet | should never have outlived a certain stigma attaching
to my imaginary knowledge of anything so paltry, if nature
had not given me the power of running long distances
without fatigue. But, unhappily for me, to prove that
power | had to wait from summer till autumn, when the
school huntsman led out his pack in white to scour the wild
country west of the town—a country of yellow woods and
deep pools, where water-fowl rose, and of isolated limestone
hills, the promise of Wales. Each run followed a course
fixed by old tradition. Foxes were seldom sent out, and
were never supposed to be caught. We ran for the sake of
running, just as we learnt Greek for the sske of learn-
ingit.

Mathematics were held in scarcely less contempt than
French. We had two wranglers to teach us, but they never
taught anyone. Their appearance in form was hailed with
indecent joy. Asone of the classical masters said, it was like
the " Ceaxe Fire " on afield-day, and the whole body of
boys abandoned themselves at once to relaxation. In the
lower forms far-sailing darts were seen floating through the
air as at a spiritualist seance ; in the upper we discussed
the steeplechase or did Greek verses. A boy who really
knew any mathematics was regarded by ourselves and the
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masters as a kind of freak. There was no dealing with him.
His mathematical marks got him into forms beyond his real
knowledge—his knowledge of Greek. He upset the natural
order of things. He was a perpetual Ugly Duckling, that
could not emit iambics. So his lot was far from enviable,
and happily | remember only two such cases.

Inthe Sixth, it was Saturday mornings which were given
to the innocent pursuit of mathematics, and to it we owed
our happiest hours of peace. To go up School Gardens on
a bright summer day, to cross the leisurely street of the
beautiful country town, to buy breakfast (for an ancient
tradition kept us strenuously underfed), to devour it slowly
and at ease, knowing there was only mathematics before us
that morning, followed by the long afternoon and Sunday—
that was a secure and unegualled joy, and whenever mathe-
matics are mentioned | feel still a throb of gratitude for
those old pleasures. Our one lesson on Sunday was a
difficulty to the masters. Of course there was the Greek
Testament to fall back upon, but its Greek was so easy and
so inferior to ours that it became a positive danger. We
were sometimes given a L atin catechism, composed by some
Protestant Father of the sixteenth century, denouncing
Transubstantiation, but that also we had to read with
caution lest it should influence our Latin prose. Once wo
waded through Dr. Westcott's " Gospd of the Resurrection,"
a supposed concession to those of us who were going to
Oxford, and so were expected to philosophise alittle. On
Sunday evenings we learnt cantos of " In Memoriam " by
heart, and explained them next morning by suggesting how
they might be turned into Greek or Latinlyrics. Then the
real labour of life began again with Greek, and so the weeks
rolled on without a change.

Once, it is true, our greatest master, Arthur Herman
Gilkes, afterwards head master of Dulwich, and the nearest
approach to Socrates | have known, got an afternoon hour
for the teaching of wisdom to the Sixth, and we really tried
to listen, for he stood six feet four and had been captain
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of football at Oxford.! But it was no good. Wisdom was
far too easy and unimportant for us, and we let her voice cry
invain. Of such diversions as physical science or mechanics
we never even heard, though their absence was perhaps
sufficiently compensated for by the system of fagging,
under which all the lower forms learnt the arts of lighting
fires and plain cooking for the Upper Sixth. The new boys
were aso practised in public oratory, having inturnto pro-
claim the athletic announcements for tho day, while they
stood on the breakfast-table. The proclamation began
with " O-Yes! " three times repeated, and ended with
" God save the Queen, and down with the Radicals! "
Anyone was at liberty to throw bread, sugar, or boots at
the crier during his announcement ; and many of my school-
fellows have since displayed extraordinary eloquence on
public platforms and in the pulpit.

In pohtics our instruction was entirely practical. For
centuries the school had been divided into bitterly hostile
camps—day-boys and boarders—doing the same work,
sitting side by side in Form, but nevor speaking to each
other, or walking together, or playing the same games. No
feud of Whig and Tory or Capital and Labour was so im-
placable as ours. " Skytes " we called them, those hated
day-boys, for whom the school was founded—mere Scythians,
uncouth and brutish things that sacrificed the flesh of men
and drank from a human skull. Out of school hours we did
not suffer them within school gates. They were excluded
even from the ball-court, except for fights. They were
compelled to pay for separate football and cricket fields ;
and in football they adopted the vulgar rules of Association,
while we aristocrats of tradition continued to cherish an
almost incomprehensible game, in which, as in a Homeric
battle, the leaders did the fighting, while the indistinguish-

! This truly noble man, my only real teacher, took orders during the
Great War, because he was told men were wanted in the Church. Hewas
then nearly seventy, and he died as Rector of St. Mary Magdalene's (" The

Archipelago "), in Oxford, September, 1922, while | was away in Vienna,
uuable to tell him how deeply | valued his existence.
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able host trampled to and fro in patient pursuit of a ball
which they rarely touched, but sometimes saw. The breach
may have begun when Elizabeth was Queen, or in the days
of Cavaliers and Roundheads, and there is no knowing how
long it would have lasted but for the wisdom of that wise
master already mentioned. Whilst | was still there, myself
a red-hot boarder, he began delicately to reason, amid the
choking indignation of both sides, whose rancour increased
as reason shook it. No reformer ever set himself to a task
so hopeless, and yet it was accomplished. Within a year
we were playing football under Association rules together,
and before the old school was removed the wrath of ages
had been appeased.

For the rest, | cannot say that the ingenuous art of Greek,
though we learnt it faithfully, softened our manners much,
or forbade us to be savages. One peculiar custom may
stand for many as an instance of the primitive barbarity
which stamps upon any abnorma member of a herd. Since
the last Pancratium was fought at Olyr:pia, no such dire
contest has been seen among men as our old steeplechase.
Cladinlittle but gloves—alittle which grew lesswith every
hundred yards—the small baud of youths tore their way
through bare and towering hedges, wallowed amid bogs,
plunged into streams and ponds, racing over a two miles
of country that no horse would have looked at. The start
was at the Flash side of the Severn, and if | had cleared the
first stream and the hedge beyond it with one clean bound,
as my young brother did, | would have it engraved on my
tombstone : " He jumped the Flash ditch. R. I.P." The
winner of the race was, of course, the boy who camein first;
but the hero of the school was he from whom the most blood
was trickling at the finish, and who showed the bravest
gashes on his face as he walked down the choir of St. Mary's
at next morning's service. The course for the display of all
this heroism was marked by the new boys, whose places as
" sticks " were allotted by the huntsman the day before,
the whole school accompanying him, and by immemorial
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custom the most unpopular new boy of the year was always
st at the last post—a slippery stump of ancient tree pro-
jecting in the very midst of a particularly filthy pond. As
we drew nearer and nearer the place, all of us advancing at
a gentle trot, one could see the poor creature growing more
and more certain that he was the boy. We all exchanged
smiles, and sometimes his name was called out : for all,
except himself, had agreed who it would probably be. At
last the pond was reached, and we stood round it in a thick
and silent circle, awaiting the public execution of a soul.
The boy's name was called. He came sullenly forward, and
made a wild leap for the stump. Invariably he fell short,
or dlipped and plunged headlong into the stagnant water,
whilst we all yelled with satisfaction. Wallowing through
the black slush and duckweed, he clambered on to the tree
at last, and stood there in the public gaze, declared the most
hateful boy in all the school. Upon himself the ceremony
had not always the elevating effect at which we aimed. For
| remember one disappointed moralist in the Fourth Form
remarking, " Frog's Pond doesn't seem to have done that
fellow any good. He wants kicking again."

It is all gone now—Frog's Pond, the steeplechase, and
the runners. The old school itself has been converted into
a museum, and in the long, raftered room where we learnt
Greek a crocodile with gaping jaws, stuffed monkeys, and
some bottled snakes teach useful knowledge to all who
come. When last | was there they were teaching a blue-
nosed boy to make sgueaks on the glass with his wetted
finger, and he was getting on very well. But from my old
seat (under the crocodile) | could s beyond the Berwick
woods the wild and tossing hills already touched with snow,
just as when | used to watch the running light upon them,
and envy the lives folded intheir valleys. Closein front was
the bend of the river where Bryan's Ford swings past Blue
Rails, just asit ran one night, still longer ago, when Admiral
Benbow as alittle boy launched his coracle for the sea. In
a shining horseshoe the river sweeps round the spires on
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Shrewsbury Hill, The red Castle guards the narrows, and
east and west the Welsh and English bridges cross the
water. Below the English bridge | never cared to discover
what might come, for the river ran down towards the land
of plenty and dullness, opposite to the course of adventure
and the sun. But to follow up the stream, to scrape across
her shingly fords, to watch for the polished surface of her
shoals, and move silently over the black depths where no
line had reached a bottom—Iet me die, as Wordsworth says,
if the very thought of it does not always fill me with joy !
Incalculable from hour to hour, the river never loses her
charm and variety. In a single night the water will rise
twenty feet, and pour foaming through the deep channel it
has been cutting for so many years. Along its banks of
sandstone and loam the dotterels run, and rats and stoats
thread the labyrinth of theflood-washedroots. There the
bullfinches build, kingfishers dig their " tunnelled house/*
moorhens set their shallow bowl of reeds, and sometimes a
tern flits by like a large white swallow. On tongues of
gravel, whore the current eddies under the deep opposite
bank, red cattle with white faces used to come down in
summer and stand far out in the stream, ruminating and
flicking their tails, or following us with wondering eyes as
we ran naked over the grass and fell splashing into the
water. Severn water is full of light and motion. Never
stopping to sulk, it has no dead and solid surface, but is
alive right through, reflecting the sunshine, green with long
ribbons of weed, orange from the pebbly bed, and indigo
where the unbreaking crests of itsripples rise. Asit passes
through deep meadows and under the solemn elms it whispers
still of the mountains from which it came. Into the midst
of hedgerow villages and orderedfieldsit brings its laughing
savagery, telling of another life than theirs, of rocks and
sounding falls and moorland watersheds. Other rivers may
be called mgjestic, and we talk of Father Tiber or Father
Thames, but no one ever called the Severn father, or praiaed
her but for her grace. For sheis like the body and soul of
D
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a princess straight from a western fairyland—so wild and
pliant, so full of laughter and of mystery, so uncertain in
her gay and sorrowing moods. On my word, though the
science of education must be a very estimable thing, un-
taught, untrained, uninstructed as we Shrewsbury boys
would now be considered, | would not change places with the
most scientifically educated man in England who had never
known ariver such as that.



CHAPTER V

CHRIST CHURCH MEADOWS

" Iron sharpeneth iron"—Proverbs xxvii. 17.

WO years of unusual misery and failure, followed
by two years of radiant joy and success—that is
the record of my Oxford life. The misery and

failure were partly due to the place, but chiefly to my own
nature. As | was neither rich nor titled, but only a
" Junior Student " or Scholar, receiving money left to the
college for the encouragement of true religion and useful
learning, | was naturally put in the Meadow Buildings,
overlooking a dank and unwholesome swamp. The hope,
as we satirically asserted, may have been that we scholars
might die there of some feverish chill and save the thrifty
Bursar the expense of our scholarships. But probably the
real purpose was only to pour contempt on the little pride
we may have retained after our interview with the Dean,
who fell prostrate before aristocrat and plutocrat alike, but
regarded a Scholar as a necessary evil. It happened that
rain fell almost incessantly during my first term, and the
meadows lay in flood like a stagnant lake, showing in the
midst an isolated wooden gate, the very emblem of futility.
The éms in the Broad Walk were shedding their yellow
leaves. Beyond the meadows slid the fat and sluggish
Thames, so different from my Severn. Beyond the river
rose a line of low uplands, unfit to be called hills. When
once | was taken up Shotover to look at the Chilterns, which
| was told were like real hills, my heart sank at the sight of
them, and | never walked in that direction again, ignorant
what happiness those chalky dopes and valleys were to
35
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bring me in the course of many years. For many terms |
remained ignorant too of Boar'sHill, Cumnor, all the Scholar
Gipsy's country, never visiting it or any of the Oxford
neighbourhood, except sometimes at night, when | could
compose my own imaginative and romantic scenes.

Within the walls of the House, | was isolated from my
natural friends in time and position. One of the Scholars
in my own year was an effeminate-looking person, apparently
too petulant or fastidious for this world ; the other an
uncouth creature, apparently what the Germans call
" blodainnig" and | think | never spoke to either of them.
The " Westminsters " of that and the previous years were
a peculiarly fine and attractive group, forming the centre
of the most intellectual and agreeable set in the college.
But | was far too shy and self-distrustful even to think
of entering their charming circle. Compared with those
London boys, | was hardly better than a barbarian. |
knew little about music, though | played the flute and fiddle,
badly ; little about literature outside the " Golden Trea-
sury " ; and nothing about art, unless my keen delight in
drawing exact representations of cows and dogs and moun-
tains had somethingto dowith art. In manners, an excessive
sensitiveness, and the shyness which has been my plague
throughout life made me so farouche that | was always
offending the very people | most wished to please. | soon
tried to become reconciled to loneliness. | read hard,
though without enthusiasm. Starting directly after my
bread-and-butter lunch, so as to avoid meeting anyone, |
sculled a whiff down to Sandford lasher, wet or fine, played
a solitary game of quoits, and returned almost before the
eights were out. When the Torpids came, | ran with our
boats along the bank, shouting till I could not speak, in the
hope of kindling in myself some affection for my college,
or perhaps attracting someone's friendship. But in both
objects | failed.

Hoping to save my soul, two Evangelicals took pity on
me, and used to come on Sunday evenings for theological
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discussion. Seated one on each side of me, they would argue
the meaning of regeneration, the limits of election, and the
possibility of relapsing into sin after grace had been found.
Just for human society | was rather pleased to have them
there ; andindeed | was flattered, for one was in the Eight,
in spite of his piety. But | was already replete with their
doctrines, and had begun spewing them out. | was annoyed
at their whining. | could not share their self-examination
and their indifference to the outside world. Already | was
too much of a Weltdcind to care what doctrinal con-
clusons they might reach, and they gradually abandoned
me as sunk below salvation. The High Church Party, to
their credit, held aloof, discovering, after one brief effort,
that | was far too savage and uncultured for them. For the
same natural reason my tutor never asked me to come on
a Reading Party, as all his other pupils were asked. One
summer a buoyant little fellow from another college invited
me as a former school-mate to go walking with him in
Switzerland, and for six weeks we walked with knapsacks
and string hammocks, which we slung between pines at
night. At the cost of £19 all told, | saw a great deal of the
country, but my spirit was not yet fully awake, and the
extreme hardship destroyed my pleasure. | was numbed
and sickened by the bitter cold at night; we walked too
far ; and our food was so poor that on one of the few
occasons when we had our dinner of bread and chocolate
orraisinsinside aninn | amost tore the veal cutlet from the
plate of the heavy German who sat champing open-mouthed
beside me, and | only wish | had done so. The next summer
two pleasant, well-disposed men, senior to me in the college,
took me with them in a pair, and we rowed from the bridge
by Oxford station up the canals through the heart of
England till we emerged on the Trent and made the strategic
point of Newark. Aswe took atent to deep in and cooked
our own food, | learnt a good deal of camp life that was
serviceable afterwards. But the canals through the heart
of England are not romantic streams.
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One Christmas Vac. afrank and kindly, though benighted
young Tasmanian urged me to go with him to Paris, and
for a month we stayed together at the Hotel Corneille near
the Odeon in the Latin Quarter. Paris was at the time
much disturbed about Marshal MacMahon (Jy suis, j'y
reate), and England was disturbed, as so often, about the
bogey of Russia. My acquaintance insisted upon storming
down the streets at night shouting the patriotic song, " We
don't want to fight, but by Jingo if we do! " For, being a
Colonial, he thought very highly of England. Happily the
passers-by looked on him as only mad, or perhaps they
murmured as a Frenchwoman murmured at the sight of a
wild dancing, Toujours la jeunesse f We tramped up and
down the city, seeing all the museums and ancient buildings,
made our way out to Versailles, St. Cloud, St. Denis, Vin-
cennes, and the rest, observing especially the remains of the
German siege and the Commune. But my ignorance of
French history and language stood like a wall between me
and interest, and the only points | recall with real pleasure
were, first, long conversations with old John O'Leary, the
exiled Fenian, who sat every evening in a cafe upon the
Boulevard St. Michel and instructed me for the first time
in the meaning of Ireland to an Irishman, and the cause
of the deep hatred of my oountry that glowed in his fine
and mournful eyes, while he treated me with a courtesy far
more than paternal. And, secondly, my first visit to the
Comedio Francaise to see an early night of a revived play
called " Hernani," by Victor Hugo, whose name even | had
heard. | did not think much of the play. It seemed tedious
with rhetoric and boundless soliloguies. But the woman
who played Donna Sol! From her first word (I think it is
Je descends) down to her " coy, reluctant, amorous delay,"
when her lover urges her to the marriage bed ! Then, the
horn ! thedistant horn! " The horn of the old gentleman !"
as George Meredith callsit. Thelamentation over the dead !
I had known nothing to compare with that woman, nor
could ever know. Night after night | went, and day after
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day | walked up and down the railings of the Pare Monceau
where she then lived, carrying abig bunch of violets which
| had not the courage either to leave at the door or to throw
into the kitchen window. How the exquisite Sarah, in the
glory of hor youth, would have laughed if she had beheld
her awkward, red-faced, speechless English adorer !

In Christ Church my incorrigible shyness was alone
sufficient to prevent any friendly association with the Dons.
If | saw one coming across Tom, | would turn back or go
round by the other side. It never occurred to me that they
could possibly take any interest in me, and no doubt | was
right. But with the best of will, | did everything to ensure
the dislike of all, from the Dean downwards. When | was
up for my scholarship | asked the Dean the way to the Hall
wlere the exam, was to bo held—much the same as if |
had asked the old Queen the way to Windsor Castle. When
heinvited mo to breakfast (asoncein four yearshedidinvite
even ascholar who had neither birth nor money) | refused
to go—much the same as if | had disobeyed the old Queen's
command to eat at her table. After two years or so, in mere
spiritual pride, | refused to attend morning chapel in that
beautiful cathedral so full of history, and demanded to be
put on roll-call, a substitute for godliness unheard of in the
House, or anywhere ese except in impious Balliol. The
Censors were inflamed with rage ; my tutor was torn with
grief ; but the fatal breach in divine decorum was made,
and what was worse, one or two serious men of much higher
standing followed me throughit.

Another offence was in its nature recurrent. A good
many of us at that time cherished the hope of confirming
our shaken religiousfaith by the Hegelianism of ThomasHill
Green, who lectured at Balliol, as Professor of Moral Phil-
osophy. The lectures were at nine in the morning, and |
attended persistently, though | never understood one single
thought uttered by the simple, dark-browed, melancholic
figure, who writhed and wrestled as he spoke, as though his
thoughts were just beyond even his own power to grasp.
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Fifty or sixty of us sat there, and | suppose the clever
among them understood. | suppose Dr. Jowett understood,
for he was generally there, sitting with his back against the
table round which the rest of us sat, his legs stretched out
over thefloor, his vast head sunk on his chest, and his child
like face fixed upon his feet in reverie, | suppose he under-
stood, for as he went out he was once heard to murmur to
himself, " Foolish man! Foolish man!" But to enjoy
these intellectual or religious advantages | had on Saints
Days to break out through Tom Gate, defying the porter,
who endeavoured to stop me, because on Saints' Days we
of the House were supposed to go to chapel or go to deep,
but to do nothing ese, in honour of the Saint. Whenerer
a Saints' Day came the Dean accordingly " gated " me for
a week, so that | could not leave the College in the
evening because | had left it too soon in the morning,
and | was forced to interrupt my darkling rambles in
Bagley Wood.

So it went on, offence succeeding offence till the final
offence when, after | had been in for Greats and was on the
point of going down, | took my mother and sister for a row
on the river, forgetting a ludicrous performance called
" Collections," no one knew why. It was an inspection in
Hall at the end of every term bofore the Dean and all the
Dons—an entirely usdess ceremony, instituted in the age
when the Dons felt they really must do something for their
money. Next day the Dean summoned me to Hall, and |
stood before him with my defence. Delisting from the
pretty little sketches he was scribbling on the college paper
(for he was by nature more of an artist than a scholar), he
drew himself up to his full height, and looking more than
ever like the brass eagle of the Cathedral lectern, he thun-
dered : " Give him an imposition that will keep himin for
four hours! " Such a penalty had never been heard of
before. It was an outburst of petty hatred that startled
even the equanimity of the Dons. | was on the point of
stripping off my scholar's gown and flinging it on the stone
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floor, when, unfortunately, the thought of my father's loss
in money restrained me. If only | had done it! The
memory of such defianoe would be well worth the loss of
£80 or £100 to me now.

So from the Dons' point of view my record wag poor, and
when | went down | received a very chilly testimonial from
my tutor, and none from anyone else. Like many of my
misfortunes, this was an unspeakable blessing, for with good
testimonials | might have been a schoolmaster, or a Govern-
ment official, or even a bishop—positions for which | was
quite unsuited. But | do regret that | was then too
young and too bashful to become acquainted with the dis-
tinguished men whom | could have seen every day in my
own great colloge. Pusey and his unhappily deformed son,
Liddon and Edward King (afterwards the beloved Bishop
of Lincoln) lived within its walls, like cromlechs tolling of
battles that were then not so very long ago ; and though
they certainly would not have befriended me, they were
distinguished men, good to have known. My own tutor,
Mr. Madan, whose lectures were a farce, and who had
stood hesitating for years whether his belief was sufficient
to justify him in taking Holy Orders, must have held more
stuff in him than appeared ; for when he joined the Christ
Church Mission in Uganda, which | called the " Crocodile's
Comfort,” he compiled a Swaheli Grammar that | found
many years afterwards used by travellers in the very centre
of Africa, and it is quite possible that he converted some
African natives to his degree of religious indecision. But
he was a shy and self-distrustful man like me, and when he
took me for our one dreary walk each term (he was aways
known as a " conscientious " man), it was an agonising
experience for us both, and we hardly spoke for wondering
what to say next.

Then there was Dodgson, with his clean, clear-cut, white
face, tall hat and meticulous clerical uniform, the very model
of a precise and starchy Don, but already long known to
the whole world as the " Lewis Carroll " who wrote the two
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best children's books ever written. | think he taught only
Euclid and a simple algebra to Pass-men, but he may have
taught higher mathematics too, if anyone cared to learn
them. On the philosophic side there was " Dickie " Shute,
who, dressed in riding breeches, knew a lot about dogs and
Aristotle, and was probably the most penetrating mind in
Oxford : aborn sceptic, a pitiless teacher, a cruel satirist to
his pupils ; and he had, besides, written an excellent book
identifying Truth with the expression of Reality, and driving
Oxford metaphysicians and Churchmen to distraction.
There was Stewart, who also know all about Aristotle, and
for his Scottish solemnity wasknown as " The Megal opsuch,"
but who hid beneath his solemnity a solemn Scottish humour
that sometimes came upon me so suddenly during his
leotures that | could not restrain my laughter, though he
never laughed. Perhaps this rather pleased him, for he
betted | would obtain all manner of honours, and paid up
his debts when | did not obtain them, so that | still owe
him at least half acrown. And there was Reginald Macan,
an Irishman, who had actually been in Germany, could read
German, sang Schubert and Handelian songs with superb
voice and grotesque grimaces, and lectured to portentous
length upon Herodotus, with similar grimaces but with
great interest, though to no purpose for the Schools. Of en-
tirely different disposition from Shute, he too had a sceptical
mind, which he turned successively upon the Resurrection
and Thermopylae, in the light of historical research ; and,
in consequence, on Pusey's insistence, was banished from
the House, afterwards to become Master of Univ.,* where |
suppose he finished his commentary upon Herodotus. A
most interesting and prolonged commentary it must be, if
it corresponds to his lectures. Nor ought one to forget,
though | was on the point of forgetting, the wayward and
aloof but most attractive figure of Y ork Powell, who seemed
to belong to London rather than Christ Church, though he
had roomsin " Peck," and was to be seen sometimes flitting
! Dr. Macan resigned the Mastership of Univ. in April, 1923.
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about with outspread gown, never mixing with Dons or
Undergrads., and apparently speaking to no one. Yet,
behind the glassss of those brooding but excitablo eyes, and
under the cover of that copious brown beard, what wit was
concedled, what humanity and culture and knowledge of
uncommon and beautiful truth whether in letters, art, or
history ! | think no Oxford man in the least suspected it
at the time; certainly | did not till | was middle-aged and
he was near to death.

But midway, asit were, between the venerated memorials
of ancient wars and the marching pioneers of scepticism and
culture stood the most characteristic group of Oxford, or at
least of Christ Church, in those merry days. For want of a
distinctive name, they were called the Broad-High-Church
Party. They strove hard to unite Catholicism with culture,
not a difficult task, and aso to unite authority with criti-
cism, which perhaps is harder. Charles Gore, afterwards
Bishop of Oxford, was among them, but outside the House.
Among us, one of the choicest enthusiasts was Francis Paget,
afterwards Dean of Christ Church and Bishop of Oxford.
He was then the very model of the urbane and cultured
ecclesiagtic, young, refinedly humorous, capable of elegant
epigram, a faultless verbal scholar (he had been at Shrews-
bury before my time), exquisite in dress and bearing, polite
to embarrassing excess, and almost feminine in playful
charm. But for my barbarism, it would not have been
difficult for meto have won acquaintanceship, or even friend-
ship, with the distinguished scion of my own school. But
on that very account | all the more carefully avoided him,
and when seated in his supersensua rooms for Latin com-
positions | assumed an even greater appearance of boorishness
than was actually mine.

But the standard and motive and model of Francis Paget,
as of all this younger school of Churchmen, whether lay or
cleric, wasHenry Scott Holland, | supposethe most inspiring
personality | have ever known, except my own old master,
Arthur Gilkes. In the side chapel of Handel's old churoh
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at Little Stanmore is the tomb of some Countess of Pem-
broke, whose inscription describes her as the "chaste
partner of her husband's bed and heart, religious without
enthusiasm." The qualification to her religion dates the
tomb, foritisobviously a blow at those wild and intemperate
Wesleyans who preached a passionate and heartfelt religion,
without the restraint and decency which graced the slum-
bers of the Established Church. | suppose that Holland's
service lay in arousing the Church to an enthusiasm such as
the Countrss of Pembroke disdained upon her tomb. It
was not an enthusiasm inspired by fear, as | suppose the
Wesleyans' largely was. It was a joyful exhilaration of
spirit, such as a young man or woman of perfect health and
sanity may feel in starting out upon an adventure on a fine
summer morning. By the sensdess Oxford habit that in-
vented " Rugger " and " Soccer,” and converted the
Cherwell into the " Cher," we called him " The Scotter."
Partly it was affectionate intimacy, but somehow it gave
the impression of speed, | suppose from association with
the Scotch express. Speed, impetuosity, a mighty rushing
wind—those are the ideas that his name still calls up to my
mind. Body and soul seemed always to be going at full
gallop, as though the Holy Grail were just in sight, and he
might hope to catch it, if only he could run fast enough.
Hedge, ditch, and rail—nothing could stop him. Shouting
he swept over them all, just as with a shout he used to leap
the brooks and gates when he took jumping parties out
through the Oxford meadows along the upper river—parties
that | was too shy to join, though | excelled in running with
the Christ Church beagles round by Garsington and the
Dorchester Clumps, and thoroughly enjoyed that barbarous
sport. For | think no one divined so accurately what course
a wretched hare would take.

In tho story called "A Don's Day" ("Between the
Acts " | once described Holland's way of going up Christ
Church Hall: " Springing over the ground like the feet that
bring good tidings ; and all the young High Church Party,
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in imitation of him, ssemed to leap for joy as they walked."
It was a true description—true in the speed and joy ; and
truein the man'sinfectious influence. Joy in bringing good
tidings was hislife. | have never met a more joyful person.
He was born happy, just as he was born Christian, and he
couldnot helpit. Birthgavehimavitalityinvincible. As
my schoolfellow, Stephen Paget, says in his Memoir of
Holland, " Ho had an everlasting delight in his own exist-
ence." When he was still quite young he wrote of himself :
" | suppose | have got some gush of naked humanity that
will always be with me." The very look of him recovered
one's spirits. He looked like a humorous monkey, but a
monkey that had unexpectedly acquired a soul. There was
something almost painfully childish and naive in his pleasure
over innocent creatures and things, as when, in crossing a
Welsh brook one Sunday morning, he stopped with clasped
hands and cried, " Oh, | say, just hark at the dear little
water saying its prayers! " To me that sort of silliness was
intensely irritating, though Holland's humour could just
carry it off. But in the mouths of his many imitators it
drove me to distraction, and if the Fran