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PREFACE

WE all know what qui s'excuse really does, so |
shall not say much as to further reappearances
after a certain leave-taking. It is true that then
| was honestly referring only to appearance " in
panoply "—" Histories of Literature" of the
kind | had been writing for more than thirty
years in nearly or quite half that number of
volumes. These | have never attempted since,
and am not likely ever to attempt—indeed | have
refused proposals for things of the kind, not
merely on the score of age, but because Fate has
not been kind in some other ways. As,' when |
began again with smaller and lighter things,
people seemed to like these, " request of friends "
became more than a polite apology—there is no
need to say anything about the rest of the line
as to another kind of obligation. After all, one
goes back as usual to Shakespeare and Benedick,
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with a touch of Touchstone. My present
Beatrice may be a poor thing ; but when | said
that | should write no more | did not know that
| was going to write her.  And whether she will
be Mr. Baxter's absolutely Last Word or not |
do not know now.

Like other people in these days of Reminis-
oaos | have of course—long ago and often
since—been asked to write them. But without
in the least reflecting on anybody who has done
so, | am bound to say that, in any complete or
continuous form, the proceeding has aways
discommended itself to me. | have had no great
and big public experiences; and when you
come to private ones my possibly old-fashioned
tastes would oblige me to leave out all the more
interesting things to and about myself, and most
of those most interesting to others about others
yet. The greatest compliment that can be paid
to anybody is, " You are a gentleman,"” and | do
not seem to see a gentleman either kissing and
telling or remembering to backbite. Nevertheless
a few personal anecdotes, especially of Oxford
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at a time when men, | fancy, were lectured and
shepherded less and allowed to prepare for the
risks of their future life more,' may perhaps be
introduced to vary other matter.

As for that other matter, it consists of things
to some extent perhaps validated by the experi-
ences of a life, undistinguished, as has been
confessed, by any striking events, but sufficiently
free from unvaried ruts of any kind. Twenty
years of passive education and eight of active
schoolmastering—not undiversified in frequenta-
tion as guest of barrack and ball-room, as habitue
of the open road as well as the closed study;
twenty more of London journalism of a rather
varied type; twenty more yet of that profes-
sorial life in a Scotch University which, especi-
ally for persons not to the country born, gave
an almost ideal combination of vocational em-
ployment, with varied residence and oppor-
tunities for avocational work and play; yet

! The apparent growth of " Battels" amazes me most.  After the next

Commission they will probably include college-furnished clothing on the
good old " Moses" principle—" threesuits a year, two to be returned”
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another seven of " shelf,” with the opportunities
that shelf gives of looking without falling " down
and out,” and certain circumstances not favour-
able to mere going to deep on it—all this at
least does not disqualify a man for forming and
holding opinions—even for giving them.

Also without boasting | believe | may say that
these opinions are home-grown, in respect not
only of minor " books and things and persons,"
but of the greater matters in politics and religion,
in aesthetics and philosophy. | do not take to
myself the slightest credit for this independence.
| suppose | was born so, just as another man
might be born handsome, a third physically
strong, a fourth amiable, and a fifth able to write
so that other people can read his writing. At
any rate no person that | can think of, in racking
a pretty good memory, ever did influence my
opinions in the slightest degree, and no author
except Carlyle, with whom in details | disagree
as often as | agree, if not oftener. My father
was, | believe, a Conservative, but he died when
| was fourteen, and never talked politics, with or
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before me, at all. Nor did my schoolmasters,
or my tutors when | went to Oxford.> Although
my family was sincerely and, as the French say,
" practisingly" religious, there was no contro-
versial element about in it, and nothing to make
me, either by attraction or repulsion, High
Church or Evangelical. In these two most
important divisions of thought and practice, as
in literature and in art, in work and play, in
personal relations, and in everything else, | have
loved things and persons because | loved them,
and loathed them because | loathed—not because
the love or the loathing was fashionable or un-
fashionable, profitable or unprofitable, orthodox
or heretical, customary or eccentric. And when
it comes not to loving or loathing, but to know-
ing or believing, accepting or rejecting, | have
always held with the poet on the voyage of man's
life, that

Save his own soul, he hath no star,

LI think | may say that | imitated them when | came into functions
similar to theirs. All my students may have known that | was a Tory : |
am sure none can say that | talked Tory politics on the platform.
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though that poet and | might differ considerably
as to Who put the soul there and to several other
conditions and circumstances, rules for star-
observation, and charts to consult in steering.

| only troublethereader with all thisto explain,
if not excuse, my troubling him further with a
few notes of this voyage as taken by myself—
notes lighter and graver—a farrago, in short.
Southey's Ornniana, Locker's Patchwork, and my
regretted friend Austin Dobson's Bookman's
Budget may have had something to do with
suggesting it to me, in form ; though they are all,
especially the first and last, as much less purely
personal as they are, no doubt, better. | could,
of course, have followed their example in the
" Commonplace-book " direction to any extent
—there are one or two such followings as it is.
But | did not want to make a big book, and | did
want to say what | have said here. In my twenty
years of journalism | calculate, on principles
again employed here later, that | must have
written the equivalent of at least a hundred
volumes of the " Every Gentleman's Library "
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type—and probably more. | have not, to my
knowledge, repeated any sentence in that extensive
and fortunately uncollectable collection ;' but
some of the following articles contain expressions,
in short, of the principles on which the others
were written. | might have called the booklet
A Little Testament, but that would have been
presumptuous and plagiarising. Thetitle actually
to be adopted is unpretentious, common property,
and yet exact to individual contents.

So let it take its chance—offering, as it does,
free opportunity of play on the various meanings
of the word " scrap,” and, by the help of the
motto below it,? additional handles to any one
who chooses to take hold of them. If there is

! Nothing here given has appeared before, except two of the " Little
Necrologies,” that on Mr. Lang, which appeared in the Oxford Magazine,
just after his death, and that on M r. Dobson, from the Bookman's Journal,
both reprinted by kind permission of the respective Editors.

2 " Lucian wrote this, knowing old things and vain."

If the epigram is really his, some lines must surely be lost, dealing with
mahard and its opposite véa, as the actual sequel does with pwpd and cogpd.
| think | know what they would have been like. For as most of the sup-
posed wise things are foolish, so nearly all the supposed new things, bar
mere mechanism, are old.
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in parts of it what one of our young Ithuriels—
quite kind to some other work of mine in the
main, as, | am a little surprised and very frankly
pleased to say, others of his squadron have
been—speared as a " spatter of jocosities,” |
plead my Victorian "clergy." Gilbert and Cal-
verley, " Lewis Carroll " and Traill, may have lent
individual genius to the expression of a certain
spirit. But, after all, that spirit itself was the
spirit of their age—a spirit which aspired to
humour and rejoiced therein, even if it could not
always attain it—which, as it is put in one of the
very greatest of English and therefore of any
poems—

Ever with afrolic welcome took
Thunder and sunshine.

GEORGE SAINTSBURY.

| ROYAL CRESCENT, BATH,
Oct. 12, 1922.
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. The Charm of Journalism—What is it ?
It would be unnecessary and idle to list the long
and illustrious row of lovers; but Sir James
Barrie's declaration when he was rectored at St,
Andrews the other day, made one old cavalier-
servant certainly, and probably a great many
more, ask the question for the xth time. To
answer that question would be no small part of
the business of a real historian of the newspaper
—a person who, apparently, has never shown

himself yet.*
Whether this later Ninon de I'Enclos still
retains her witchery | do not know. | have

! Certainly not, some fifty years ago, in the shape of James Grant—not
the once beloved author of Harry Ogilvie and The Yellow Frigate, but James
of the 'Tiser, victim of some of Thackeray's most savage " datings" in his
own Press days.

| B
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heard of some one on the staff of a newspaper
at this moment who is paid £10,000 a year.
Could one love something or somebody which
or who pays one £10,000 a year, unless of course
it were the Church and one were an archbishop ?
(though archbishops have nothing like that now).
Perhaps, too, the increasing specialism, here as
elsewhere, creates monotony and boredom. But
these are " shallows and miseries.” There was
nobody like our Ninon, and (apparently) the
other fellows' Ninon before us—as for the present
and the future, let them take care of themselves.

| think that, as with other loves, her infinite
variety, while she lasted, and the extreme un-
certainty whether she would last or not, con-
stituted at least part of her attraction. In less
than twenty years' liaison with her, the present
writer found himself twice " on the pavement "
—" planted there " incomeless, " disestablished
and disendowed." Papers die or are sold over
your head ; reconstructions of staff and scheme
lop off the branch on which you sat ; all manner
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of evil contingencies may happen. Nor, when
all goes smoothly, do you as a rule when you go
down to your office know in anything more than
an x to y degree what you are going to write
about. You may have something to propose,
but it is somebody else who disposes ; and though
you may be, as, | believe, one person once proudly
claimed to be, " the third best authority in
England on grey shirtings,” it may fall to you
to discuss the best way of keeping a hand on
the manufacture of cocaine ; when you have
been concocting arguments as to the extent to
which a law officer of the Crown in a criminal
cae should use rhetoric against the prisoner,
you may have to point out to other persons in
still higher position that a place called Teschen
has been heard of before 1919." These are con-
tingencies more recent than my own experience ;
but certainly the first quarter of the twentieth

! Some of us could also have pointed out to such persons that if you
disturbed Austria you would pull out linchpins and throw down keystones
throughout Europe.
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century has not been less fertile in their kind than
the last of the nineteenth, from which | shall give
samples presently. If we did not busy ourselves
quite so much with some sections of society as
our successors seem to do—why, once more, this
IS not my business. Autres temps, autres Ninons.
But even the more or less uninteresting dis-
appointments noticed above testify to the Cleo-
patresque variety of the lady, while not seldom
she almost lays claim to that wonderful linewhich,
amid volumes of triviality and vulgarity and
sentimental gush, makes Leigh Hunt a poet :

The laughing Queen that caught the world's great hands.

The occupations and amusements she offers you
never grow monotonous, and are sometimes
monumental surprises. Y ou might in my time
go down to business one day and be greeted with
the news of that Phoenix Park murder—which
apparently some journalists of to-day have never
heard of, judging from their ingenuous surprise
at the " spontaneous generation " of the crime
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in Ireland. Others gave you the successive
episodes of that second Afghan War which was
so vividly touched off in Maga some months ago.*
For a third variation of kind you were told that
the excellent Dr. Ginsburg was thirsting for
your blood—not because you had backed
Shapira's forgeries, but because you had dealt
in too Hellenic irony with some of the positive
Hebraic arguments against them,—or, by a half-
laughing, half-reproving editor, that a most re-
spectable man of letters—himself editor of a
most respectable periodical—had suddenly dis-
continued his subscription because of some
ribaldry of yours about M r. Gladstone and Brad-
laugh. Again there was to be done steady
battering of that Channel Tunnel insanity which
is rearing its head once more. (Fancy the state
of London, or the state of the tunnel, if we were
all wondering whether, and how soon, the
Germans or somebody else would be in a posi-
tion to reverse the threat of the old rhyme :

1 » Old For-Ever," Blackwood's Magazine, June 1922.
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Load me well, and keep me clean,
And |'ll carry a ball to Cdais Green!)

Or, going East once more, you might have to
be very learned, and not too ill-informed, on
Merv and Balkh, " combining" (like the other
young gentleman at Eatanswill) classical remi-
niscences of Bactria and Sogdiana with quite
fresh and partly confidential information fur-
nished you by that kindest and wisest of heroes
whom men, because they loved him,' called
" Bobs." Whence you might turn to the dis-
cussion of knuckle-bones and cat's-cradle ; or
the best way of making claret cup ; or the de-
sirableness of a new edition of Defoe; or of a
halter for Mrs. Maybrick. Metaphorically, if
not locally, another old tag applied :

At Paris, at Rome,
At the Hague he's at home,
The good [pressman] is nowhere a stranger.

L | hold heloves me best who callsme Tom," says Heywood in a passage
which some people who know nothing dse about him know, because it touches
on Shakespeare.
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Men (and women) have said unkind things
of this mistress of ours. An excellent old lady
(who was rather more like the present imaginary
Victorian dame than any one ese | ever knew)
once remonstrated with my sainted belle-mere for
allowing her daughter to marry " a man who
wrote for penny papers "—a remonstrance all
the more unreasonable because the villain did
not take to this villainy for some years after he
had carried off his victim from her mother's arms.
Recently the form of contempt has altered. |
am told that journalism has been, as the late
seventeenth century would have said, " taken
into keeping," and that some of the keepers keep
whole harems of newspapers. But, as | have ad-
mitted, | never listen to scandal about old loves.

Perhaps the curious " Attraction of the Night "
has something to do with the matter, though
very much journalist work—more, | fancy, than
formerly—is done in the " gaudy, blabbing, and
remorseful day." Indeed, I myself found that
| could not stand real night-work of the old kind
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—work that began at 10 and kept one up till 3
or 4—for very long. But it had an odd interest
of its own, and its accidents were odder still.
Once, as | was going up in the Underground to
the Temple, a young lady, not exactly a Ninon,
but " very nicely dressed,” as Peter Simple says,
and of profession much more unmistakable to
me than the other's was to Peter, though not
offensive in manners or speech, plumped herself
down close to me and said, " Do my eyes look
queer ?"  So | inspected them in the grave and
chaste way, and delivered the verdict that they
were quite nice eyes and didn't look queer at
all. " Oh! " shesad, " | thought they might,"
and then proceeded to tell me how an admirer
of hers, who was returning to the other side of
the world, and had actually taken his leave, had
waked her in the middle of the preceding night
and taken her down to Gravesend; and how on
board ship later they had jointly partaken of five
pints of champagne as a stirrup-cup. " He has
a wife and seven children,” she concluded.
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" Were the seven children on board ?" | asked.
" No,” she replied with perfect gravity, " nor
thewife." We parted without any additional stain
on either of our characters, and somehow when |
think of her and think aso of Dr. Johnson's beloved
Bet Flint—in whose own region wewere—and of
many changes of times and places and things, |
wonder if it was Bet, rediviva.

Another time it was when | was returning,
not going, in that strange dead season just before
dawn, the mystical quality of which great verse-
and prose-men have sung and said. | was
three (perhaps four) parts aseep in my hansom,
and | suspect driver and horse were in much
the same condition, when, about Knightsbridge,
we met a cart for Covent Garden, equally under
the sway of " Porpus,” and | woke to find the
end of a shaft inside the cab and alongside my
ear. A few inches more towards the middle and
the results might have been something more than
a headache.

These are trivial things enough; but as one
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looks back they take one alittle—ever so little—
out of das Gemeine—the uniform banality which
IS the curse alike of life, and literature, and
politics, and everything else.

One thing that | am altruistically sorry for
in the state of those who would have been my
fellows in the service of this Gipsy Queen, if
they had lived forty or fifty years ago, is the dis-
appearance of anonymity in the Press. As it
happened, | myself began—as an outsider and
almost non-combatant—in the Academy with
signed articles. But most of my regular service
in political, miscellaneous, and literary work for
periodicals, daily and weekly, was done anony-
mously, and | cannot help thinking that this is
by far the better system. The other may gratify
personal vanity, but hardly even that when the
custom comes to such a pitch that mere " office-
boy " work claims the distinction which is now
no distinction. One old objection to the anony-
mous article—that it covers unfairness and per-
sonal spite—is really absurd. What is the use
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of an editor if he does not prevent this? On
the other hand, signature does hamper and cramp
honest and frank criticism.! But the strongest
arguments against it may be derived, first from
the amount of semi-oracular authority that it
takes away from the article, and secondly from
the necessary disappearance of mystery. Now
authority is a great thing, and mystery a greater.
| myself once wrote an article entitled " Con-
fessions of an English Leek-Eater," which made
quite a sensation.  Persons in the Upper Houses
of Fleet Street asked seriously whether it was not
the late Lord Salisbury's (compare, with the
proper allowance, what happened to one of the
George Warringtons), and the interest in it
almost survived the twenty-four hours—till a
treacherous friend spoilt the fun by blurting
out that it was mine. Well ! well 1 From
Piccadilly to St. Paul's or thereabouts nous etions
bien la ; and | do not feel inclined to shower

! So much so that a man who has been long on the Press, unless he is a
mere hermit or a mere Ishmaelite, has hardly any " free elbow " at all.
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anything but roses even on the graves of the
papers that didn't pay me.

1. A Book of Misunderstandings—Has any
one ever written this? or anything likeit? To
be done satisfactorily it should be the result of
thingsjotted down from time to time and checked
by a long experience of books and life. Here |
can only give a specimen or two, to be relayed
by others later.

One of not the least noteworthy and notorious
of historic sayings is Claverhouse's answer to
the rebel Covenanter who appealed to God and
man against his drumhead sentence : " To man
| can be answerable, and as for God, | will take
Him into my own hand."

Now the almost universal comment on this
has been condemnatory—the censure varying in
terms from " blasphemous " and even " atheistic "
to " brutal " and " indecent." This has aways
seemed to me to be a particularly gross and crass
instance of misunderstanding. That the utter-
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ance was not sympathetic or mealy-mouthed is
of course true enough : a Graham with a memory
of a certain procession along the High Street of
Edinburgh some thirty years earlier, with another
Graham for its centre and victim, was not likely
to feel or speak amiably. But it was a categorical
and straightforward reply to the delinquent's
appeal. Claverhouse, in fact, recognises the
relevance of the first half of that appeal. He
could be answerable to man : he held commission
from the constituted authorities to do the things
he was doing. But as between him and the
Divinity, the issue was clearly confined to them-
selves only. If what he was doing was against
God's will, it was not because it was done to any
particular person, and no particular person had
any locus standi in the case. Deorum injuriae,
dis curae. | cannot imagine any attitude more
utterly correct for a Christian, or indeed for any
adherent of any religion which regards a God—
or even many gods—as dispenser or dispensers
of ultimate justice. The phrase may be bold
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and rather in the style of the Old than of the
New Testament. But | think few Hebrew
prophets would have objected to it, and | don't
think either St. Paul or St. Peter would.
Curiously enough, though | have held this
opinion ever since | had any reasoned opinions,
something connected with the matter only oc-
curred to me the other day, when | was reading
for the hundredth time the Short Story of the
World—Scott's "Wandering Willie's Tale."
That contains, it will be remembered, the match-
less portrait of Claverhouse himself sitting among
the roisterers, but not of them, in the infernal
duplicate of Redgauntlet Castle. It is not in his
mouth but in Steenie Steenson's that, later, is
put the rejection of the Evil One's orders, " |
shall refer myself to God's pleasure and not to
yours." But Sir Walter has been thinking of
Dundee, and any careful student of words and
meaning (the studies are too often divorced)
will see that the principle of the two speeches is
the same, if their phrasing is different. In the
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Ultimate Court, God and man are aone, and
there shall no thirdsman come between them to
appeal or to accuse, to mediate or to meddle.

I1'l. A Case of Distress—There was once at
a certain university a certain college—indeed
it is there now, in spite of the Enemy—possessed
by or possessing a sat of dons, who were in-
dividually agreeable and admirable, but (foras-
much as they were mostly the children of the
first Commission of that Enemy)—rerum novarum
immodice cupidi. So when it happened that an
unfortunate undergraduate had undertaken, and
won, that " match against the constable " which
used to be a frequent variety of university athletics,
they jumped at the opportunity of allowing dis-
traint on his furniture. Whether this was such
a shocking innovation as it appeared to his fellows
—not to mention the important body of scouts
and college servants (who foresaw diminution of
perquisites at "going down")— 1 cannot say.
But, as the Baron remarks, it was " not in accord-
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ance with the feelings of the Commons of Brad-
wardine," 1 either above or below stairs; and
while the scouts were perfectly prepared to know
nothing of what was to happen, was happening,
or had happened, their masters were equally pre-
pared to make something happen, A certain
whist club conveniently held a seance in some
rooms at the top of the staircase whereon the
menaced rooms were a bottom st ; and when
Tom had told his hundred plus one and the
college was free from strangers, the members of
that club, reinforced by others, set to work. The
keys, curiously enough, were in their possession
(though next morning they were in the porter's),
and the rescue began. Every piece of furniture,
from wardrobe to boot-jack, was removed and
bestowed in other men's rooms; the carpets
were daintily prised up, rolled, and secreted in
the same way. Nothing was left but the blinds
(the curtains had gone), which were spared, lest

! Oddly enough, the name has an anterior and special propriety here. If
Scott had known of the Doctor Profundus he surely would have brought him in.
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(it was, as noted, a ground-floor set) the state of
the apartments should be prematurely revealed
through thewindows. A nd then the rescuers went
to bed and slept the sleep due to virtuous exertion.

Next morning there was, again most con-
veniently, a breakfast in the same rooms in which
there had been whist the night before; and men
partook of it till information came that the bailiffs
had arrived, when they descended to see the
game. The invaders were led by the porter,
whose gravity, though he knew the state of things
perfectly, was beyond praise. While he was
picking out the proper key, the chief officer of
the law (awell-looking and well-dressed Israelite,
with a beautiful top-hat) said pleasantly to one
of the most prominent of the bystanders (half
the college was there), " This must be amusing
for you gentlemen," and was politely informed
that the gentlemen thought it would be. When
the oak was opened the bareness of the usual
small vestibule might have passed, but the inner

doors were promptly made to show the utter
c
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nakedness of the land, save for a single piece of
crockery, abandoned in the middle of the floor.

There was a roar of laughter, of course, but
the bailiff's face was a study as it passed from
smiling importance to savage wrath. " You'll
be sorry for this," he said to his former inter-
locutor (who only replied, " Oh! | don't think
we shall "), and turned rapidly across the quad.
| regret to say that a youthful person (these fresh-
men lack finish terribly) flung the piece of
crockery after him, crying, " Butyou're not taking
your levy ! "

What happened afterwards | do not know :
certainly nobody concerned (except perhaps the
payer of "costs" in the matter) had any reason
to be "sorry." The furniture was returned, of
course, the protest having been duly made. |
suppose the removers did put themselves in peril
of the law ; but it would have been practically
impossible to bring their crime home to in-
dividuals, and it would have caused an absurd
scandal if it had been effected or even attempted.
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It was a little hard on the bailiff, who was only
doing his duty; but, after all, he might have
kept his temper, and the freshman's performance
formed no part of the original plan of campaign.

| V. Education : L The Fetich of it—Not long
ago one of the best of the representatives of
" Labour " expressed himself with engaging naivete
as profoundly surprised and grieved that fifty years
of extended education had not developed reason-
ing faculties in a greater degree. The evidences
of educational fetich-worship are endless, and
we may have to notice a few more of them ; but
there can hardly be one more decisive than this.
Education (no matter of what kind it be) in any
of the usual senses can " develop " nothing that
is not there already, and can rather doubtfully
develop some things that are. Indeed, complete
" letting alone" — i f it were possible—would
probably be the best " developer " of the peculiar
kind desiderated by the Right (and, one believes,
Really) Honourable gentleman referred to. If
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you let the child alone and he burns himself, he
will, unless he is an utter idiot, almost certainly
dread the fire : that result is by no means so cer-
tain to follow if youindoctrinate himwith theories
of combustion and of lesion of the epidermis.

As a matter of fact, the present writer, if he
has not known so many cities as some may have
done, has probably known as fair a proportion
and selection of men's manners and minds as
most people. He has, as observed elsewhere,
had very extensive and peculiar knowledge of
education. And among the least rationally
developed of all his acquaintances he would
count some whose education—Iliterary or scientific
or both—would stand the severest tests, outside of
resultsin rationality. Some other results of experi-
ences in this subject may be dealt with later on.

V. "Little Odds and Ends."—I do not know
anything personally of Dr. Murray, Independent
M .P. for the Western Islands. Inthe" aibstract"
| should suspect those Hebrid Isles of hankering
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after strange shepherds, and " Independent "
M.P.'s are apt to be neither fish, flesh, fowl, nor
the other thing, so abundant in its native state
about the Isles themselves. But | hope Dr.
Murray will be more sincerely obliged to me for
thinking him a very sensible fellow than Mr.,
Winkle, Senior, was to Mr. Benjamin Allen for
thinking him one. In the spring of this year Dr.
Murray, disapproving one of the usual insensate
abolitions for the sake of abolishing, declared
that he " rather liked these little odds and ends."

The particular " odd-and-end "—a small special
wine-duty which, belonging of old to the Univer-
sity of Oxford and more recently transferred to
the city thereof, it was proposed to compound
out of existence—was, no doubt, a matter of
small importance, though an interesting case
might (as nearly always happens) be made out
historically for its retention. But Dr. Murray,
intentionally or not, made this case immensely
stronger by grouping it—Dby advocating " these
little odds and ends " in a body.
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The fact is that if it be too much to say that
life is made tolerable only by its little odds and
ends, they add amazingly to its value and delecta-
tion. Uniformity, equality, standardisation, ex-
ceptionless rule—all these things are simply
sources of boredom and disgust. How infinitely
more cheerful were our law reports when there
were Serjeants who could be addressed as
" brothers,” and when Barons as well as Justices
sat on the Bench! How much prettier the map
of Scotland looked when the county of Cromarty
was in fourteen (or was it four and forty ?) frag-
ments, dotted about Inverness and Ross-shires !
| think schoolboys must have enjoyed the old
scattered Saint's-Day holidays infinitely more
than the modern solid blocks. In a village
where | once lived there was a penny dole for
any one who went to church. The " quality "
were, of course, supposed not to take it, but its
existence, even with the profit left to some one
else, made one almost as convinced a Sabbatarian
as Mrs. Proudie, though in a different way. |
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have never rejoiced in any cheque (values being
equal) so much as in the paper packets of notes
and five-franc pieces which one used to receive
quarterly at Elizabeth College, Guernsey, or
the smaller weekly twists of sovereigns and
shillings coming from a paper too bankrupt to
have a bank account. What meals were ever
more delightful than those " perquisite " suppers
which in some old-fashioned city offices used to
be available on certain overtime nights for some,
at any rate, of the staff, and which they could
(to a decent extent) share with visitors ? Putting
base pecuniary considerations apart, | think |
would rather have been a Canon of Middleham
or a Dean of Bocking than have enjoyed any less
exceptional preferment of equal or even higher
rank. But when an obliging gentleman in the
Register House at Edinburgh, to whom | paid
certain sums for my patent as Regius Professor,
told me that | thereby acquired the privilege of
being " a member of the Civil Service without
medical examination,” | felt, of course, that these



24 A SCRAP BOOK VI

" little odds and ends" have a specia charm.
Perhaps this warranty from disease by signature
under Privy Sed is, or was, he last survival of
Royal " touching " !

VI.

Titles and Personagesfor Some Imaginary
Conversations.

|. Ob Cives Servatos (modern style).
Governor Eyre, Sir Bartle Frere, General
Dyer.
2. When the Columns have ceased conceding.

(Martin Tupper, Sir LewisMorris, and ?).
(Politeness and a wish to please readers
combine in leaving the choice of a
contemporary representative of medi-
ocre poetry or poetastry to them.)

3. Of Backing from your friends.

A Catalan (early eighteenth century), a
Vendean (late do.), an English South
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African (nineteenth), a Southern
Unionist (twentieth).

4. Par divers moyens on arrive a pareille fin.

A Robber Baron. A Buccaneer.
A Company Promoter. A Labour Leader.

5. Claimsfor prize of most mischief-making, lodged
and supported by the following words:
Seniors: Right, Justice, Liberty.
Juniors : Social Progress, Collective Bar-
gaining, Self-Determination.

VIIl. Criticism: |[I. Its Infinity—Some little
time ago, the present writer was made amused,
and thereby grateful (there is nothing that one's
own sex can give one for which one is more
grateful than amusement, though that is not
quite the case with the other), by a critic on criti-
cism—a kind of writing usually thought likely
(as | freely and feelingly here acknowledge) to
produce boredom rather than pleasure. It was
a very enthusiastic critic, indeed—again, in the
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circumstances, a rather unusual thing. The
enthusiasm, and some of the utterances it inspired,
did indeed sometimes suggest irony ; but, on
the whole, ironical intention seemed unlikely.
Even a babe of the tribe of Swift would hardly,
as this enthusiast did, let slip unmistakable
evidence that when he agreed with his author
that author was, to him, practically infallible,
but that when he did not the infallibility became,
to him, distressingly fallible.

However, it was not the details that amused
me. It was such expressions as, " If only certain
critics had been able to read it, and so been taught
to appreciate the genius they misunderstood,"
as " after gently showing literary critics how
they should do their business " (this looked most
like irony), but, above all, as the assignment of
" assured finality " to at least one critical attempt.
For these utterances taken together—the last,
indeed, almost taken alone—indicated a hope-
lessly wrong view of criticism itself. There can
be no " finality " in criticism, except, perhaps,
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in the case of our old friend the " Last Man " ;
and it would not be final then, unless it were the
very last thing he did before his extinction or
translation, or whatever it was or will be. The
idea of criticism as something positive and posi-
tively attainable and ascertainable, once for all—
like the quotient of a sum, the conclusion of a
syllogism, or the cast of a death-mask—is a mere
delusion. Criticism is the result of the reaction of
the-processes of one mind on the products of another, or,
to put it more popularly, it tells us how some-
thing looks to or " strikes" somebody. As
no two minds, deserving the name of minds at
all, are alike—the Hand taking its handfuls from
the same boxes, but from such a number of them
and in such different quantities as It pleases—
the results can never be the same, and no particu-
lar result can ever be st down as " fina,"
" standard,” or anything of the sort. There
are, of course, all sorts of different values in
criticism, or rather, to tell a plainer truth,® there

1 The word " values " having become rather " mesed about.”



28 A SCRAP BOOK Vil

are minds which have been made critical and
minds which have not ; and of the former some
may perhaps learn points of critical method from
good exemplars of it; others may have their
attention called to things not distinctly noticed ;
here, no doubt, as everywhere, good accomplished
art is wholesome, as well as delightful, for others
besides the artist.

The notion of there being somewhere a
perfect, final, ideal " criticism " of this or that
author is perhaps too generous and amiable to
be spoken of severely or sneeringly, but is itself
absolutely uncritical, and, if entertained, is likely
to blunt and stunt the critical faculty of the
entertainer.

Criticism—I meanwritten and printed critical
estimate — should be regarded to some extent
as we regard a gallery of pictures. There is
concerned in each picture the subject, the artist,
and the art which brings them together ; and
there are interests connected with each and all
of the three—interests of enjoyment, interests of
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fresh criticism for one's self—many other kinds
of interest. But to talk of a " final " criticism,
not merely of Shakespeare but of Corneille, not
merely of Shelley but of Collins, islike talking of
a" final " portrait of Lady Somebody or a" final "
landscape of Mount Something.  This " merry
world "—and there is none merrier if you inhabit
the right one—is, like the other, " round, And
you may sail for evermore,"

VIIT. Coenae Deum—et aliorum—That diffi-
culty of making the best of both worlds, which
is the real riddle of the painful earth, perhaps no-
where manifests itself more than in adjusting the
hours of deep and non-sleep.  There is, of course,
a certain amount of truth in the advice about
" early to bed and early to rise,” though | am
bound to say that the particular advantages
promised by the proverb do not, either in my
own experience or in my observation of others,
invariably follow. If | could, | should aways
like to get up early—I was never able, even when
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| was doing night newspaper work, to stay in
bed after eight o'clock without discomfort—and
not go to bed till about two. In Germany's
innocent days they used to say—
Von EIf bis Zweit
1st des Diebes Zeit ;

from which it would follow that one ought to
sit up during those hours in order to accommodate
the thief in a proper fashion. Besides, there is
a peculiar charm about the hours themselves.
One never does such good head-work (though
perhaps one may pay for it afterwards) as in
them. They are, though less than they used
to be (owing partly to the abominable growth of
automobiliousness), almost quiet, and the night
is never more " huge and thoughtful." * But
not every constitution will stand an eighteen-
hours' day.

And this is a somewhat roundabout approach
to anot extensive note-structure. Itsintentionis

1 About three a sort of stir comes in—portending pangs of dawn-birth,
as it were.
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to extol the Evening Meal (coema, of course, was
not originally, if it was ever, an evening meal,
but we moderns have, not perhaps so foolishly
as we have done some other things, made it so)
and to glance at some memorable examples of it.

Breakfast is imperative, and nothing should
be done before it. | have walked and worked
in defiance of this rule, and found both exertions
mischievous. Lunch is more facultative, though
| never could do without it myself. But dinner
is dinner, a meal at which not so much to eat—
it becomes difficult to eat much at it as you grow
older—as to drink, to talk, to flirt, to discuss,
to rejoice " at the closing of the day.”" | do not
think anything serious should be done after it,
as nothing should before breakfast.

It, that is to say the evening meal, need not
always be a matter of special dress and abundant
linen ; indeed, " company " meats and drinks may,
a a pinch, be absent. | remember a most
satisfactory one in a rough hut on the roof of
Northern England, with certain excellent lead-
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miners for hosts, unlimited cakes and eggs and
bacon for viands, and afterwards a thing like a
gigantic dinner-wagon, on the top shelf of which
| and my friend slept, while the masters of the
house took the lower. The posts or drink—in this
cae only the very poor creature, tea—was made
by the simple process of putting about a table-
spoonful of leaves in each man's bowl, pouring
boiling water thereon, and adding sugar and milk
at discretion. Nor have | ever been sure since
that the pot is not a superfluity. The had-beens
on the occasion were of some interest, and the
might-have-beens (if we had not hit the hut)
would pretty certainly have put us in all the
newspapers for a day or two. For our hosts told
us that, in a dark night on a pathless moor, we
were walking straight for a perpendicular " scar "
with a drop of some hundred feet to ariver below.

And the actual antecedents were not so very
much less spectacular. We had been walking
all day in the remotest of countries, the last land-
mark, before the final bit of moor, being a sat of
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stepping-stones across a goodish-sized " beck."
We hit these off all right, but when we got there
the beck was in spate, and running a good foot
or more over the stones. Now whosoever of
my possible readers has experienced these con-
ditions will admit that they are not ideal. Y ou
can't se the stones for the Guinness-coloured
foam ; the stream, up to, if not above your knees,
does not make the shots at them and the balance
upon them any surer ; and if you do slip between
them, the consequences are likely to be, in more
ways than one, unpleasant.

| suppose some of the other places " had
work for me" (as the ballad says of Dragut), for
| " got safe to shore " ; but my companion just
failed, and though with some help he managed
to land, the beck had his boots and socks, which
we had stripped off in order to wade. We had
dlippers in our knapsacks; but slippers are
anything but suitable cothurns for the heather-
mixture (with stones and gravel) of the kind of

place where Westmorland and Durham and Y ork-
D
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shire meet, so that his progress to the mining
Hut of Salvation was not beatific. But it was
good if piquant sauce for that Evening Meal,
call it, as you like, tea-dinner, or high-tea, or
the mysterious term which | only know from
Borrow, " boxing Harry."

Another late meal, with some curious resem-
blances and differences, happened about ten or
a dozen years after, when | was living in the north
of Scotland, and, again with a companion, was
again trying a very out-of-the-way walk of con-
siderable length, from the upper Findhorn to
Loch Ness. We could count on no guidance
(it was in May) except that of possible shepherds
(only one of whom ever turned up, and that too
early to be of much use) and a reputed burn,
most appropriately termed Alt-na-Gallagach or
Gealgach (I " have" no Gaelic), which name |
understand to signify " Burn of the Deceivers,"
and to be, curiously enough, rather common in
the Highlands. It was as dry a spring as in the
other case it had been a wet autumn; and the
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peat-hags were like monstrous and irregular
imitations of a cake one sometimes s in the
shops—hollows studded with tumps or teeth of
more or less solid turf sticking up all over them.
To go round each as it came would have made
an aready long walk Heaven knows how much
longer, so the only thing was to hop or jump
from tump to tump. Once more my guardian
angel, or somebody else, brought me through,
but my companion slipped and sprained his ankle
rather badly. However, with much ado we got
down after dark to the hotel at Foyers, and ordered
a meal as prompt and as copious as possible.
Against the copiousness (when it came) or the
goodness, in a simple fashion, there was nothing
to say; but the promptitude! It is only fair
to admit that it was utterly out of the season ;
there was not a visible guest in the house but
ourselves, and probably next to no staff. But the
next-to-no staff conducted itself on principles
pretty exactly described in The Uncommercial
Traveller, when Dickens and his friend went to
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dine at the Temeraire in Brighton. We had, of
course, requested beer instanter, and with no
regard to other things. The door opened—we
were (both dog-tired and my friend with the
additional excuse of his ankle) reclining on sofas
in a desert of coffee-room. We started up, each
right hand expecting a tankard. But it was only
table-gear, and a mere instaiment of that—a
mustard-pot or a bread-platter or—most insulting
of all—a water-carafe. We said, as sweetly as
possible, " Let us have that beer, please" and
lay back. Again and again this happened, till
at last (at least so my friend said) | bellowed,
"WILL YOU BRING THAT BEER ?" in a voice
that made him shriek with laughter. And it came
—the food after it; and once more we slaked
the desire of food and drink in what Hesperus
brought us after pains and—in a mild way—
perils.

The third was a lonely but not very dissimilar
experience. | had been walking round that
queerest of queer places, the neighbourhood of
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the Roman Steps, in the Hinterland of Barmouth,
with the intention of continuing across the moor
to Trawsfynydd. But finding it impossible to
ascertain the way thither from an exceedingly
amiable but entirely monoglot Welshwoman,
who seemed to be the only living being in that
universe, and the day shortening, | made down
the valley for Harlech, not by the way | had come,
got off the path somehow, and found myself,
after dark, in one of those agreeable chess-boards
of boulders and heather in which the betting is
rather in favour of breaking your leg. (I know
a still worse one—for the stone is more slippery
—on one side of Yestor or Cawsand, | am not
sure which.)  Therefore it seemed to me that, as
Aristotle saith, " the phronimos would decide "
to stand still and shout " Hullo! "* Luckily,
a boy who had been on an errand up to some
moor-farm heard this S.O.S,, extricated me, and

! When did the utterly un-English " Hello !" come in? " Hall,"
generally with " 0" and " Hall," most commonly with " 00, are dassc;
there is warrant even for “ hill," with " y-ho," while the verb " hollow " or
" holla" isall right. But what on earth do we want with " Hell- " ?
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showed me the way down. And when, after-
wards, | was eating this evening meal, a man
of Harlech flavoured it with many anecdotes of
the appalling experiences of waifs and strays on
the mountain.

Now motorists, and even cyclists, never get
such sauce to their suppers, or delicacies to their
dinners, as fell to my lot in these three cases.
Not that the other kind, the kind without pre-
cedent storm and stress, is to be pooh-poohed—
very much the contrary. Kinds rather—for of
the regulation or domestic dinner after the work
or theworry of the day the varieties are, of course,
infinite. Thetete-a-tete at its own best is equally,
of course, the best of all, as it always is, whether
bi- or mono-sexual. But three are company, and
very good company too, with food and drink
to occupy their hands. In fact, next to the
perfect tete-a-tete of a man and a (not necessarily)
maid comes the feast of a man and two ladies.

! The rather uncommon litre or imperial quart of champagne fits this
ideally. A magnum sometimes succeeds admirably, but is subject to problems.
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One of a lady and two men, not both nearly
related to her, might possibly be Lapithaean ;
but three men at one table can have a glorious
time, and the number may be increased to some
half-dozen (a large men's dinner, unless it is
broken up into coteries, is apt to be a
rather dismal thing), with fair prospect of
the glory not departing soon or—in memory
—ever.

Of mixed dinners of the ordinary festal kind,
the best of all is a specia gift of God ; and the
fact that it is hardly possible under the modern
limitation to half a dozen or so—good as this
may sometimes be—is rather against such limi-
tation, though certainly the chances are heavy
against the " best of all." It comes when you
happen to sit next Theodora or Dorothea—
whether yourself or another takes her down does
not matter, for this marriage is recklessly in-
different between assignment and capture—and
she recognises (it nearly always happens im-
mediately) that you are Dorotheus or Theodorus.
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You ea and drink other things, no doubt ; but,
as in the case of Mr. David Copperfield, you
consume chiefly her. When she is gone, you
drink her and think of her still ; and at last, when
you get into the drawing-room, you make straight
for her. Your hostess very likely comes up and
says, " You two are behaving disgracefully,” but
you both remember Heine—

Wir Bede bekummern uns um Nichts,

though you can't fully imitate the absorption of
his pair in each other. And then you both go
away, having had the triple blessing of Ceres and
Bacchus and Venus.  Perhaps you meet again
" for good,” perhaps only for a more or less
agreeable friendship, but never again thus;
perhaps never at all. And which of these things
is the better business is unknown, except to God,
as goes one of the greatest of all sayings and one
of the most constant and repeated in some folks'
minds and memories.
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| X. Names of Racehorses—It will be remem-
bered by the lovers (I hope many) of Henry
Kingsley's Ravenshoe that he protested against
the absurdity of racing nomenclature. " Allow
Me," " Ask Mamma,” and " Pam's Mixture"
were his examples—foolish, doubtless, but not
extravagant. (I did once myself name a filly for
my school-fellow the late Mr. Leopold de Roth-
schild ; but the name, Hippolyta, was, as the
twentieth century will at once say, too " obvious,"
and she never, | think, came to anything.) Just
about Derby time this year there were bitter
complaints about an animal called " Suryakumari."
| do not know whether she was too much for the
"ring," but if so they must be degenerate. In
the early 'sixties | happened to be, on a solitary
walking tour, at a Salisbury hotel. Somebody,
who had, | suppose, done duty in the Crimea,'
had baptized a beast by the name of Baktchiserai.

1 We had somewars in those days, my dear young friends, and there were
places called Inkerman and Lucknow, though it was astonishingly difficult
to make people who had been there talk of them.
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The coffee-room was full of racing people,
but they had no difficulty. " Back-kitchen
Sarah," reverberated cheerfully. In the later case
" Mary " is there beforehand, and | will not
insult intelligence by suggesting transliterations
for the rest.

X. Wordsworth and the Pussyfoots—If the
Pussyfoots were not such noxious and obnoxious
creatures themselves, they would provide—indeed
they do, as it is—a certain amount of innocent
amusement for the people of God. Take their
production of Wordsworth as an instantia con-
tradictoria to Sir Arthur Quiller- Couch's ab-
solutely impregnable assertion of the historical
connection of liquor and literature. For every-
body who isup in Wordsworthian lore and liquids
knows the tradition, supported by his own evi-
dence, that Wordsworth at Cambridge was once
actually drunk. And it has aways been the
habit of the profane to mourn the impossibility
of having been present on that occasion and of
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observing the demeanour of the bard.  Therefore,
in the first place, the claim is subject to demur
in itself. But it is even more fertile of fun in
another respect. For it illustrates the fact—
already well known to the observers of their ways
—that it is not drunkenness, but what is in the
true sense temperance—not the sot, but the
sensible drinker—that Pussyfoots hate. They
rather like the drunkard—he is useful as a
Helot. They resist proposals to make him, as
such, more uncomfortable than at present. They
are proof against the fact—a priori almost demon-
strable, and hideously demonstrated a posteriori
—that Prohibition will multiply his numbers and
aggravate his condition. " Never mind the
drunkard,” is their line, " except as a lantern-
slide. Let us go for the ruffians who drink and
are not drunk, who have the impudence to take
the gifts of God and thank the Giver."

X 1. Politics: 1. Toryism—There lies open
before me, with inside end-paper and flyleaf
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exposed, a small volume inscribed as follows in
avery comely hand, names only blanked :

To

One of two Tories|eft in England,
from the other,

January 1892.

" The other " is, das! dead, and " the one"
(whose hand is not comely) probably has not
long to live, so that unless some recruits have
sprung up in the last thirty years, Toryism would
seem, on the authority of this document, to be
in a rather bad way. If | remember rightly,
Victor Hugo, in hisVictorian manner, announced
once, je serai celui-la! in the case of its coming
to a definitely last man of another (quite other)
sort of political creed, and seemed rather to
enjoy the prospect. | am afraid | should not
posess peyaroyruyia Of that kind to that extent
if | were in the case above suggested.
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For it would not only be a great pity, from
various minor points of view, but would show,
rather uncomfortably, that the human brain is
returning rapidly to that ape-stage in which
some of us still don't believe. (Everything that
| have ever seen of or read about monkeys
inclines me to believe that there is pretty com-
plete democracy among them.) Toryism—how-
ever contrary this may go to Radical chatter
about it—is at least a political creed which can
stand the tests of rational examination of the
physical and historical facts of life. It rests, in
the first place, on the recognition of the facts
that all men and women are born unequal ; that
no men or women are born free (if one could
play the hackneyed " time-reversal " game it
would be cruelly amusing to catch a future
democrat at his birth, leave him entirely free
from all interference, and see what happened
to him); and that if you leave two healthy
brothers or sisters aone together they will
frequently, if not continually, fight. In the
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second, being well acquainted with history, it
knows that all attempts to establish Liberty,
Equality, and Fraternity have failed more or
less disastrously and disgustingly, whatever
camouflage of success they may have kept up ;
while acceptance and judicious regulation of the
contraries have aways (barring the faults of in-
dividuals, or more rarely of systems) done well.
For the sentimental pleas of Socialist Democracy,
it has the answer of Religious Charity. For
the arithmetical plausibility of " share and share
alike," it has the irresistible replies in kind that
the " alikeness" will not last a year, a month, a
week, a day, nay, not an hour, and that in a very
short time there will be nothing to share afresh.
" Why should there be kings ?"  Because there
aways are kings—whether by Divine Right, as
in some cases, or by Diabolic Selection, as in
others. " Why should there be peers?" Be-
cause you want in all, or nearly all, cases some
court of political appea ; and when your first
line of government is elective, there should
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clearly be a second with which direct popular
election has as little to do as possible. Now the
hereditary principle supplies this, as it also does
in the case of kingship, better, by all experience,
than anything else.

Behind all this, and any amount more which
anybody can have who wants it, there is the
vague-seeming but rationally impregnable back-
ground-argument, provided once more by age-
long experience, that change is rarely for the
better, and that continual change, for the sake
of changing, will certainly sometimes, and prob-
ably often, be for the worse. The goods you
have are real, and the ills, in all probability
and experience, to a large extent imaginary—
certainly bearable in that they have been borne.
The goods that are to come may, and by experi-
ence to a large extent will, be imaginary, and the
illsvery real indeed. Nothing has been said here
—purposely nothing—of the non-practical side
of Toryism; which is, of course, giving away
masses of weight. Some of the more generous
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iconoclasts themselves admit the beauty of the
icons they would destroy. For my part, their
own ideals seem to me more hideously ugly
and uninteresting the more they elaborate them.
Put away all thought of the crime and agony
which would have to be gone through in order
to bring about the Socialist Utopia; get it some-
how brought about by fairy agency ; could there,
even then, be anything more loathsome than one
wide waste of proletariat-Cocqcigrue comfort;
everybody as good as the President ; everybody
as " well educated " as everybody else; every-
body stationed, rationed, regulated by some kind
of abstract " State "—as equal, and really about
as free, as pigs in a sty, and not much better
deserving the name of man, or the manly chances
of position, possession, genius, ancestry, and all
that differentiates us from brutes ?

If any one says, " But you have no business
to assume that there is no via media between
this and Toryism," history and not | shall answer
him. Whiggery, Liberalism, Moderate Radi-
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calism—all have failed more or less: the only
reason why, in this or that case, they have not
failed utterly, or have held out for a long time,
being that they have not been " extreme," that
the remnant of the principles of Toryism itself—
Inequality, Individualism, Heredity, Property, etc.
—which they have retained, has kept them alive.

X11. A Seashore Sory,—Once upon a time,
there was an extremely wicked man who did not
believe in Science with a large S, though he quite
acknowledged the importance and usefulness of
divers sciences with a small ; and perhaps knew
a little about some of them. He happened to
be taking a walk about a part of the coast of the
island in which he lived. In one of the bays
certain small pebbles or shingle were said to
occur which did not correspond to any rock in
the immediate vicinity. But Science was quite
sure that they came from another part of the
coast at some distance—travelling to the place

where they were found by this or that set of
E
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winds and tides. As the wicked man looked at
and handled these nice little pebbles, it occurred
to him—the instigator being clearly something
like that Devil in whom Science generally doesn't
believe—that he would have a game with Science.
So he filled his pockets and part of his knapsack
with the pebblets and went off to another bay
several miles distant, quite out of the way of any
probable set of those winds and tides, and scattered
them carefully just above ordinary high-water
mark on the beach. Of course the next storm
might, and probably would, sweep them away.
But in any case, the fact of their being there, if
only for five minutes, " gave something to think "
about the methods and arguments, and especially
the assumptions, of Science.

Of course, again, the wicked man knew all
about a certain story as to shells and the Alps
and pilgrims; and though that was in more
$nses than one " another story," it may have put
his wickedness in his head. But that is beside
the matter. Only, to round the thing off, let it
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be mentioned that sometime afterwards he told
his wickedness to a friend who did believe in
Science. " Y ou don't mean to say you did that ? "
quoth the friend in pious horror. Yet perhaps
the action is worth relating, if only to make a
few think twice about accepting the dicta of Herr
von Goethe's Jarno and the Reverend Charles
Kingsley's Dean Winnstay as to the rocks " telling
no lies." Not that the rocks tell any lies at all
themselves, but that they may possibly be made
to tell them by folks who insert all sorts of un-
proved premisses among their evidence. Also
one may think of it when one hears of a new
" further back " human ancestor being dis-
covered on the strength of a tooth, which may,
it seems after all, be that not of anything anthro-
poid, but of a " primitive bear." Yet it cannot
be said that there is nothing of the primitive
bear in man : and so we come round again.

XIIl. Green Tea in Punch.— One of the
numerous amiable reviewers of my Notes on a
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Cellar-Book was a little grieved because | did not
include " made " green tea in a receipt which |
gave for punch. | need not say that | was
perfectly well acquainted with that prescription,
in more forms than one or two. But | do not
" hold with " it, as the old lady said she did not
with curates. In the first place—and indeed
this might be the last aso, for everything ese
is superfluous—I think it spoils the punch. But
there is more against it, for it is obviously founded
on a faulty theory. Green tea (according to the
strictest sect, in combination with a wet towel
round the forehead) is supposed to sober you
after you have drunk too much. Therefore,
taken in combination with drink, it will, even
without a wet towel, prevent your drinking too
much, or at least enable you to drink more before
the " too much " is reached.

But part, if not all, of this argument seems
to me, after much thought, some observation,
and a little experiment, to be unsound in logic,
ethics, and fact. Green tea (though | confess
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that by itself with sugar—it is the only tea that
should be sugared—I rather like it) is notoriously
bad for the nerves. The wet towel (it is true
the green-tea-in-punch advocates do not insist
on this adjunct) is much more conducive to
neuralgia than to sobriety. And | doubt whether
the plan of pitting certain qualities of the tea
against certain others of the spirit, and expecting
thereby to get the benefit of both and the mischief
of neither, is at all sound hygienically or logically.
| remember too well the French fabliau of the
ugly but wise knight, who married a pretty but
foolish girl on this same principle, and was
rewarded by an offspring as plain as its papa and
as silly as its mother.

Besides, as | ventured to point out in my
little book itself, you don't want either to stimu-
late drinking beforehand or to facilitate excess
in it afterwards. You want every good person
to have as much good liquor as is good for him,
and as he really desires and can enjoy. You
don't want Nature to be expelled with the fork



54 A SCRAP BOOK XIV

of Prohibition, but you also don't want her to
be tricked and outwitted with counter-irritants.
More particularly so, because it is even more
certain than that she will " recur " in the former
case, that you, and not she, will be the tricked
and outwitted one in the latter.

Al which implies not the slightest ill-temper
with my reviewer. He was merely repeating a
traditional formula which has been respected by
many of our fathers before us, partly as a tradi-
tion (and tradition is more often right than wrong,
just as innovation is more often wrong than
right), partly from what seemed to them good
reasons. And it is better even to drink
green-tea punch than none. And there is
much too little punch of any kind drunk now.
So let us end as friends with all — except
Pussyfoots.

X1V . Little Necrologies: |. Andrew Lang.—
There is no such Greek word as wvexporoyia,
| fear ; but neither is there any such Latin one—
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classical or early post-classical at least—as obi-
tuarium, and " necrology " is much prettier than
" obituary." Of these little tributes to friends
in life and comrades in letters, two, as acknow-
ledged in Preface, have appeared before; the
others are, as yet, unpublished. If any one,
knowing Lang's strong adherence to the dislike
shown by many of the best men for biographies,
asks me why |, even in miniature, neglect it, let
me point out that there is nothing or very little
"biographical," except as regards literary " life,"
in any of these notices. They are, as it were,
criticisms a little vivified by personal touches.
And | have the warrant of a spontaneous utter-
ance by some one who knew Lang himself, even
better than | did, in reference to this very paper :
“Ah! he wouldn't have disliked what you have
written." Nor do | think Dobson would. In
Henley's case | have almost confined myself to
one episode of his career, the details of which
nobody now living, to the best of my belief, knows
as well as | do. And as for Traill, he is one
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of the rare persons—he was rare in more ways
than one—about whom far too little has been
written at all. Marry! there is no lack of
those about whom there has been written too
much!

| never knew Lang when we were both
undergraduates, nor, though we certainly had
common acquaintances, do | remember hearing
him spoken of. In fact, as one of the greatest
of undergraduates observes, it may be " reckoned
a remarkable thing " that in nearly fifty years
| never met him in Oxford till the Merton gaudy
of 1911. He was my elder by eighteen months,
but my junior at Oxford by nearly as much, for
| went up rather early and he very late. And he
was not elected Fellow at Merton till the last
year of my Postmastership had expired, and |
had gone down for good. Nor for the next five
yearswas | at all in Oxford or much in England.
As soon, however, as he began to write in the
Dark Blue, in the Academy, and as author of
Ballads and Lyrics of Old France, | could not fail
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to hear of him, especialy as our lines of reading
(I had myself written nothing as yet) were
curiously similar.

In 1873, going up to take my Master's
Degree, and staying with the Creightons, | found
my host and hostess one morning at breakfast
reading a letter from Lang (who was then in
Switzerland or on the Riviera, | forget which)
and speculating whether he would or would not
manage a reprieve from the sentence that had
been passed on his lungs. As every one knows
now, the reprieve was granted to an extent un-
usually " indefinite," as the grim French saying
has it, for it covered forty years, and the lungs
were not to blame at last.

Still, there was no actual acquaintance between
us for some time longer ; and then | owed it, as
| suspect a vast number of other people did, to
an act of kindness on his part. The pack of lame
dogs whom Lang helped over stiles will make a
considerable and perhaps not inconvenient com-
pany for him on the Day of Judgment. | was
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a very lame dog indeed at that moment ; for |
had found schoolmastering (to adapt an old
" Shooting Star " pun) not only not at all dear
to me, but exceedingly expensive; and was, as
usual, fleeing to the Press (where Lang was
aready pretty well established) for refuge.
Creighton was once more the Galeotto. Lang
had (with that frankness which, | think, made
one like him quite as much as any other quality)
previously declined to introduce me to Spencer
Baynes of the Encyclopaedia Britannica, because,
as he observed, " he'll want to do all the things
that | want to do." But it was he who put me
on that quaintest, but while it lasted by no means
least profitable, of periodicals, London,* to which,
though he never wrote much except fascicles of
delightful verses, some of them never reprinted,
he, Stevenson, Henley, and myself were at one
time, | think, almost the only contributors. He
introduced me to Frank Hill of the Daily News,
where | first obtained a regular if not extensive

L V. inf. on Henley.
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income by writing non-political articles under a
conscience clause which | think rather annoyed
Robinson the manager ; and it was he who, by
transferring to me Lenient's book on French
Satire, made my first connection with the Saturday
Review. Which things, though they may be
very unimportant to the public, are not forgettable
by the recipient of the benefits, and perhaps not
impertinent here.

They gave me at any rate some right to write
this article, for during the next twenty or nearly
twenty years few people, | think, saw more of
Lang than | did. During full seven of these
we used to walk home together, some three times
a week, from Fleet Street to Kensington; and
when, after a short interval, | became sub-editor
of the Saturday, much the same sort of thing used
to take place, though less frequently. Besides,
independently of our own houses, we met con-
stantly at the Savile, at the Rabelais Club dinners
from 1880 to 1888, and elsewhere. Among
other results of this frequentation | became
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better instructed than perhaps anybody ese as
to that remarkable chain or cycle of " crazes"
for which he was famous. It began with Homer ;
and in a sense this never ceased, for, as is well
known, he took it up again not long before his
death ; but there were many others. Folk-lore
was nearly as permanent a mistress as Homeric
study ; he had begun it, | think, by much read-
ing of magical books in his student days at St.
Andrews. But | own that | heard him on this
particular subject (except the magical part) not
very gladly. Moliere for a time, and a long
time, was another ; but this he exhausted or
wearied of, and there were many more. He
never, like Sainte-Beuve, loved mediocrities;
but he had quite a Gautieresque fondness for
Les Oublies et les Dedaignes, and Prowse, alias
" Nicholas,” John Hamilton Reynolds, and a
few others, survive in his reprinted work as
specimens of an almost innumerable company.
It was later, and when, having myself moved to
Scotland, | only saw him on my rare visits to
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London, or by means of his pretty usual calls on
me in Edinburgh on his way to or from St.
Andrews, that this " craze "-habit directed itself
to historic problems, though the Moliere fancy
had st him earlier on the Man with the Iron
Mask. As for Pickle the Spy and all the other
ramifications of his general research into Scottish
history, | have always thought it rather disastrous
that his great popularity, both with the public
and the publishers, led him to treat these matters
in book-form rather than in essays. As the
latter they would have been invariably delightful
—readable and re-readable, as one reads Macaulay
or Carlyle, if not Lamb or Hazlitt. As books,
to speak frankly (and | think | may do so), they
sometimes approached boredom and almost always
struck one as out of proportion.

It required, however, a singular conspiracy
of bad fairies (indignant, doubtless, at the way
in which he had shown them up and glorified
their good sisters) to infuse this quality into
anything that Lang wrote. His more extensive
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prose fiction, though perhaps not up to his mark
in other ways, was often such as no one ese
could have written, especially in The Mark of
Cain earlier and The Disentanglers later. But |
have aways thought his verse inconceivably
underrated, even more so than the verse of very
abundant and miscellaneous writers in prose is
wont to be. It ought to be collected ; for the
volumes which contain it are numero