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ENCOUNTERS AND
DIVERSIONS

The Sweep < < < <

T used to be a favourite device of humorous

artists—| think there are several examples
In Leech's work—to make drawings of chimney-
sweeps in close conjunction with persons of
superior cleanliness and fastidiousattire. Indeed,
itisprobably still done,for abeliefinreincarnation
is tenaciously held among jokes.

But the odd thing is that, though | have seen
sweeps all my life—and a very early recollection
is of running out into the garden to watch the
brush emerge from a chimney—they have either
been on foot pushingtheir barrows, or drivinglittle
carts, or about to begin their task in the sheeted
room itself. Not till last week did | ever see
a sweep sitting in a railway carriage next to a
person of superior cleanliness and more or less
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fastidious attire. But | saw it then, and |
remember the incident with some clearness, be-
cause the person beside him was myself.

He was a sweep of the old school. What the
sweeps of the new school are like | have no
notion ; but | suppose that they are as revolu-
tionary as their contemporariesin other branches
of art. Their rods, | should guess, are no longer
straight but resemble corkscrews, their brushes
areno longer round, and they probably maintain
that soot is white. But my sweep belonged to
the past, and in our conversation he lamented
the changes that have come upon the world, not
so much in the matter of sweeping as in the
attitude of people towards those who perform
that necessary task.

"I hope," he said, " that whenever you meet
a sweep in the street, you throw a kissto him."

" Certainly not," | replied.

He sighed. " Just as | expected," he said.
" Andtherearevery few left that do. But when
| began it was still quite a common habit. |
walked about having kisses thrown to me on all
sides."

" But why ?" | asked.

" Because it's lucky," he said. '' Didn't you
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The Sweep

know that? When you meet a sweep you
should always throw him a kiss, and then you
have good luck. Don't you want good luck ? "

"Want it?" | exclamed; "wantit?"

" Well," he said, "that's a way to get it.
But people don't seem to know it any more.
| suppose it's because it's only the rules for bad
luck that are talked about. Mothers tell their
children all about spilling salt, and walking
under ladders, and going to sea on Friday, and
crossing on the stairs : all the things that bring
bad luck ; but they don't tell them about the
lucky ones. At least, only a few. They tell
them about ladybirds or spiders settling on your
hand, and about picking up pins, but they don't
tell them about chimney-sweeps."

" Do you share in the good luck that you
produce ? " | asked.

" Not us,” he replied.

" But surely that's very unfair,” | said.
" Surely it's wrong that sweeps should be the
means of spreading good fortune, but should
have no one themselves to throw kisses to ?
Isn't there anyone ? "

" Not that I've heard of,” he said. " No,
we just make good luck for others.

3



The Sweep

"'Well," she said, ' I've been looking for
you ever since. You brought me luck." And
She gave me a sovereign; for those were the
days when there were sovereigns.

"“*And might | ask,’ | said, ' if the luck is
in any way connected with this little angel
here ?' pointing to the baby. And she laughed
and said ' Yes.'

"Well," he went on, " that's only one case.
| could tell you plenty more. The gents who
have backed winners after meeting me and have
given me something for myself! Because there
is some gratitude in the world, after all; or,
at any rate, there was. | used to know more
than one gent who said that he never had a
bet except on the days when he had met a
sweep."

" But suppose he lived opposite one,” | said,
"and couldn't help seeing him, would that
count ? "

"No," sad the sweep thoughtfully. "I
think it ought to be more accidental than that.
Besides, gents don't live opposite sweeps. No,
of course it must be accidental, because there's
my missis—and no one could call her lucky.
Rheumatoid arthritis isn't lucky, and she's
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doubled up with it. And she sees me often
enough. No, | think it has got to be accidental,"
he repeated.

He began to collect his implements.

" Well, good morning,” he said at Victoria.
" | get out here. | live in the Vauxhall Bridge
Road."

And he left.

Glancing round furtively to see that | was
unobserved, | threw him a Kiss.



The Charity Song < e <

" 1 HAVE just been to a Hospital dinner,"

A he said, " and |'m so sure that the machi-
nery for the extraction of money from guests
is not yet complete that | have been devising
a new implement."

"What isit?" | asked. " A pick-axe?"

" Not in so many words," he said, " but it
corresponds. No, it's a song. An argument
with music. | haven't had it set yet, but I've
written the argument."

" | should have thought, from my own experi-
ence of speakers at charity dinners,” | said,
" that they left few arguments undeveloped.
We should give because the object is the most
worthy that could possibly be imagined. What-
ever else might be questionable, this Fund
demands support. We should give not only
because we are generous, but even more so
because we are just. We should give because
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we are young, and the hospital is for the young.
We should give because we are old, and the
hospital is for the old. We should give because
we are old and therefore shan't have many
more chances to give. But you know it all."

" Yes," he said, " | know it all; but you
don't. You have left out the real thing. You
got near it when you said ' We should give
because we are old,’ but you missed the real
point. You said that the old wouldn't have
* many more chances to give.' Now | am ap-
pealing to those in the audience who won't
have any more chances to give."

" How do you mean ? " | asked.

“1'll read you the verses," he replied. " The
time for the song is immediately after the
last speech on behalf of the cause; and you
want a jolly unctuous kind of fellow with an
appealing voice. He might make a living
going from dinner to dinner singing it. It
begins:—

In the state of London traffic.

But | ought first to say that the opening line
can be adapted for the provinces too. In
Birmingham, or Manchester, or any of the

8



The Charity Song

places that have three syllables, you would
say-

In to-day's congested traffic,
or

In our city's awful traffic;

but in the ordinary two-syllabled places you
would simply substitute another name for
London. Thus:—

In the state of Bradford traffic,
for example. In Bath, you would say :—
In poor Bath's congested traffic,

or 'old Bath," if you preferred it. Forgive
me for being so minute, but | am anxious
that this song should be at home wherever
people's pockets are being shot at.

" Now I'lIl begin again :—

In the state of London traffic
Who dare plan an hour ahead,
Since it's so extremely likely
He will be extremely dead ?
In our whirling world of motors
Who can call his life his own ?
Every crossing claims its victim :
Hark ! another dying groan!
But thereis asilver lining, aswe know, to every cloud :
To the wretch condemned to perish, mark the privilege
allowed—

9
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Then the chorus, which says what the privilege
is :—
When a man's to die to-morrow
He must reckless be to-day;
All may confidently borrow,
None be empty turned away;
When a man's to die to-morrow
How responsive he should be
To the sacred call of Sorrow,
To the cause of Charity!

" By this time," he said, " they've got the
general idea, and of course it's a sound one.
It was stated long ago, with more authority
than mine: ' Eat, drink and be merry, for
to-morrow you die.' | merely apply it: ' Eat,
drink and be lavish as well as merry, for to-
morrow you die.’ How often |'ve heard men
next to me at dinner at the Club say, ' If |
were sure | was going to die to-morrow |'d
have champagne this evening ; but, as | shall
probably live for ever and I'm very hard up,
I'll have a whisky-and-soda." That is the
notion. Very well, then, now for the second,

or ad hoc, verse :—

It is practically certain,
Later, in the cardess strest,
One of you, returning homewards,
With an accident will meet;

10
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You, perhaps, or you, or you, Sir;
None can tell, but this we know ;
This may be the last occasion
Y our benevolence can flow.
Asitisthelast occasion let it flow with all its might !
Pens and paper lie before you, and remember as you
write :—
When a man's to die to-morrow
He must reckless be to-day ;
All may confidently borrow,
None be empty turned away;
When a man's to die to-morrow
How responsive he should be
To the sacred call of Sorrow,
To the cause of Charity !

"' Now then, Gentlemen,’ the singer will
say, ' all together * :—
When a man's to die to-morrow
He must reckless be to-day ;
All may confidently borrow,
None be empty turned away ;
When a man's to die to-morrow
How responsive he should be
To the sacred call of Sorrow,
To the cause of Charity !
" Loud applause, followed by the scratching
of pens. What do you think of it?"
"I think it might be tried,” | said. "I

think you should find a composer."



The Dead Hand < < <

T was that glorious time for Londoners—

the first day of the year on which the top
of the buses looks inviting—and, stimulated
and excited, | climbed up. After months of
inside—and why are they making the seats
just by the door so high? Half the male
passengers feet, and all the female, dangle—
after months of inside it was wonderful to
have a dominant seat again, a place in the
sun once more, and watch the city unfold.
| began by playing an old bus game of mine
—betting myself some trifling sum that |
should see some one | knew before the end
of the journey : not necessarily some one |
knew to speak to, but by name; but this
was cut short by a talkative old fellow who
plumped down next me and opened fire at
once. On ordinary occasions | might have
monosyllabled him into silence; but on this

12
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morning the vernal impulses were too strong:
| was a universal benefactor.

So it seemed was he; for his talk ran on
nothing but altruisms. He had a newspaper
in his hand and he pointed to a paragraph.
It said that a certain lady who had recently
died had left an old servant a legacy and ten
pounds a year extra on condition that she
looked after two favourite dogs as long as
they lived.

It was headed : —

"LUCKY DOGS INHERIT."

" Every ong" he said, " must have noticed
how ready the papers are to print any odd
thing in a will. They always even give it
a headline: ' Curious Bequest, or something
like that, which they would never do if it were
merely the gift of a living man and not of a
dead. You know the sub-editor's instinct for
adjectives—how he is never so pleased as when
he can use such words as ' curious,' ' strange,
' remarkable ;" sensational,’—all certain as an
attraction to readers. Very few readers can
resist 4 curious, none' sensational.’ That's 0,
isn't it?"
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| agreed. | liked him. He was a new kind
of bus-top talker. As a rule they only grumble
at the traffic control or wonder who the dickens
the people are who have time to spend half
the day in theatre queues.

" Very well," hesaid ; " if publicity is always
given to anything out of the way in wills, it
follows that those of us who have to die and
want to benefit posterity will have to put our
wishes into testamentary form: ' Betterment
by codicil." Let that be our motto."

" But why won't the papers print such things
about living philanthropists? " | asked.

" They're afraid it might be advertising
something or some one," he said. Very sus
picious lot—editors.

"No," he resumed, "the hand that isto help
must be dead. It is a wonderful opportunity
for bachelors, old maids and persons with even
only a little money and no dependents. What
they do with their property now | have no
notion; but let them in future make their
wills with an eye to social amelioration. It
can't hurt them, and it may be of infinite ser-
vice to the world they are disencumbering.
Let them remember what the philosopher said
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to the miser: 'You can't take your gold with
you, and if you did it would melt." Remem-
bering that, let them do a little good with it.
Isn't that so ? "

Again | agreed. He seemed too good to
be true.

" Now, looking round us," he went on, " what
do we se that wants to be put right ? Why,
here is a case immediately under our eyes—
the hands of the bus-conductor. See how
stained they are by the copper coins he is
receiving and paying out all day. Isn't that
horrible—a beautiful thing like the hand all
grimed and discoloured, almost ruined ? News-
paper-sellers too—their hands are the same.
Now how simple for some one to leave a few
hundred pounds to provide gloves for those
fellows! And how instantly the sub-editors
would jump on to it and spread the glad
tidings :—

" STRANGE HUMANE BEQUEST OF
KENSINGTON RESIDENT.
GLOVES FOR 'BUS-CONDUCTORS!
That might make thousands of persons
emulous.
* And then,” he went on, " ther€'s an iniquity

15
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that always enrages me—charging for pro-
grammes at the theatre. How ridiculous to
pay half a guinea, plus tax, for a stall, and
then have to pay sixpence more to find out
who is in the play. And the poor people in
the gallery too, who can't afford another six-
pence—what a shame! A right-minded man-
ager would either give programmes away or
throw the programme on the screen before
the start and during the intervals. Why, a
restaurant might as well make a charge for
the bill of fare! A legacy to the Actors' Bene-
volent Fund conditional upon such reform
might sting the managers into decency."

" Would you go so far as to establish a fund
to provide hot coffee to the ladies who sit out-
side the Gilbert and Sullivan pit doors from
seven a.m. ?" | asked.

" No," he said, " | shouldn't. But | would
like to do something to stop messenger-boys
wasting hours there in keeping playgoers
places in the queue. That's not what that
gallant little corps was founded for."

"You are a real social reformer,” | said.
" Anything else?"

' Haven't you any suggestions ? " he asked.

16
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" Looking at these lorries in front of us/
| said, " | was wondering how long it would
be before every vehicle, and especially the
heavy lumbering ones that make such a row
that the driver can hear nothing, is forced to
carry a reflector. A sum of money left for
that purpose might make the authorities first
think and then act."

" You've got the idea," said my new friend.
" And what about fitting taxi-cabs with handles
to wind up the windows, and ash-trays?
They've got to come, but very likely only a
dead hand will be able to effect it. Think
about it when next you look at your will. One
should always be looking at ones will with
an eye to helpful codicils like these. Good

morning ; | get off here"—we were at Chan-
cery Lane—" I'm going to see my lawyers
about something of the kind now."

" May | ask what it is?" | said.

"1 want to induce the Great Western Rail-
way to put inside catches to their carriage
doors," he replied. " A large bribe, of course,
but worth trying."

17
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T is a fact sadly established in the sensory
consciousness of all older people that the
flavour of food, and in particular of meat, is not
what it was before the war. Nothing is the
same : | am aware of that; but some changes,
some deteriorations, are worse than others, and
| place this onein a seriously prominent position.
Not only has the flavour evaporated; the
variety has gone too. We are in the hands of a
ring ; a conspiracy has been organized to defeat
the individual taste and compel it to join the
mob. London has countless restaurants ; a few
very dear and fashionable ; a few score that are
dear and not quite fashionable; and a vast
number that thrive because they are cheap—the
kind that every one is excited to " discover."
The deplorable fact is that, save for price, all
these restaurants are exactly alike intheir menus ;
they all serve precisely the same things. Beef,

18
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mutton, veal, chicken, rabbit (called chicken),
and all the rest of it, day after day, evening after
evening. Eating-out has become a habit;
eaters-out are so excited to be eating-out that
they can be bullied into accepting anything.
And the result is this dreary monotonous round
of obvious dishes, which, moreover, never taste
as they should, either because they are badly
cooked or because they are of inferior quality.
Britons, who were never to be slaves, are slaves
once more, principally to cynical Italian
caterers.

Where are certain simple delicacies of yester-
year ?  Where s that ancient nocturnal amenity,
the devilled bone? After the theatre, how
agreeable it once was, too many years ago, to
seek the Blue Posts in Cork Street and be sure of
devilled bones! If the play had been good
they came as a symmetrical savoury postscript
toit; if bad, a solace. But where are bones
devilled now; and, indeed, where are the bones
fit to devil ? Cold-storage, the friend of the
modern restaurateur but the enemy of sapor
generally, is peculiarly hard on them. Beef
which, stiff and stark, has voyaged from distant
lands and must be thawed before it is cooked,

10
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is not the beef to bring bliss to the London
play-goer. Few inventions have done anything
to accentuate the simpler pleasures of life, and
cold-storage least.

| am feeling particularly sore on this subject
because the other day a friend from India,
whom | was taking round London after fifteen
years absence, and whom | wished to make
happy, expressed a longing for devilled bones ;
and they could not be found.

' Nobody asks for them now," said head-waiter
after head-waiter.

" But if you announced the fact that you
always had them, what then ? " | asked.

"1 don't think so," he said. " People don't
eat that kind of supper any more; in fact,
they don't eat supper at all except when they
can dance—and then they don't want much."

Farewell then to devilled bones.

And to marrow bones, too, it seems, for |
found it impossible on an impulse to give my
poor friend that nutriment either. Only by order-
ing it some time in advance could it be obtained,
and then not for certain.

" Nobody asks for marrow bones now," said
the head-waiter.

20
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" But if you announced the fact that you had
them, what then?" | asked.

"1 don'tknow that wecould," hesaid. **You
can't be sure of getting them good enough.
They're things that must be good to be nice
at all.”

" You mean," | said, " that frozen meat ..."
but here, with perfect strategy, he found himsel f
in demand elsewhere ; he had said too much.

And this, | suppose, is why every second-
hand silversmith in London always has the same
marrow-spoons in his window (there are some
in Vigo Street that | have seen for years) ; no
one needs them any more ; just as no one seems
to want punch-ladles. Alas, for a decadent
world !

But the self-protective ingenuity of the
restaurateurs is not all; there is a detestable
snobbishness that is largely to blame. Certain
dishes have become so unfashionable that if
you want them—and they comprise some of
the best food there is—you must either have
them at home (after passages of not a little
acerbity) or seek them in eating-houses where
you will be too conspicuous if you do not wear
your oldest clothes; because—and this is the
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amusing truth—the best food now belongs to
the poor.

I will make a list of some of the delicacies
which false shame has excluded from the West
End menus.

Pig's trotters.

Here is an exquisite flavour indeed, allied
to a curiously attractive texture. But where
can you get them. In Paris they are served
regularly in the most gilt-edged establishments,
and in Paris people are supposed to know some-
thing about food, although foreigners have done
much to debase its quality. But in London
pig's trotters are vulgar.

Sheep's trotters.

To some extent sheep's trotters merit the
eulogy that | have pronounced on the pieds de
pore : butthey arelessrich. Aspieds de mouton,
accompanied by a sauce called poulette, they
occasionally are permitted to patter into a
London restaurant; but seldom. Most of
them find their way down East, and remain
there to spread delight.

Cow's heel.

You s how | run to extremities—but that
8 not my fault; | did not invent the beasts of
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the field and their charms. Who has eaten
cow's heel ? (Dead silence) But it is exceed-
ingly good, and in the form of calves-foot
jelly is your favourite restorative when you are
ill. Calves head you have tasted on occasion,
and have liked ; but cow's heel—never.

And now we come to the word of dread ; the
word which you have been fearing; the word
which leads to the most deplorable exhibitions
of affectation or ignorance: Tripe.

Let us not inquire too closely into its source ;
but let those who are wise eat it and be thankful
for a preparation at once so nourishing and
delectable. As for the others, let them continue
to shudder. A restaurant that always kept
tripe, seethed in milk with its proper companions,
and let the world know it, would prosper ; and,
incidentally, it would be an excellent place for
Diogenes to carry his lantern to. There, at
any rate, would he find sincerity, if not necessarily
integrity, in the highest.

And that reminds me that if | possessed the
threeindispensable ingredients in any enterprise—
time, money, and enthusiasm—I should try an
experiment that | have often considered: |
should open a restaurant where only one dish
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was served. It has been done with great success,
and it could be done again, because the world
is always turning round. When | first came to
London there were a number of small eating-
houses known as Wilkinson's, where boiled beef
was the staple. It was always ready, hot or
cold, and you went there for nothing else. The
quality was not that of the famous Boaf a la
mode in Paris—Wilkinson was for a humbler
purse and palate—but it was excellent in its
practical, cheap way.

The Wilkinson's were many, but there was
but one Tyson's. Tyson's was upstairs at the
St. Paul's end of Cheapside, an offshoot of a
Manchester firm which, for all | know, still
flourishes. The peculiarity of Tyson's was that
nothing was served but chops and steaks, and
nothing was served with them but hot buttered
toast. |If there is anything better than a chop
or steak served with hot buttered toast—I mean
such chops and steaks as were in those days—
| should like to know about it. But Tyson's
has gone, and gone are all the Wilkinson's;
the nearest things to them in specialization are
Birch's in Cornhill, with its turtle soup and
oyster patties, and The (or isit Ye ?) Old Cheshire
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Cheese in Fleet Street, with its two pudding
days a week ; both some distance from London's
restaurant zone.

None the less, | would, had | those three
necessaries of the scheme, venture a restaurant
to-day that should attempt a specialization
similar to Tyson's. | cannot say what the one
dish would be; but my customers should be
minutely informed about it by a sign-board
before they entered, so that none could consider
themselves ill-treated if no long carte du jour
were set before them. Possibly the Irish Stew
House ; possibly The Saddle of Mutton ; possibly
The Pork Pie; possibly The Home of Tripe,
(And such tripe!)

25
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O F course they won't get out of the way

O for that," said my friend, as his powerful
car slackened down on our return journey by
road from the delectable mountains of Dorset.

By " that" he meant the mild booming of
the motor-horn, and by " they " a company of
unruffled cows spreading right across the road
and shambling from side to side of it: lessthan
perturbed by our onset—deliberately disregarding
it.

" If a motor-horn sounds exactly like the
friendly cow herself—as this one does" he
resumed, " why should she be expected to take
alarm and give way ? If you want to make a
cow jump you must have a motor-horn that
emits a sound that she dreads—such as a dog
barking."

" Of course,” | said. " Why haven't | ever
thought of that for myself? " | added,
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" What achauffeur really wants," the road-hog
continued—for he is a road-hog; in fact, you
have but to scratch any motorist, however gentle
in exterior, to find that animal beneath his
skin—"is something like an organ with stops.
Without something like that he will never get
the road clear, never have all the impediments
removed. For warning other motorists and for
the drivers of carts the present horn is more or
less all right; but it istheinfernal creatures not
on wheels that are the real trouble. Here are
these cows, for example"—and it is true that
the obstructionist creatures were still there,
although by advancing at the slowest possible
pace and now and then scraping a leg or a flank
with our mudguards, we were gradually cleaving
the obstacle—" here are these cows undismayed by
anything but a dog's bark ; therefore there must
be a stop in the organ to produce a bark. Next,
what about sheep ? The bark would probably be
all right for them, too," he added, " and for cats.
But obviously it would never frightena dog. For
fowls and ducks you want a sound like a fox."

" Andfor foxes," | said," a sound likea pack."

He looked sternly at me. " There's no need
to be funny," he said. " Who has ever been

3 27



Encounters and Diversions

bothered by a fox ? Be practical. What other
animals are there that impede the progress of
the gods of the machines? "

" Pedestrians,” | said.

" Well, there you come to a great problem,"
he replied. " Because pedestrians are divided
into so many varieties. For a large number
the best kind of motor-horn would be a gramo-
phone which uttered the words, in as command-
ing a tone as could be mustered—the original
speaker could be a drill sergeant—' Stand still! '
or ' Don't move!" Because it is the people who
start to cross the road and then, after pausing,
run on or back, who soonest reach the hospital
and the tomb. |If they could be turned to
stone, so to speak, by the drill sergeant's decision
and timbre, the chauffeur could easily steer
clear of them. Do you see?"

"Perfectly," | said.

" Then there are the people who are too
shrewd and cautious to be run over but who
disliking motoring much and motorists more,
do their best, by crossing very slowly, to impede
them and force them to do the most depressing
and ignominious thing that can happen to a
driver—reduce speed. This class obviously must
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be frightened; but how? You must find a
sound that terrifies them."

"“Why not carry a revolver ?" | suggested.
" That surely would be simplest in the end."

"| quite agree," he said. " But the laws of
this country are in such a mess there would
almost certainly be trouble. Pursuit, inquiries,
inquests :  unpleasant consequences, anyway.
Motoring will never be the joy it was ordained
to be until a lot of vexatious restrictions are
removed from the Statute Book."

It was at this point that the last cow was
passed and we leapt ahead.

" But we are getting into deep water," he
went on. " Themotorist, | fear, will alwayshave
enemies until roads are made exclusively for him
and pedestrians have tunnels to grope through
May that day sopon arrive! Meanwhilelet cars
befitted with all the necessary stopsand horns ! "

At this moment our high speed suddenly
vanished and our motor-horn began tofill the air
with those distressing sounds which have done
so much to endear this new form of traffic to
rural dwellers. The cause of the delay was
a leisurely motor-cyclist ahead, with a side-car
attached, who was holding the crest of the road
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—his only chance of a level passage—without
giving the least sign of being aware that any-
thing could be behind him wantingto pass. The
side-car amateur has reduced this wilful un-
consciousness to a fine art, and this exponent
was masterly. He disdained pretence altogether ;
he put up no affectation of being absorbed in
conversation with his companion. He merely
went on his undeviating way with the conviction
that his own trifling conveyance was the only
car on that road, or on any road, or in the world.

Well, we boomed at him for two miles, until,
with the faintest suggestion of asmile on the back
of his head, about his huge ears, and on each of
his rounded shoulders, he turned down a by-road.

My friend was black with rage.

" That's where the organ and its stops are
always going to fail you,” | said. " It is not
pedestrians who are the motorist's worst foes ;
it is motorists. The triumph of the foot pas
senger is only momentary, but the driver of a
side-car who wants to keep in the middle, right
on the camber, can last out, at any rate, long
enough to spoil your temper sufficiently to make
your next meal disagree with you. And | expect
he always will."
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N Bruges, not so long ago, I was examining,

with the assstance of the old furniture
dealer, a writing-desk of some antiquity. Fine
as was the workmanship, rich and rare as was
the old hard mahogany (acajou) from which
it was made, and distinguished as was its shape,
the excitement of the dealer was reserved for
a minor detail. A secret drawer. In point
of fact, two secret drawers. It was these that
rejoiced him, these that set him skipping about
and uttering sounds of ecstasy. And | don't
mind admitting that they delighted me too,
and should | become a customer it would be
the secret drawers privilege to turn the scale.
For they were exceedingly ingeniously contrived,
not only in their position inthe woodwork, but
because two other drawers, less secret but
sufficiently secret to cause an intruder to pursue
his researches no further, covered their lair.
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Coming away | thought again of the fasci-
nation that the word secret always exerts.
“1'll tell you a secret." " Do you want to
hear a secret?" "I promised | wouldn't
tell a soul, but I must tell you"—how sweet
these phrases are, even though the actual com-
munication means little or nothing, even though
we knew them before! For too many secrets
carry no surprise with them. " Do you want
to hear a secret ?" says a pretty girl, all
smiles and eagerness. But what's the use
when she is so ostentatiously keeping her left
hand hidden behind her ?

If | were in the mood to be pedantically
logical, it could be shown that secrets that
are told are not secrets at all. Some other
word ought to be found for them. But ter-
minological inexactitude has a thin time in
a world with so active a newspaper Press as
ours; and the Tenth Muse has never been
able to control her passion for " secret" as
a lure. Look, for example, at some of her
favourite headings : " Secret History," " Secret
History of the Week," " Secret History of
the War," and so forth. What she means is
Inner History, Hitherto Concealed History,
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or even Released History, Again, how we
jostle each other when she offers us " Secret
Revelations", ; and could there be a more
mutually destructive pair of words ?

But " secret" will never lose its power, and
for ever, when we hear of a new centenarian
and rush off to interview him—I speak as a
Fleet Street adventurer myself—and he says
one of the two things that men who have lasted
for a hundred years always say—either that
they have drunk whisky and smoked all their
lives, or that neither tobacco nor spirits ever
made the faintest appeal to them—we shall
continue to entitle the article " Secret of
Longevity." But there was no secret—the
old boy had been boasting about it ever since
he was eighty.

It is a pity that the word " secret" has'
come so often to suggest infamy, vice, or at
any rate something underhand and discreditable,
whereas it might just as well denote the other
thing. Thus, when the headline " Secret Life
of Dead Millionaire" greets the delighted eye,
the reason for the gleam is the hope—nay,
the confident expectation—of voluptuous, sor-
did, or sinister details. But why should not
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the dead millionaire have masqueraded as an
angel of mercy ? Why should he not, as well
as his mansion in Park Lane and his manor
in Surrey, his yacht and his stud, have, under
another name, maintained a Home of Rest
for disabled clerks? That would be a " secret
[ife" too; but unhappily no caption writer
would draw attention to it in that way : at
most, " Dead Millionaire's Anonymous Bene-
factions." The precious word " secret " is too
valuable to be wasted on virtue.

As a friend to newspaper proprietors, it
has but two rivals, one of which is " Sensa
tional " and the other " Mystery." " Mystery,"
indeed, is so nearly allied to " Secret" that
the sub-editor must often have difficulty in
deciding upon which to display; but there
is a difference. A secret is a fact; a mystery
is we know not what, and often merely an
invention. Secrecy, however, is of course an
element of it. | have no space in which to
pursue this alluring side-track ; but | might
say that the two best newspaper secret-mys-
teries or mystery-secrets of my time bear out
the contention that secrets should never be
told ; for both faded into nothingness directly
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they were investigated. One was the Druce
coffin and the other was the Humbert safe.
So long as those receptacles remained closed
the thrill was magnificent: we thought of
little else than the alleged load of bricks repre-
senting the body of the eccentric Duke of
Portland—half hermit and half Baker Street
emporium-keeper—and the aleged untold gold
in the Paris coffrefort. | wish we still had
those unsolved romances of real life before
us, to make our days more amusing. But
how insipid when the truth was known—
the poor innocent Mr. Druce's remains exactly
where they ought to have been, and the Hum-
bert safe as empty as the Hubbard cupboard !

And now there is Joanna Southcote's box.
Personally, | think the trustees of the British
Museum, or whoever is responsible, are foolish
in not opening it; but | feel very sure that
all interest in that article will evaporate if
they do so, and one of the very few secrets
that can be called secrets will vanish.

The only true secrets are those which no
one else can discover : that is to say, our own,
the secrets which our own bosoms keep under
lock and key, known only to ourselves, to our
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God and, if necessary, to our lawyer. (Possibly
to our lawyer's clerk, too, but that is one of
those things that we never, for certain, know.
Some depths must not be plumbed too far.)

But lawyers! | remember sitting at a public
dinner opposite one of London's most famous
legal advisers—the kind of man to whom you
go only if you are guilty—and thinking
what a terrible load of private information was
concealed behind that gleaming shirt-front.
Yet he seemed to bear it lightly enough, for
he was as cheerful and. conversible and con-
vivial as anyone present. But what (I thought)
a hullabaloo there would be should he suddenly
lose control—he was then a great age—and
begin to give his clients away! How such
hostesses as were innocent would clamour for
the pleasure of his company! What a rush
there would be to sit near him!

It is often said that even the most scrupulous
persons to whom a secret is entrusted make
one exception, pass it on to one friend. This
friend, | suppose, if he is sufficiently interested,
makes his exception too, and so on; and yet
the phrase, " | know it's safe with you or |
wouldn't tell you," continues to be used and
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to excite pride and pleasure in the hearer.
Analysed, the desire to tell one other person
is not exactly a treachery, for often the reser-
vation, although unspoken, is understood, nor
does it proceed from any uncontrollable ten-
dency to blab. The other person—the one
exception—usually is so intimate, even so
beloved, as to be considered almost a part
of the teller's self, or at any rate as a sharer
of the teller's life and therefore a sharer of
the teller's secrets too. Such special leakage
is a risk which all confiders of secrets run,
have run, and will run. But most of them
are aware of it.

It is one of the many facile sarcasms flung
at women, that they are unable to keep a
secret; but my experience is that they are,
at any rate, not less to be depended upon than
men. There are at least as many indiscreet
remarks in clubland as at mothers' meetings.

To speak of myself, | am far more interested
in the light than in the dark. | can be told
secrets with perfect safety, and people round
me who have secrets burning their breasts
can feel assured that | shall make no effort
to probe them, | am still unaware of the
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identity both of the Man in the Iron Mask
and the Gentleman with a Duster. | know
that Sir Walter Scott was the author of the
Waverley novels, but | am vague as to whether
the writer of the " Letters to Junius" has
yet been definitely traced. It was only the
other day that | was more than startled by
the disclosure that Mr, Arnold Bennett's first
name is Enoch ; and yet | have been intimate
with him all the century. This shows you !

To come back to the Bruges desk. Did I
say whether | bought it or not? But that is
a—
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The Invalid 0 0 0 0
Y old friend Pernick was a few minutes
late for lunch, and when he arrived he
was pale and shaking.

Long before | could ask him what was wrong
he told me.

" I've just come from Harley Street,” he
said. " I've been to a specialist. It's terrible.
My heart's all wrong. | might go off any
minute. 1'm sorry if you find me a nuisance
over my food, but I've got to be very parti-
cular,” he said. " Only the most easly diges
tible things” He dghed. " It practically
amounts to a death-sentence.”

| shook his hand again in sympathy. " Well,
we've all got to die" | said with the idea of
being comforting.

" That's a very gloomy view,” he replied,
frowning. "And that reminds me—I| must

be most careful never to get ruffled, put out,
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the doctor said. Any sudden rage might be
fatal."

“All right,” | said. "And now for food.
We'll find something safe, and edible too, |
hope ; and of course you'll have no cause for
irritation. This is my lunch, anyway. Leave
your hat and coat over there."

While handing his things to the attendant
he talked a little with him, and | thought |
caught the words " specialist" and " heart."

We went to our table and he seized the carte
du jour.

Most waiters begin with the phrase "A nice
Sole?" but this one remarked, " There's Lobster
a |'Americaine," hovering with pencil poised.

" Now," said Pernick peevishly, " don't
tempt me. Lobster a,|'Americaine! That's the
most indigestible thing you can tackle. 1've

just come from a specialist in Harley Street,
who says my heart's all wrong and | must be
careful; and you offer me Lobster a |' Amiri-
caine! It's monstrous. And | adore it too! "
| put my hand on his arm to soothe him.
" Yes," he went on to the waiter, " and
you'remakingmeangry. |'m losing my temper,
and that may be fatal, he says. All the
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same," heresumed, " | don't see why | shouldn't
have some of the claws. Lobster's claws are
about the most digestible things there are.
It'sthe back that's so bad for you. And you'll
see that nothing but claws are served ? "

" You shall pick them out yourself,” said
the waiter.
""No, I'm not up to that,” said Pernick.
I'm ill. That specialist rattled me. You do
it. You're sure you like hot lobster?" he
said to me.

" Go ahead," | replied.

" And what will you have to follow ?" the
waiter asked on returning from giving the

first order. "A nice chicken? A nice
enbrecote? "

""Well, whatever you choose” | remarked
to. Pernick gaily ; " it won't be this!"—and

| pointed to the words " Caneton de Rouen"
Never was a facetious warning less successful.
"And why not?" he asked with some
asperity. " Why not? Nothing's so good for
you as a dlice of a duck's breast, if it's tender.
' Can you guarantee that it will be tender ? "
he asked the waiter, although surely in a Res
taurant this is a question that answers itself.
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" Certainly, Sir," the waiter replied.
" Then may we have duck ?" he asked

me. " Forgive me if | seemtoberather running
this show, but on a day like this. . . |I'm
not quite normal, | know." He reached for

the carte du jour with a look of infinite self-pity.

" Very well, then," he said to the waiter ;
" duck, tender, sage and onions, apple-sauce
and sprouts, and "—he looked down the carte—
"no sweet, but for a savoury, mushrooms
and cream."

" My dear Pernick," | began in remonstrating
tones.

He held up his hand. " Don't cross me,"
he said. " Remember, | mustn't be crossed.

And what about adry Sauterne with the lobster
and a white Burgundy afterwards? "

"You order them," | said, and he did.

While we were waiting to begin, he saw
Richardson enter, and he sent for him.

"l've very grave news for you,"” he said.
"“You'll be bowled out by it. 1've just come
from a specialist in Harley Street who says
my heart's all wrong."

" That's bad," said Richardson.

" Yes, but that's not the worst,” said Per-
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nick. " Il've got to give up eating anything
but slops—it practically comes to that. Isn't
that awful ? "

" Dreadful," said Richardson. " Butifyou're
wise you'll do it. What | always say is, if
you go to a specialist obey his order."

"Yes, yes" said Pernick, "1 agree. I'm
going to."

He enjoyed his lobster claws so much that
he had a piece of the back too.

"No use being morbidly obedient to one's
doctor,” he said. " We're all different. A
specialist seeing you for the first time can't
know everything."

Unfortunately the Burgundy was not right.

" Corked, isn't it?" he asked me.

"1 don't notice it," | said.

He sipped and held his head on one side
with his eyes on the ceiling. Then he sipped
again and held his head on the other side with
his eyes closed.

" Yes," he said, " corked."

He called the wine waiter.

" This wine is corked," he said.

The waiter prepared to pour some into another
glass to test it.
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Pernick stopped him. " It's no use arguing,"
he said. " If a customer says it's corked, it's
corked. Get another bottle at once."

" But " the waiter began.

""At once!" said Pernick. " And don't
make me angry. You haven't heard that I've
just seen a specialist, and he says that on no
account must | be made angry. Get another
bottle at once. You should have backed me
up," he added, turning to me.

"But " 1 began.

" No," hesaid, " | wasright. My palatenever
errs. But don't let'sdiscussit any more, or | may
get heated. They're very slowwith that duck."

At this moment another of Pernick's friends
passed and was stopped.

" I've got very sad news for you," said Per-
nick. " You'll be deeply grieved. |'ve just
come from Harley Street, from a specialist.
My heart's all wrong. Seriously wrong. And
| dare say yours is, if you only knew ; but
the point is you don't know, and therefore
you can go on having a good time. When
ignorance is bliss. . . =« But | know, and |'ve
got to be careful. Self-denial is my line for
the rest of my life."
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" You're beginning, like every one else, to-
morrow, | suppose" said the new-comer with
a glance at the table.

""What do you mean ? " Pernick exclaimed.
""To-morrow! |'m beginning to-day. Don't
be sarcastic with me; | can't stand it. The
specialist told me that to be made angry might
be fatal."

“1'm sorry," said his friend, and passed on.

" Cynical beast! " said Pernick. " | hatethat
kind of thing. And now for the duck! But
| mustn't eat more than a dlice or two of the
breast. See that | am sensible, won't you ? "

If I could not make him sensible, | could
at least envy him his appetite. And then the
creamed mushrooms ! But to my intense relief
he did not sit on after he had finished them.

""| shall have my coffee at the Club," he
said, '" if you don't mind. There are a lot of
men there who will want to hear about this.
[t'll upset them terribly, I'm afraid."

And off he went.

How little fun, | thought, can deaf-and-
dumb men have when they too are sentenced
to death by their doctors.
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N ingenious editor casting about for what

is known to the priests who serve the
Tenth Muse as " free copy" has been asking
persons of eminence to tell his readers some
of the things on which they have " changed
their minds." | am not to be numbered among
those to whom the invitation was sent, but
had | been | might have replied that |I no
longer hold the opinion, expressed many years
ago in a light-hearted essay, that looking over
a house to let was a pleasure that never palled.
To-day | feel differently about it: not only
because | hope never to " move" again, but
because | am older, because | have too many
other interests, because other people either are
not such a fascinating study as they used to
be or | have seen enough of them and their
ways. |If | were ever now to turn aside and
go over a house without the legitimate reason,
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it would be to see what pictures were in it.
| should keep a very wide eye for the walls.
A great many pictures now in public galleries
were found in houses to be let or sold, and
there are several Vermeers yet to come to light.

The amateur house-hunter, as distinguished
from him who wants a house, sets out on his
quest far less to see the house than its occu-
pants. | refer, of course, to houses in which
the tenants still reside: the empty ones are
negligible. Perhaps you did not know that
there is so much curiosity about : that there
are people with so little to do that they spend
their time in " looking over" houses out of
sheer idleness, inquisitiveness, or even mischief,
being no more in need of a new domicile than
a snail or a tortoise is, but finding a wicked
joy in visiting agents offices—perhaps morbid
joy is the better phrase—and then presenting
" orders to view " : even, in a more than com-
monly depraved mood, asking the agent's young
man to accompany them. How should he
know, poor youth, whether their questions
about the distance to the nearest post-office,
the drainage, rates and taxes, and whether the
vicar is high or low, ring true or not? How
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should he detect that they have no more inten-
tion of throwing these two rooms into one,
and putting another bath, " for the maids,"
on the top floor, than he has of depreciating
any of the undesirable desirable properties on his
books ? All, | have been told, that agents know
for certain is that clients who appear to like the
house they are looking at never return, but those
who find fault with it may not impossibly do so.

| am not in a censorious mood, for how natural
that it should be in other people, when all is
said, that our principal interest resides! We
may pursue this hobby or that ; we may meet
to discuss philosophy, psychology, religion,
the new murder, or the musical glasses; we
may profess an eremitical aloofness; but the
proper study of mankind will continue to be
man, and our real curiosity will be reserved
for other people: where they live, how the
devil they do it, and on what terms with each
other. That poem of Robert Browning's called
" House,” in which an earthquake brought
down the frontage only, tells the whole story :—
" You see it is proved what the neighbours guessed . .."

To prove their guesses right or wrong may
be a dominant impulse of the frivolous inquisi-
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tive house-hunters; but the humorous would
go, | fancy, more to hear what the present
occupants say, for the people in houses to be
let or sold are, more often than any others,
what are known as " priceless" ; and they
are never more so than when they are explain-
ing their position. Human nature is rarely so
amusing as when trying to get a house off its
hands. Women at this task can be untruthful
enough, but their untruth lacks the infusion
of candour which a skilful male liar can intro-
duce. A woman will say that everything is
all right: the house is perfect ; she will regret
to her dying day having to leave it, but she
must; and her reasons will be sound enough :
she is going only because her dividends have
dropped ; she has to unite in housekeeping
with a widowed sister at Leamington ; she is
settling at Nice by the doctor's orders. But
a man will ingeniously admit a fault here and
there. " I'lIl be perfectly frank with you," he
will say. (Beware of that!) Then he laughs.
" Of course I'm an idiot to tell you this," he
continues: "a real man of business would
keep it to himself; but there are a few days
in the year—not many—perhaps six all told
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—when the wind from that quarter touches
you up almost unbearably. Beyond that |
can think of nothing. It's really a wonderful
place and we're heart-broken at having to go.
But this cursed Government, you know. Taxa-
tion! You're lucky to be able to take it!"
Then (beware of this too) he is almost certain
to add : '" | wish that you would promise me
one thing. If you take it and if ever you
want to give it up, let me have the first chance !
If things are easier then, 1'Il come back like
a shot. You'll promise, won't you?" This
is very disarming, but the genuine house-hunter
must be on his guard.

There are various means by which we can
learn about other people, from the pages of
Who's Who to dinner-table gossip, but none
is more amusing than to go over their houses.
That is why house-hunting is among the National
Sports of Great Britain, even if Henry Aiken
never illustrated it. To the frivolous house-
hunter, as distinguished from the genuine house-
hunter, an Englishman's house is his museum
and his secret dossier combined.

But all houses are not equally the key to
characters. Where some tell you everything,

50



To be Let or Sold

some tell you little or nothing : perhaps because
the owner's real life is spent elsewhere. In
other words, you may be in the wrong house.
Where some people never seem to belong to
their houses, others are intimately linked with
every room. | have a friend who has moved
fivetimes in the last twenty years, but all
those five houses have seemed the same to
me ; they have been so full of her personality
that there was no room to notice anything
else.  All five houses have been so characteristic
of her that one felt that the address " Olga's
New Home, London," should be enough for
St. Martin's-le-Grand, especially after its constant
boasting about the sleuths that abound there.

At the other extreme are the householders
who are merely lodgers, whose homes have
no more individuality than a hotel; and the
hotel, of course, is the perpetual proof of the
powerlessness of furniture to create atmosphere
unless its own human beings are theretoo. For
it is not enough to select an arm-chair : one
must sit in it. You may take the cosiest room
you know and replace everythingin it, word for
word, in an hotel sitting-room of the same shape
and size, and instantly the spirit of comfort will
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evaporate. The reason, of course, is that people
in hotels strike no roots. TheFrench phrase for
chronic hotel guests even saysso: they arecalled
dwellers sur la branche. The only way to make
a house livable-in is to live in it.

| have never seen " Chequers" and am un-
likely to see it unless as a visitor, but | always
wonder what are the feelings of the Prime
Ministers whose home it so precariously is.
Do they really feel at home there? Did Mr.
Baldwin knock the ashes out of that incurably
public pipe wherever he happened to be, or
did he cross with solemnity to the fire-place ?
For what one does with tobacco ash is the
ultimate test. Speaking for myself, | could
never be at home in a house if | had no sense
of security as to my tenure of it. No one can
have that in the last final sense, of course,
because of the beatings increasingly loud as
we grow older, of the Angel's wings; but (short
of death) without any stable feeling, how can one
bring oneself to tell the builder to put a cowl on
thesmoking chimney, or the carpenter tomendthe
shutter ? These are the things we do for our-
selvesor not at all; certainly not for the fellow who
is going to turn us out at the next election.
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" Chequers,” itself, will that too one day
be to let or sold ? Will there always be Prime
Ministers in that genre? The surrender of
Devonshire House a year or so ago was a great
shock ; and Mayfair's inclination to follow suit
can be learned by a walk to-day through any
of its once so secure streets, where the agents
boards are as thick almost as the forest from
which they were cut. The thought of the rich
and the luxurious and the deeply-entrenched
giving up their mansions leads to the other
extreme. History, | fancy, does not relate what
became of the simplest residence of all—the
tub of Diogenes—when it was vacant after
his death. It would be amusing to know.
Was it cut up into souvenirs for young cynics
—chips of the old homestead—or were efforts
made to find a new tenant? | seem to see
the advertisement: " To be let or sold (by
order of the executors of Diogenes, deceased)
commodious, well-appointed, old-world tub.
Would suit gentleman of retiring habits. May
be viewed by appointment. Apply Messrs.
Steady and Steady, Athens." Perhaps the
Prime Ministers of the not too distant future
will be lodged thus'!
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"1 HAVE been learning things lately,” sad
[littleMrs. Kingsbury." Twothings.""*Only two?

" Two is a large number for one day," she
replied. " And, even though such knowledge is
depressing, |'m rather bucked about it, because
after a certain age one learns so little." She
sighed. " But all in a flash last Thursday |
learned two things. One thing | learnt was the
best way to discover how different different
people can be."

"Yes" | sad. " And the other ?"

" We'll take them in order," she replied.

" Very well then,” | said, " tell me how you
learned the first."

" By letting my house for the summer,” she
said. " It'sinfallible.”

" You don't mean to say you've let ' Meadow
Peace ?'" | exclaimed.

4

" | asked.
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" Yes," she replied. " Aubrey said he was
very hard up; we had a lot of invitations;
the children are off our hands—worse luck,
for it makes it usdless any more to keep up the
pretence of being young; and so when a good
offer came | agreed. It was a terrible wrench,
but | gave way ; but not, of course, until I
had every kind of reference and testimonial.
The people were said to be perfection : quiet,
cultured and all the rest of it. No young, no
dogs."

"l thought you liked dogs" | said.

" Not tenants' dogs," she replied. *You'd
have thought," she went on, '' that the same
feeling for the facades of country houses would
mean a certain similarity of character, wouldn't
you ? | like the look of ' Meadow Peace,’ and
these people liked it sufficiently to pay a ridi-
culously high rent for it. Therefore, one would
have said, they and | must be more or less the
same somewhere. A fallacy! Take it from me
that the people to whom you let your house for
the summer are less like you than anyone in
the world."

" And how did you find that out ?" | asked.

" 1'1l tell you," she said. " A few days ago
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there was reason to get some papers from Au-
brey's desk. It had to do with a deed or invest-
ment or something masculine ; and as Aubrey-
refused to go, of course it fell to me. So | wrote
to the tenants asking leave for the visit, and
of course they said ' Yes,' and | went.

" Itis a strange, horrid feeling,” she continued,
"ringing the bell of your own house, especially
when the door is wide open, as this was; but
of course | did it. | was admitted by my own
parlour-maid, who looked at me with an expres-
sion | had never seen on her face before—one
half recognition and welcome, but the other
half reserved for her temporary employers.

" The tenants had tactfully absented them-
sdves; and it's as well that they had, for |
don't know what | might have said to them.
For it was awful—terrible!

"You know those stags heads in the hall ?
the ones Aubrey brought back from Scotland
year after year ? Well, they had all gone. Not
a sign."

" ' Where are the master's trophies ? ' | asked
Parker.

"' They're in one of the attics,’ she said.
' The new people belong to the Prevention of
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Cruelty to Animals, and they couldn't bear to
$e them.'

" But that isn't the worst,", little Mrs. Kings-
bury went on. " In their place what do you
think there was ? "

"Texts," said I.

Little Mrs. Kingsbury opened her large blue
eyes in astonishment.

"Yes!" she exclaimed. "But how did you
know ? "

"1 guessed it," | said. " It was a natural
corollary."

"Yes," she repeated—" texts. 'The new
people are very religious,’ Parker told me.
"Would you like to see the drawing-room ?

" 1 said | would, although | suppose | oughtn't
to have done so. But | was never silly about
what are called nice refined manners. Still, 1'l1]
never do it again. It's a lesson. Y ou remem-
ber the drawing-room? Rather comfortable
and jolly? Well, they have done everything
to make it stiff, ugly, formal, repellent. That
big chesterfield, for instance. Obviously the
right place for it is near the fire, especialy
during an English summer, with the light behind
the head for reading. How could two persons
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differ about that? But these can. These
people had put the sofa against a distant wall.
And they had brought with them what | believe
are called hassocks.

" Andthen," shecontinued, " the other rooms.
The billiard-table naturally was not used for its
rightful purpose. ' They don't hold with billi-
ards," said Parker. The table was covered with
big books, under which flowers were being pressed.

" But it isn't only that the furniture had
been moved," she went on ; " there was a new
atmosphere too. Their personality impregnated
the place—governed it. Don't you think that
rather remarkable? Even if nothing had been
displaced | should have known something was
wrong. The household gods were all on their
hind-legs: you felt it."

""Well," 1 said, " it's a tragic story. And
what is the second thing that you learned ? "

" Surely you have guessed that ? " shereplied.
" That one should never visit one's own house
while there are tenants in it. Fatal.

" And now," she concluded, ' I'm wondering
if the house can be got right again ; if the new
spirit can be exorcised ; if the household gods
will ever come down on all-fours again ? "
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" Of course” | said, " The spaniels and
Aubrey's cigars will soon see to that. But if
they don't, you must give another house-warm-
ing. In fact,” | added, with the inspiration
that comes occasionally to chronic guests, " |
think that all houses let for the summer, even
to sympathetic tenants, should be re-warmed.
Mrs. Kingsbury's re-warming party might in-
augurate a most delightful new fashion.'*



The Bunch < < < <

N a hillside vineyard above Epernay a bunch
of grapes was ripening in the sun of the
Marne, and as they ripened they talked.

Like many young things about to enter the
world, they talked of what might be their lot
and what they wished to do.

" You have a great destiny in front of you,"
said the Vine. " You are going to be cham-
pagne. You are going to be drunk only by the
rich—chiefly the new rich and the temporarily
rich. You will froth out of bottles at banquets
into beautiful glasses, amid flowers and silver
and rich dishes. Men in white shirts and women
with low necks will talk the more gaily for your

sparkle."
" Are we going to sparkle, Mother ? " asked
one of the Grapes. " How delicious! "

"Yes, it's your special privilege. And you
will be very expensive. You will cost scores
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of francs a bottle, whereas many of your rela-
tions in the vineyards over there will only
costtwo or three. Youareoftheelect! "

"' And what are the other places where they
will drink us?" one of the Grapes asked.

"" All kinds," said the Vine. ' You may find
yourselves at weddings and christenings and at
coming-of-age parties. The wineis not unknown
at race-meetings. Indeed, it marks most festi-
vities here and everywhere."

"l should like to be drunk at a wedding,"
said a sentimental Grape. " | should like to
be in the glass which the bridegroom raises to
the bride, who may be the most lovely of her
sex and the most charming. But if that is not
my good fortune,” it added, " | should like to
be drunk at the christening of their first child.
That would be a life worth living."

""Very pretty," said the Vine. " But it is all
a gamble. You might equally be drunk at a
lunch party of financiers, where you will come
in useful todull somevictim's judgment. ' When
you see champagne at lunch suspect a swindle,
said a wise man."

" Then aren't we always the friend of man ? "
the Grape inquired.
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"' By no means," said the Vine. " You can
get into his head and make him do a thousand
foolish things."

""But we couldn't harm women—beautiful
women ? " the Grape asked anxiously.

""Yes, and women t00," said the Vine.

"I should like to be drunk at the banquet
that follows the settlement of the Reparations
qguestion, which the Vines are always talking
about," said another. '' There must be wonder-
ful speeches on such an occasion. | should like
to be sipped by the French Premier as he
affirms his total satisfaction."

""You're very pessimistic," said a neighbour-
ing Vine who had been listening, and who was
famous for her cynicism.

"Why?" asked the little Grape in surprise.

'"" Because," said the cynic, ' none of you will
get into bottles that are ready to be drunk for
at least seven years; at least | hope you won't;
but there may be exceptions." She laughed
sardonically.

" Oh, how disappointing!" said the patriotic
Grape.

"It's a fact,” said the cynic.
neighbour ? "

Isn't it,
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" Yes," said the mother of the little Grapes,
"it is so. | hope that none of you will be
consumed before then. You will be in bottles
till then, or possibly not at all, for there may
be something wrong with you. And even if
you reach the bottle stage you won't necessarily
be drunk in France. Many of you may stay
here, but others will be treated with chemicals
and sent to England, where they like us dry,
or South America, where they like us sweet."

" But what would England do for champagne
if she and France fell out ? " asked the patriotic
Grape.

" Ah! that's a question," said her mother.
" She would have to drink what she's got and
then go without."

" Are there no grapes in England ? " some one
asked.

" Only the stupid fat ones that grow under
glass," said a cynic. " None worth calling
grapes. You can't have real grapes to make
wine with if you have no sun; and there's no
sun in England. England has nothing but
weather."

" Wouldn't England be very unhappy with-
out champagne ? " the other asked.
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" Very," said the cynic.

" And does France get anything from England
in return to make her gay ? "

"' No," said thecynic. '" Nothing but tourists,
and they only make her rich."

" And does she want to lose them ? "

""Not at all. But when people are angry
they forget what is good for them, and what
risks they run, and everything."

""Do tell us," the sentimental Grape asked
the cynical Vine, " what the exception is. You
said there might be a chance of being drunk
before seven years."

The cynic laughed. ' Not drunk," she cor-
rected, '' but made use of. You might get into
one of those bottles of damaged wine which are
reserved to be broken over the bows of newly-
launched vessels, in which case you will fall
straight into the dirty water of the dock."

The Bunch shuddered.

" And what about America ?" another Grape
inquired. ' Does she make wine ? "

"' She used to make a little," said the Vine.
" But she mayn't any longer."

" Mayn't ?"

""No, she'sdecided it'sbad for her."
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'Wine? "

" Yes."

"' But how can wine be good for one country
and bad for another ? Are the French and
Americans so different ? "

"| can't say," said the Vine. '' It's beyond
me. But there it is."

" And is America perfect now ?" the Grape
inquired.

" Naturally," said the Vine. " Directly you
forbid people to drink the juice of the grape
they become perfect. It notoriously is the end
of all trouble.”

" Then none of us will ever reach America? "
the Grape asked.

"I think we have talked long enough," said
theVine. '"'I never had such inquisitive children
before."



The Eternal Problem < <

AS | was walking the other day down a
Campden Hill road, very obviously on
my way to Kensington High Street, an odd thing
happened : | heard a whistle behind me, and
looking round was conscious that a fat man in
his shirt sleeves, whom | had just passed at an
area gate—unmistakably a butler—was beckon-
ing to me. | hesitated, thinking in my superior
way that there must be some error. But no,
it was at me that he was gesturing; and so |
went back, when with many apologies he asked
me if | would tell a cabman at the nearest rank
to come to such and such a house. He would
go himself, he added, but he was rather lame.
Well, | said | would, and on the way | thought
much about the unusualness of the request:
why it was unusual; why it should be unusual;
by what right | had in the least resented it;
what other men less amenable would have done.
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| thought how very lame he must be to have
been able to overcome the ordinary reluctance
of servants to call for assistance in this manner—
off their own plane, so to speak ; | thought of
the gulf normally fixed between butlers in
their shirt dleeves and people who wear the
kind of coat that—with no wish or intention
of marking class distinction—I chanced to be
wearing. For when all is said, it is coats
that determine social position, and, if they
are good enough, make it very difficult for fat
butlers in shirt deeves to whistle to strangers
who are wearing them and to use them as mes
sengers. | must assume that my expression was
so benign that it cancelled OIld Burlington
Street's sartorial efforts; although that is not
what is commonly said of it.

But most of all | found myself thinking of
what is called the servant problem in general
and the difficulty that so many persons (al-
though by no means all) seem to be having, first
in persuading young women and young men to
come to their houses, and then to keep them
there; and | wondered how much of this diffi-
culty was the fault of the employers.

Most articles on this problem adopt an attitude
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hostile to the servant, or, at any rate, if not
hostile they suggest that anyone who prefers to
lead a free evening and free Sunday life, even
under irksome factory or shop conditions,
rather than to subscribe to the restrictions of a
household, with fixed evenings off and so forth,
is unreasonable. That is the word : unreason-
able. This is largely because the writers of
the articles are usually those who are in the
position of employers. My own view is that the
wish of these young people to have more control
of their own evenings and Sundays is natural,
and | sympathize with it, but | also think they
are wrong. | think that most of them would
be much happier if they served for a while in
families; and although no doubt there are
houses where discord and suspicion and im-
patience and even intolerance rule upstairs, |
should guess that most families get to be quite
good company.

As a matter of fact, domestic servants are
better off than most of their employers, for
they have few of their worries. Some of them
have to cook the food and some have to carry
it to table; but all of them eat of it later, and
none of them have to pay for it, as the master
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of the house does. They have no anxiety about
their meals, none about their lodging, none about
income tax. Their wages are regular. They
always have a fire, whereas far too many mis-
tresses indulge the distressing habit of allowing
the calendar to control the heating of their own
rooms: even the English calendar, and we
know what a one-eyed affair that can be ! Ser-
vants even have their laundry paid for. |If
only they knew what the privileges of an ordered
and protected life were, they could be the
happiest creatures alive, instead of too often
specializing in grumbling and discontent, and
complaining of the distance to the nearest
cinema, and giving notice.

They ought to think themselves lucky indeed
to be lodged, nourished and paid, in perfect
security, in return for a few trifling services.
| know that often, when that mixtur e of weariness
and financial panic to which writers are sus
ceptible attacks me, | wish | was in the soft job
of my friend James, who is called a butler but
is really the beneficent tyrant of one of the
nicest houses in England, situated among pine-
trees and herbaceous borders, with a cellar by
no means to be sneezed at and no questions asked.
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If anybody had any real liberty, any real
independence, and owed subservience to no one,
then the reluctance of people to be servants
would be more understandable. But since we
are all servants. . . .!' Whenever | hear the
suggestion that to be a servant is a humilia-
tion | think of the highest personages in the
land. If ever there were overworked servants,
eternally engaged in performing offices of which
they must be heartily tired, but doing them well
and cheerfully, despite the exacting nature of
some of them, itisthe King, the Prince of Wales,
and other members of the Royal Family.

| have never been a domestic servant, but |
have done enough amateur cooking to have
for professional cooks an admiration that can
hardly be set down in words : first, for the fact
that they can cook at all under the conditions
of heat that an ordinary kitchen knows, and
then, and even more, for their ability to pre-
serve the rhythm of the meal: to send up not
only the joint, but the accessories that go with
it,atthesametime, andtoallownolongintervals
in between. A cook who, on the day of a big
dinner party, can keep her head, keep her
temper, but keep no guest waiting, is a great
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master, and if | were standing anywhere near
Lord Rothermere | should take off his hat to
her. In default of that, | take off my own.

Nor is my admiration confined to cooks. |
admire pretty parlour-maids, too, and know
how charming they can be, especially when
they are charming. In fact, any servant who
can smile is in an enviably strong position.

As for employers, it is impossible to lay down
any hard-and-fast rule. There are strange
anomalies in this matter, and where one em-
ployer can do nothing right, another, and
presumably a very sefish one, can do nothing
wrong. The art of dealing with servants is
one of the rarest, and | am not sure that it has
not to come as much by chance as that of painting
or music: one has it or has it not; it cannot
be acquired. Without it you will never have
good service : with it you can get what you like
out of the staff, no matter how unjust your
demands seem, to others, to be. That bug-
bear of the basement, '' overwork," is hardly
mentioned in houses where this art flourishes,
however incessant the work may be.

A wise woman to whom | was speaking on
this question said that in her opinion the mistake
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that too many mistresses make is not to allow
for individual peculiarity in servants. " Too
many mistresses who are untrained,” she said,
" tell their trained servants how to do things;
which obviously is absurd. A housemaid has
been prepared for her task, and has her notion
of how to carry it out, and probably would
carry it out very well in her own way. But she
is not allowed to; a mistress who has never
been a housemaid in her life orders her about.
This annoys her, even exasperates her, and the
mischief is done." That seems to me to be
logical. " Again,” the oracle went on, " there
is far too much adherence to cast-iron rules.
In how many houses has the rose room to be done
on Thursday and the blue room on Friday ?
But supposing the housemaid didn't want to
do the rose room on Thursday—she might not
be feeling well, she might have bad news from
hojne, she is as entitled to moods as anyone
else—what harm would be done? The room
would be cleaned all right, even though the
time-table were alittle dislocated. Elasticity is
imperative,” she concluded.

My own experience is that the mistresses
who are best attended to by their servants, and
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who keep them longest, are those who exact
most work and most alacrity from them, and
who maintain the sharpest division between
upstairs and downstairs. The best servants
much prefer to have this gap ; they are shocked
when what are called gentlefolk shake hands
with them.

But it is a delicate matter on which to general-
ize, for there are also the servants who are
miserable if no bouquets are flung to them.
Those persons who were sent to the perusal of
" Tancred " by the recent stage version of that
novel, or who had known it before, will remember
the scene early in the story where the famous
chef breaks down in his great task of preparing
the coming-of-age banquets because he has
received no word of gratitude or encourage-
ment from his ducal employer. He had strained
every nerve to make a marvellous dish, but not
a sign that it had given pleasure had reached
him. And then the tactful Lord Eskdaile
intervenes and completely transforms his gloom
into sunshine by reminding him that he is more
than a chef; he is an ambassador of culture;
that these barbarians are not ready yet, but that
as they taste and partake of his creations they
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will acquire sweetness and light. The chef beams
to hold so high a mission! And, true enough,
the next day the Duke sends for him and
expresses his satisfaction, and all is joy.

All servants are not conscious artists, and
all households do not contain a diplomatist like
Lord Eskdaile; but all servants have their jobs
and make some kind of effort to perform them,
and all households contain some one that corres
pondstothe Duke, and no harm would be doneif
praise were bestowed as often as possible (and
even a little more) rather than as seldom.
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APROPOS of the eternal problem of which
I have just been writing, | had a pathetic
story from an old friend the other day.

" Servants! " she began, " Servants! |'m no
good with servants, and neither is my husband.
I'Il tell you of a case. We were in Paris for
Easter, and |I've never been so treated in my life
as we were by the chauffeur we had. The hotel
got him for us at | don't know how many francs
a day, hundreds and hundreds, and he did just
what he liked with us.

""He was a tall, soigne deferential man—his
name was Franfois—with perfect manners, and
it was a duck of a car, with inlaid woodwork like
a Brighton Pullman. | always wonder why they
went to that expense—because you don't get
to Brighton any quicker for it, do you?—but |
suppose people like it. Anyway it was a charm-
ing car and Francoiswas a good driver—a perfect
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driver, if you shut your eyes when he was taking
risks. But somehow there don't seem to be
accidents ever in Paris. Why, | can never
understand, because Providence can't really
like the French, can It."

" Then what was the matter with the man ? "
| asked.

" Matter ? Simply this: he was never there
whenwewanted him. Alwayslate. We ordered
him for half-past ten the first morning; he
arrived at a quarter-past eleven, smiling beauti-
fully, holding his cap in his hand. It wasn't his
fault, he said—he was desolated—it was the fault
of the engine, which had refused to start. Well,
you can't blame a man for that, can you? At
least we couldn't.

" Well, we went for a drive and then to lunch,
and it was clearly understood that he was to
be outside the restaurant again at two. There
could be no mistake. Henry held up two fingers
and | said 'Deux ' several times. There can't
be any doubt about ' deux' ; it doesn't sound
in the least like ' trois or ' quatre? does it ?
Well, he arrived at half-past. Henry was
furious ; he had wanted to se a certain race at
Auteuil and we were too late. The worst of it

76



Stop it with Flowers

wasthat Henry'shorsewon and he couldn't back it!

" And then, coming away, we couldn't find
Francis anywhere ; his was almost the last car
to disentangle itself—and you know what a
muddle there always is—and arrive at the gates.
Some people hire those dreadful runners with
tickets, but Henry wouldn't. He said he hadn't
come to Paris to be swindled.

" Well, we rode back to the hotel in absolute
silence. Henry was so cross, first with Francis,
and then with me for not knowing the right
French to abuse him with.

" At the hotel Henry complained to the
manager, who said that he couldn't understand
it; Francis was the best chauffeur on their
list, with the best car : he would inquire. At
what hour did we require him next ?

" We said at eight, and at half-past eight, by
which time Henry was almost a maniac, he drove
gaily up—we were outside waiting for him—
smiling all over. What Henry would have done
to him | can't say, but just as he was springing
forward Francois revealed a bunch of flowers
and offered it to me. ' How sweet | * | said. |
couldn't help it; and of course we could only
get in, Henry growling like a dog, and say no
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more about it. They were those wretched
French flowers, | admit, all squashed together too ;
but to receive flowers from a chauffeur at all
was too much. How could | have repulsed
them ? Not even NAPOLEON could do that.

""We had our miserable late dinner and saw
the end of some performance ; but of course we
hadtotake ataxi home, for Frangoiswasinvisible.
Henry never spoke another word to me that
night, and he went to the manager again in the
morning and said we would have another man.
But the manager only shrugged his shoulders.
Impossible, he said ; there wasn't another car
free in Paris. But he would like to assure
Monsieur that there had been some mistake;
Francois had already called to say that he had
waited outside the theatre till midnight and
must have missed us. At what time would we
like him that morning ?

""" At eleven,' said Henry, swallowing hard ;
he had to, as we wished to shop.

""" At eleven he will be here," said the manager;
and at half-past eleven, the picture of bland
innocence and friendliness, he arrived, again
with a dreadful bouquet, which | had to thank

him for.
78



Stop it with Flowers

" From that moment we were lost. He did
just as he liked with us; he stayed on and on
in neighbouring cafes with his friends; he slept
heavily inside the car at the races or sat there
reading the paper and smoking the worst cigar-
ettes ; he dined long; but we could do nothing
because he always brought me flowers, and did
it in such a way as to suggest that he had spent
the intervening hours in the search for them, so
that they might be worthy of Madame. Always
Madame; and they were proffered with the most
charming bow and smile. Henry he never looked
at; | was his prey.

" He was never punctual again, but he never
failed to bring an offering, and such is my coward-
ice | never failed to receive it with apparent
gratitude and delight. It poisoned our lives,
for Henry used to say things in the car that |
expected would blister the lacquer and bring
the inlay off in strips. But as for having any
pleasure in Paris this time, we had none at all.
Even | was glad to find myself in the train
for Calais, while Henry actually whistled."
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AM persuaded of this, that the whole manner

of introductions at luncheon and dinner
parties must berevised. A spirit of thoroughness
must come in.

The other day, for example, | sat at lunch
next to some one on whom | had no linewhatever.
Her name, which | misheard, as | nearly always
do, conveyed nothing to me, and we talked
odds and ends in a desultory way and were of
no use to each other. Afterwards | discovered
that she was the wife of a public man for whose
work for the blind | have a peculiar admiration,
and on this subject | could probably have induced
her to be very interesting.

| feel the risks of missng the best of on€es
partners to be so serious that | have drawn up
a scheme for hosts and hostesses which ought
to add enormoudy to the amenities of the
table.

80



The Complete Introducer

I will suppose you to be a man and a guest.
As you enter the house or the room—the house
is better, because you will have more time to
apprehend the matter—you will be handed a
card which will run something like this:—
First, your name. Then, " You will have on
your right Mrs. Travis Remington. Her hus
band is alive and they are still neither separated
nor divorced. He is a railway magnate. Mrs.
Remington's special interests are gardening and
water-colour painting. All her children are
living.

" On your left will be Miss Rachel Twist, who
once had a play about Savonarola produced by
the Stage Society. She lives in Florence in
the spring and summer, and is an authority on
the Renaissance."

With this information compactly to hand,
you would know where you were, and could
tackle either lady with confidence and the
certainty of making no particular faux pas, while
it is possiblethat from both, since you know their
strong suits, you might even acquire something.

Meanwhile each of these ladies has been
handed a card, on which you and another man
are described. Thus, Mrs. Travis Remington is
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informed, " You will have seated on your right
Sir Alfred Carver, the famous surgeon. But
besides being a surgeon, specializing in the brain,
and the owner of one of the best collections of
Japanese lacquer, he is an enthusiastic humani-
tarian and he keeps a number of old and usdess
horses at his place near Camberley, where they
spend their last days in comfort. Sir Alfred
is happily married but has no family."

Every one will appreciate the necessity of
mentioning these last details, so much conversa-
tion now turning upon the marital bond in its
various degrees of severity or freedom.

The notice to Mrs. Travis Remington then
describes you : —

" On your left will be Mr. Archie Punchible,
who is a bachelor much in demand in society.
He has never been known to eat at home any
meal but breakfast, and that only from Tuesday
to Friday. He hastravelled much in the East." -

Miss Rachel Twist's card naturally must begin
with you :—

" Onyour right will be Mr. Archie Punchible,"
etc., repeating what we have just seen, and then,
" On your left will be Mr. Adrian Scoper, who
is an amateur of music and one of the first
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authorities on Scriabine and other modern
Russian composers. He knew Tschaikowsky
personally. He also has some very remarkable
aviaries of small birds and talking parrots. He
is a widower."

Thus. informed, Mrs. Travis Remington and
Miss Rachel Twist should know how to play
their neighbours, and some not wholly meaning-
less conver sation should result.

| admit that the scheme will give hosts and
hostesses a lot to do; but then guests, if they
are worth asking, are worth thought and trouble.
The real difficulty will come when some one cries
off and there is a last-minute substitute. But
that might lead to amusing misunderstandings,
and these are always to be desired.

83
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VERY one must have been struck by the

prevalence of dishonesty. Yet we all,

by straining our memories, can recall isolated

caess of the other thing. The problem is—Is
it not possble to increase their number ?

| have a suggestion towards solution.

It is at the moment impossible to open a
newspaper without being confronted by reports
of turpitude, from petty larceny to murder.
Wives (we read) have been poisoned by their
husbands, householders have been shot by
burglars, hotel guests and actresses have been
robbed, jewellers shops have been rifled, con-
fiding women have been deceived by bigamists,
gold bricks have been sold to Colonial visitors,
signatures have been forged, Chinamen have
been caught selling cocaine, investors have
been defrauded, horses doped, and thousands
of small thefts have been committed. These
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are daily occurrences, and all receive the reward
of print. Is it possble—since so great are the
uses of advertisement—that the knowledge that
publicity is to follow may have had an inciting
effect on all those malefactors, and that, were no
reports to be published, this tendency to crime
would diminish or disappear ? That may be
too fanciful a notion; but at any rate we can
never know till we try.

Supposing a newspaper were published with
no reports of crime in it whatever ? Is that too
anti-social, too restrictive, an idea! If crimeless
journalism became the rule it might, of course,
land certain newspaper proprietorsin the Bank
ruptcy Court; but how honourable a way for a
peer of the realm to get there!

But, if records of turpitude are considered
still to be essential to our civilization, might not
space—of course not equal space—also be given
to records of acts of virtue? Then, if the incen-
tive of publicity is a fact, virtue might increase
and every one would be happy. This kind of
thing (I have made the heading lurid, but in
course of time the reader would be more amenable
to such a title as " Sensational Placidity in
Kennington " ):—
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W FE ARMED W TH CHOPPER

Emily Tyler, 54, wife of a Kennir;gton plumber,
after many remongrances with her husoand for stay-
ing so late at his Club, lost patience and went herself
to fetch him home, armed with a chopper. After
extricating him from his companions she kissed him
lovingly and led him quietly back arm-in-arm.

With these eyes | have more than once seen
obviously needy persons standing at railway
bookstalls, where, owing to the rush, customers
coppers have not yet been collected ; but they
have picked none up. | have seen, in tea-shops,
people sit down at tables just vacated, on which
the twopenny or even sixpenny tip still remained,
and make no attempt to pocket it. If those
heroic creatures were publicly given credit for
their valour in resisting temptation, would any
harm be done? Surely not.

All thisis but exordium to the story of aninci-
dent which occurred to me the other day. | was
in an omnibus going East along the Strand, sit-
ting nextthedoor. Atacertain point somewhere
near the Bush Building, while the conductor
was on the top, a man seated at the far end rose
to leave, and as he passed me he handed me a
penny and asked me to give it to the conductor
for him, and jumped off.
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Here was a case of peculiar honesty, for there
are many persons of ordinary sound morality—
as between man and man—who, if the conductor
had chanced to forget to collect their fare and
they were in a hurry to get out, would look
upon it as a gift from Heaven and accept it in
that spirit.

Others might employ the arguments of sophis-
try. The rights of companies, they might say,
are notoriously less sacred than those of in-
dividuals; it is an adventure, and an innocent
one, to bilk a bus; the block at Wellington
Street, having been longer than usual, had
meant an even graver loss of time than Lon-
doners have lately been subjected to, and if
anyone can induce the road-mending traffic-
congesting authorities to attend to their business
surely the omnibus companies can! Therefore,
not having done so they should be penalised. The
conductor had neglected his duty. And so on.

This man, however, was more scrupulous, and
he entrusted me with his penny. | am proud
to be able here to do honour to his action, and
if I knew his name | would print that too, and
his address.

But to such an extent are our minds saturated
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with suspicion, so prone are we to expect dis-
honesty and indecorum instead of virtue, gall
and darkness instead of sweetnhess and light,
that | have to confess, with shame, that when
I related this incident to a friend of mine—or
one whom | had hitherto looked upon as a
friend—she asked, " And did you give it to the
conductor ? "
A world which, really, must be improved |
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HOEVER itwasthat said that all presents

were nice, but " unbirthday " presents
were nicest, was a philosopher enunciating a
general feeling. The unexpected is never so
welcome as when it takes the form of an un-
birthday present. There are only three other
varieties, the birthday present, the Christmas
present, and the wedding present, and of these the
wedding present is the least interesting to buy.
Both Christmas and birthday presents, except
where great devotion or admiration exists, can
be mechanical too ; but the unbirthday present
invariably calls for real solicitude and even
excitement. It is possible to give wedding
presents, birthday presents, and Christmas pre-
sents without any thought or affection at all:
they can be ordered by post card; but the un-
birthday present demands the nicest care. It
is therefore the best of all, and it is the only
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kind to which the golden rule of present-giving
imperatively applies—the golden rule which
insists that you must never give to another
anything that you would not rather keep for
ourself, nothing that does not cost you a pang
to part from. It would be better if this rule
governed the choice also of those other three
varieties of qifts, but they can be Iless
exacting.

The unbirthday present, springing as it does
from a desire to impart surprise and pleasure,
naturally calls up one€e's finest feelings: one is
going out of one's way to be a benefactor; one
is even enjoying it too, practically participating
init; but the birthday present is a matter of
routine, and its recipient can be so different
from yourself that it might actually be a mis-
take to choose for her anything that you could
bear to be seen dead with, as we say. For your
dominating thought must be not to improve
her taste but to gratify it. There are friends
and relations—chiefly relations—whose taste is
too deplorable to encourage, and to these you
may safely give things that are above them ;
but for the most part the proper plan is to give
people what they would like best. When, how-
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ever, the special occasion arises, give only what
you yourself like best.

The unbirthday present is peculiar in having
two distinct origins. It may materialize from
the wish to mark a friendship, to underline a
recent experience, to provide a laugh or a thrill.
Ordinary presents are sought for because dates
are drawing near on which certain persons expect
to be made the recipients of our bounty. The
procedure is to remember that So-and-so's
birthday is approaching and to set forth to find
something for it. But with the unbirthday
present this procedure is, in many cases, reversed :
it is the sight of something in a shop window
which that dear little Mrs. Mumby (to whom
you wouldn't be giving presents at all if you
were wise) " would reoice in," or which was
" absolutely made for " Uncle Dick, that impels
us to generosity. The steady search for some-
thing suitable for Aunt Matilda on her birthday,
or Cousin Rachel on her marriage, or the twins
for Christmas, can be amusing enough, but the
sudden inspirations that fructify in unbirthday
presents carry more fun or emotion and make
benevolence more electric. | can think of no
more delightful existence than to be a new Haroun
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al-Raschid with a passion for distributing anony-
mous and blue-sky gifts of this kind among
those by whom they would be most valued.

There are certain things which should never
be given as presents at all; which we should
either buy for ourselves or do without. Pictures,
forexample. Itisvery precariousto give anyone
a picture. If you yourself admire it, probably
its new owner won't, because two persons seldom
agree in the appreciation of art; and if you
admire it excessively, your duty is to keep it
—your duty both to yourself and to the artist.
Scent, again : unless you are sure that the scent
you choose will be welcome, never giveit. The
same remark applies to cigars; but it is late
in the day to say anything about the danger
of a wife choosing her husband's cigars for him.
Professional humorists have been doing their
worst with that melancholy topic for many a
weary year. Neckties too.

The present that requires thought and even
imagination will always be difficult to select;
but the present that is just a present is a far
simpler matter to-day than it was, say, twenty
years ago. Twenty years ago, if you wanted
to give a man anything, you gave him a cigar-
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ette case or holder, or a match-box. A woman
needed a greater exercise of brains. But to-day,
when every woman smokes, you give a woman
a cigarette-case, holder, or match-box also.
And Dean Inge has been saying there is no
progress !

Of the three mechanical kinds of present—
birthday, wedding, and Christmas—the wedding
present is the most perfunctory, but a few heroes
are left; the bull-dog breed is not extinct.
" Are you going to the Blanks' wedding?" |
asked a friend the other day. " No," he said;
“but I was invited." " Then you've got to
give apresent ?" | remarked. " No," he said ;
"1 hate them both."

What one gives to bridegrooms, | have no
recollection ; but for brides | once invented a
wedding present which appears always to afford
satisfaction. | have to say " appears,” because
how is the giver to know for certain, thanks for
presents being invariably expressed in the same
terms of cordiality if not of positive ecstasy ?
For no matter what we give our friends
when they take the plunge into the dubious
waters of matrimony, or on the anniversary of
their own or our Lord's nativity, we are always
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assured that the article was ideally chosen and
that it filled an aching void. But the wedding
present which | invented and which always has
appeared to afford satisfaction consists of an
old box that has pretensions to beauty—no
matter of what it is made: ivory, brocade,
silver, coloured glass—in which | place three
pounds worth of postage stamps, each one
carefully torn off. The stamps, it is true, in
the course of time, disappear (perhaps | ought
to endow these gifts ?—that is a serious thought),
but the boxes remain. They have to be beauti-
ful enough to justify a long life; and in the
search for them one can have a good deal of
fun.

Incidentally one may also become bankrupt,
because in the progress of the hunt, which
naturally takes one sooner or later to Beauchamp
Place and other similar danger zones, one sees
so many other fascinating things. For those
whose will is weak, whose purse is slender, and
whose acquisitiveness or generosity is highly
developed, London is at the moment no safe
city. Such recently has been the multiplication
of curiosity shops and the improvement in the
taste of their proprietors (there is a most seduc-
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tlve new bunch of them in Lower Grosvenor
Place, for example), that it is wisest to bandage
one's eyes or stay indoors altogether. In any
case, to carry a pocket cheque-book in these
neighbourhoods is, unless one is a millionaire,
a peril indeed.

While on the subject of cheque-books | should
like to ask why it isthat, so far as | know, only
one London shopkeeper—and his shop is per-
haps the most famous resort of those who would
buy new presents—keeps a cheque-block on
every counter ? What the firm's losses may be
by this alluring device | have no idea : perhaps
the " drawer " never has to be " referred to"
at all; but the extra sales that come about
through it must be enormous. It is a clever
shop in other ways, too, for as you set your
foot on the entrance mat the door mechanically
opens. How wise that is—to welcome the
coming victim! Perhaps if all such shops
adopted these plans, the giving of presents
would be gloriously increased and the happiness
of the world doubled.



The Voice of the Hand < <

W A Sreading the other day a murder mystery-

story in which most of the runningwas made
by a masterly elderly French detective, whose
private hobby was rose-growing. One of his
remarks abides with me. So tell-tale, he said,
are the eyes, that if the whole world wore a
yashmak he would still be able to make accurate
deductions as to guilt or innocence. This struck
me as being rather sweeping. Trained observers
like this marvellous Monsieur Boulot (if there
are any) may be willing to dispense with the
testimony, and even the corroboration, of mouths
and hands, but | personally should need them
as evidence, too. Hands tell so much. It
would be wrong to say that one looks at hands
before eyes, but very soon after. In railway
carriages they can be far more interesting than
the morning paper.

| wonder if the beauty of hands is less con-
sidered than once it was. | suspect it may be,
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because one of my earliest recollections is of
being told that a pair of hands in porcelain on
a table in the drawing-room were an exact
model of those of the Countess of Dudley of that
day. Well, the world now pays much more
homage to lovely women than it did even then,
and yet | have never seen porcelain models of
the hands of any of our recent reigning beauties.

The last model that | recollect seeing was
the plaster cast of Thomas Carlyle's hand at
the little Carlyle museum in Chelsea, very delicate
and nervous. And yet, that hands in repro-
duction are still not without their appeal is
proved by the constant demand which, | am
informed, there is in art shops for photographs
of that drawing of hands joined in prayer from
one of Diirer's notebooks. But, of course, it
may be the religious signification of the picture
that gives it its vogue.

Conjurers' hands, and particularly the con-
jurers who are clever with coins and cards, can
be almost separate individualities; you forget
the man as you watch, and think of his hands
as magicians on their own behalf. As a boy,
how | toiled to emulate the gifted elders who
were able to make shadow animals! | admire
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them from afar still, but not with the passion
with which | admire the pianist who plays from
ear, surely the most remarkable of God's crea-
tures! Had | never endured the misery—almost
the agony—of music lessons, | might admire
them less; but knowing with what difficulty |
could hit the right note, even with the most
careful thought and after great hesitation—and
even then probably hitting the next one with
it—l am the more bewildered by this easy
ability, and ashamed at my lack of it.

To this day every pianist seems to me mira-
culous; but the pianist from ear, the pianist
who can instantly reproduce the tunes from the
musical comedy you have just seen together for
the first time—he is a demi-god. For such a
power as that | would give anything that |
have. Which reminds me that the Creator must
smile a little when he thinks of the range of
activities which the hands that He made, chiefly,
as | suppose, to delve, to spin, and to convey
food to the mouth, have added to those primitive
functions. The hands, for example, of Tom
Newman and Ignace Paderewski, the hands of
Augustus John, the hands of that most accomp-
lished of living jugglers, Rastelli, the battered
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hands of Harry Strudwick, the conquering hands
of Jack Dempsey. But fisticuffs, of course, are
no new development; they began almost when
the world began. | have had, by the way, the
honour of meeting Jack Dempsey on a social
occasion, and | can assure you that when |
laid my own not inconsiderable paw in his, it
looked like a leaf in the storm.

There used to be a joke, in the days when
jokes about the Chosen People were more com-
mon than now, that if you tied a Jew's hands
to his sides you made him dumb. But it would
be more true of the L atin people, whose manual
gestures are far more varied and constant. An
Englishman and an American can describe a
fight, a motor accident or a Rugby match—in
fact anything but a spiral staircase—with their
hands in their pockets; but an Italian couldn't
read a page of a Blue Book without gesticulation.
It is as though the Latin hand were an inde-
pendent organ of speech. This constant need
of the hands to fortify conversations is perhaps
one of the reasons why the Latin people so
seldom have them in their pockets: that, and
the circumstance that most Latin men carry
purses. In Englandthe purseisrare amongmen.
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Among the various privileges of hands, the
jingling of money in trousers pockets surely
ranks high? | am certain that no small part
of the dejection which, on a recent visit to
Austria and Germany, | noticed in the counten-
ances of the men in those countries isdue to the
circumstance that they have no money to jingle.
Paper moneythey havein profusion—paper money
that used up my multiplication table very swiftly
and left me gasping—but nothing to jingle.
The jingling of money confers independence and
authority on a man ; the jingling of too much
money leads to arrogance—but the risk perhaps
is worth running.

| don't know whether an illustrated book
about hands in pictures by the great masters
has ever been prepared, but it would be of
interest. Some, it is well known, paid little
attention to them ; Van Dyck, for instance,
gives all his sitters the same hands, long and
graceful and wusually in the same posture—
surely a very curious piece of carelessness on
the part of one who must have been interested
in character ? But that he knew a great deal
about hands is proved by the studies that he
made; in Brussels there is a frame of them.
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Rembrandt was as far opposed to this neglect,
or disdain, as could be, the hands in all his
portraits being hardly less important than the
features, and being always accurately drawn.
In the picture erroneously called " The Night
Watch," the hand of the man in the middle
seems to be thrust right out of the canvas.
That pictureisin Amsterdam. If you want an
example nearer home of Rembrandt as a painter
of hands, there is his" Parable of the Unmerciful
Servant" at the Wallace Collection.

The early religious painters of Italy had a
convention of hands and gave all the saints and
the Madonna the same. Perhaps Botticelli's are
as beautiful as any, but they lack any special
quality beyond length and slenderness and the
suggestion that no work was ever done by their
possessors more exhausting than folding them in
ecstasy, or holding babies and flowers. The
sculptor, Mino da Fiesole, made the longest
fingers of all. Leonardo was perhaps one of the
first painters to consider hands worthy of
thought; but then Leonardo was first in so
many ways. The hands of the Virgin in the
picture called " The Virgin of the Rocks" in
our National Gallery are lovely, but Leonardo's
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masterpiece as a painter is the extended hand
of Christ in " The Last Supper,"” at Milan, the
moment being that in which He tells the dis
ciples that one of them is to betray Him.
There are many beautiful handsin the National
Gallery; those of the Virgin in Piero della
Francesca's " Nativity " at one extreme of un-
studied simplicity, and at the other the hands
of the tailor in Moroni's famous portrait. The
hand of the man sitting at the table in Peter
de Hooch's " Interior of a Dutch House" is
admirably drawn, and if you look at it closely
you will see that it once held the glass that has
now been given to the woman by the window.
Palmists, | suppose, are born and not made,
or | might try to qualify. | always envy the
professors of this mystery as they settle down
to their occult task. | don't know what is the
attitude to it of the Fellows of the Royal Society,
but my own experience of palmistry comprises
some very extraordinary results. Total stran-
gers have read in my hands secrets that | alone
could have told them. And why not ? Surely
if the Creator could make Darwin tulips and
peacock butterflies, the chambered nautilus and
the starry heavens, it may be conceded that
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He could also, if He liked, amuse himself by
writing our lives on our palms?

But if palmists are under suspicion, mani-
curists most certainly are not, and | consider
them to be envied, too. Manicure is an excel-
lent profession for a girl; it is not exhausting,
it brings her intimately into association with a
number of people, among whom a few must
have something to say worth hearing, and she
is devoting her time and thought to making
those beautiful things, hands, more beautiful.
A very worthy life! Perhaps her tragedy, how-
ever, is that she misses the people who don't
go to manicurists.
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“IT is in no spirit of boasting,” he began,
I " no trafficking with what is known as
swank, but solely in order to pave the way
to the incident to be related, that | say that
the other day | gave a beggar half a crown."
At this very impressive opening we all sat
up prepared to listen closely. Half a crown is
a great sum,
"It was an absurd experience,” he said,
and | dare say there were better ways out
of it than | took. Perhaps you will tell me."
We made noises intimating that most of our
lives were spent in telling people about better
ways than they have taken. At least, | did.
"It was like this,” he said. " | had come
up to Town for the day, my first place of call
being at Islington. Now lIslington is an un-
known country to me. Beyond the fact that
bailiffs have daughters there, | knew nothing.
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So | took a cab at Liverpool Street and gave
the driver the address—an office. Well, the
miracle of London traffic again occurred and
we got there all right; but while | was having
the usual struggle with the window—this taxi
having no inside door-handle and the driver
being firmly nailed to his seat—a man hurried
forward and opened it for me.

" At the same time he proffered a box of
matches and forced me to look at him. Now,
| don't set up for being one of the soft-hearted
generous sort "

Cries of " Oh!'"

" No, | don't. But this fellow really touched
me. He was down and out. He was very
shabby, very thin and haggard. Had been
gassed, | should think, and was still periodically
a victim. But the worst thing was his eyes.
His eyes settled it. They had a depth of plead-
ing in them such as—well, such as in a well-
organized world one man should never see in
another's. It was awful.

" Of course | had to give him something, so
| put my hand in my pocket, took out the
only coin there and presented him with it—half
a crown. | admit to being rather shocked
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myself when | realized what the coin was;
but | gave it to him."

Murmurs of approbation.

" But if | was shocked the man was stunned.
Expecting only a penny, he was overcome with
joy and retired swiftly to a neighbouring door-
way to collect his feelings and debate upon
the best way to employ his fortune.

" Meanwhile | took out my pocket-book to
find something for the cab-fare, which was
two shillings; and, behold, | had left it at
home. | hadn't any money at all. | had
given away my total capital. Now what would
you fellows have done? That is the problem.
What would you have done? "

"1, " lsaid," shouldhave enteredthe premises
| had come to visit and have borrowed the fare."

"1 tried to," he said, " but the place was
locked. No one there'"

"1 ," said another man, " should have given
the cabman my card and promised to send
him not only the fare but a little more."

"| hadn't got a card," he said. " My cards
and my Treasury notes dwell normally in the
same pocket-book : the cards for a long while,
the notes only on the briefest visits."
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" It's quite simple," said another man. " You
should have pawned your watch,"

"'No, | couldn't do that. My watch is too
sacred. It was given to me."

" Then,” said I, "why not have got back
into the cab and told him to drive to the nearest
place where you were known and could borrow
money ? Money you had to. have sooner or
later, anyway."

"1 know. | suggested it, but the driver
wouldn't do it. You know how independent
they are. Either his home was near by, or
one of those uncontrollable desires to eat an
irregular meal, to which cabmen are so subject,
came upon him. Anyway, he refused. Also,
he had contrived at last to un-nail himsel
from the box and was beginning to look ugly ;
and | hate that. | would do almost anything
rather than have arow with a cabman in a crowded
street. So what do you think | had to do?"

" You don't mean to say," said some one in
awe-struck tones, " that you asked the beggar
to give you the half-crown back ? "

We all leant forward and held our breath.

"Yes," he said, "l did. It was the only
course left. He was still in the doorway arrang-
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ing the wonderful-day that would begin when
' they opened,"” and | went up to him. | never
felt so ashamed in my life; and | believe it's
thefirst money |'ve borrowed for thirty years."
Sounds of astonishment and incredulity.
"It's true. Somehow I've managed not to

have to. |'m not boasting; |'m merely keep-
ing to the point. Well, | faltered up to him,
and | said, 'I'm most awfully sorry, but I've

got to ask you to give me that half-crown
back.'

" | shall never forget the expression on his
face. Something like terror as well as pained
surprise.

" | explained the situation, and the ghost
of a smile crossed his lips. * Of course' he
said, ' it's a pleasure to help anyone in distress.
| know what no money means' ; and he handed
me the coin."

" Good man!" we said. " And then?"

" Oh, well, then | found another cab whose
driver was unaware of my financial status and
| drove to my bank as fast as he could go."

" And the beggar ? " | asked.

" Didn't | say? Oh, he went with me, of
course."
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AMERICANS,—Americans are people who pre-
fer the Continent to their own country, but
refue to learn its languages. It is to Paris
that, as areward, dead Americans go who were
good in life ; but one can also meet there Ameri-
cans who must have arrived under false pretences.

ANSWERS.—Continental answersarevery diffi-
cult to understand.

BILLS.—Long and bewildering documents
made out in purple ink in which 4s look like
7sand 7s like 4s and 5s like nothing on earth,
but which added together come to something
smply appalling.

BILLIARDS on the Continent is less a form
of religion than a game. Spectators at matches
are allowed to talk. The balls are big and
heavy and without any particular shape; the
cues are like jumping poles, the tables are
small, and there are no pockets. Often there
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are ninepins in the middle, and anyone who
wishes to cut the cloth may do so. There is no
such nonsense as a penalty for a miss.

BIRDS.—Most of the little singing birds on the
Continent are seldom seen till they leave the
kitchen. In Italy it needs several to make a
dish for an adult.

BOOKS.—Continental books used to be much
less proper than ours; but we are catching
up. They are not, however, so easy to read
asours. They usually need a dictionary, always
need a paper-knife and are never bound in
anything but paper. This means that the
book-binders have a good time. Continental
novels are always in their five hundredth thou-
sand.

BREAKFAST.—There is no breakfast on the
Continent, but Englishmen order two eggs.

BRIGANDS.—Thesearenolonger the picturesque
fully-armed ruffians who lurked in woods and
lived in caves and held you up to ransom ; but
they still exist in large numbers, wearing frock-
coats or tail-coats and managing hotels.

CABMEN.—Since the introduction of the taxi-
meter, these enemies of Society are less danger-
ous than they were; but the traveller who
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cares for peace and quiet still gives them all
his small change too,

CHANNEL CROSSING.—Now that the three
railway systems that convey us to France
have combined and competition has vanished,
we must await the construction of the Channel
Tunnel with more [fortitude than ever. Mean-
while, in wet weather only the very strongest
should dare the journey.

All the interest in the comfort of their pas
sengers that is shown by the railway company
between London and the harbour, disappears
directly the harbour is reached. From that
moment the elements are allowed to take
charge.

The complaint against inventors, that they
spend their time and ingenuity on the wrong
things, is never found to be so just as on Chan-
nel crossings. The want of protection from
the weather ; the want of system in embarking
and disembarking the passengers ; the want of
system in embarking and disembarking their
personal luggage; the want of any order in
the Custom-House rooms on either side, so that
they are now like the Rugby scrum ; the want
of cabin doors that will remain shut or open ;
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the want of machinery that will take the boat
direct into Boulogne harbour instead of paus-
ing outside to turn, often in the worst sea;
in short, the want of consideration for anyone
on board except the officers, isa continual scandal.

Take the matter of gangways alone. Surely
there could be many ? But no, the harder it
rains, the more, | have observed, do the officials
cling to the tradition of the single gangway.
Few sights are more depressing than the first
glimpse of a rough sea in a gale, as one gets
it from the train at Folkestone and Dover.
But there is one sight that is even more miser-
able and provocative of that sinking feeling,
and that is the solitary crowded gangway,
slippery and set at an angle of forty-five degrees,
by which all the thousand passengers have
slowly and uncomfortably to gain the ship.

| don't wish to be a spoil-sport, but | think
the porters on both sides of the Channel, covered
with bags and alpenstocks, for carrying which
they are going to be far too heavily paid, get
too much pleasure in using indiscriminately the
steps from the top deck to the lower. Not
only going down, but up. Couldn't an order
be issued making these steps " one-way'' ?
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And what about the immense distance, with-
out any protection from the weather, from the
steamers to that inhospitable row of benches
presided over by the amiable gentlemen who
refuse to accept an Englishman's word ? | am
thinking in particular of Dover, but the height
of discomfort seems to have been aimed at in
all the ports. At the end of a bad crossing,
to be again exposed to the elements after what
we have the right to think of as dry land is
reached, can be the final ordeal, and then to
have our bags rummaged for a shillingsworth
of Eau de Cologne!

LettherebeaChannel Tunnel, and let it be soon!

CHICKEN.—The chicken—in all its manifestat-
ions, young, old, male, female and egg—is
the Continent's best friend. In England it is
still something of a state dish, and you will
ask for it in vain at more inns than not ; but
on the Continent no auberge or trattoria is too
small to produce either a poulet or a palio,
with an omelette to precede it.

" O hen,” | should say, were | a poet in
the mood for an ode—" O hen, we don't much
admire your silly face; we are ashamed of
your greed; we are pained when you run
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away and refuse to be friendly ; we hate the
noise you make; we hate even more the noise
that your husband makes; but we can't get
on without you. You can always be relied
upon to fill a gap, one way or another. We
like you roasted, we like you grilled, we like
you spatchcocked, we don't in the least agree
that ' a chicken boiled is a chicken spoiled ' ;
we think that without assistance from you a
risotto wouldn't be worth having. Many a
time and oft, after a long day's tramp or a
mountain ascent, or even a motor run, you
have saved our lives. Y ou come to the rescue
when beef is tough and mutton underdone,
and even more so when there is no meat in
the house. For you have the priceless merit
of adjacency. Other food has to be bespoken,
but there you are!

" And, O hen, your fruit! What should we
do without eggs? It is an excitement to find
them, it is a joy to eat them. We like them
boiled (four minutes for mine), we like them
fried, we like them poached ; best of all we
like them with bacon. But bacon is better
at home, O hen, than on the Continent. In
France they call it lard (the shame!) and are
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sparing with it; in Italy they call it lardo
and are even more sparing of it. For eggs
and bacon as they should be, England is the
only place. In Holland they know about them
but serve them too dry. "Yes, O hen, O
chicken, for you in all your manifestations, we
must seek the Continent! "

Thus, were | a poet, | should sing. But |
am no poet, and so you must either be left
unsung or the service must be performed by
Mr. Yeats (who won the Nobel Prize for less),
or Mr. Bridges (who invented the Great Silence),
by Mr. A. E. Housman or Mr. Kipling, by Mr.
Binyon or Mr. de la Mare, by Mr. Squire or
Sir Henry Newbolt.

CHURCHES.—English travellers on the Conti-
nent are liable to severe shocks of surprise
on finding that the churches are open all day
and every day. It is even possible here and
there to enter the chancel of a cathedral with-
out having to pay a fee

CIVILIZATION (FAILURE OF).—See Channel
Crossing,

CLARET.—This beverage on the Continent is
served stone cold, unless you particularly ask
that it should be warmed.
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COLLARS.—No scientific man or philosopher
has ever yet been able to explain why the button-
hole at the back of a Continental collar is
horizontal, while that of an English collar is
vertical. A man can become an F.R.S. and
still have no theory as to this astonishing
disparity.

COMIC PAPERS.—Continental comic papers
have the same pictures every week, and, even
if the words underneath them are changed, it
is the same joke. Were there no underclothes
there would be no comic papers.

CONCIERGE.—Whatever fluctuationsmay occur
in the government of the countries of Europe
—though Kings or Kaisers fall and anarchy
reigns—the concierge will still be in control.
Nothing can shake the power either of him
or his wife. They sit at the door by day and
move their bed to the door by night. They
se all and hear all. They know who enters
the house and who leaves it. They cannot
be put off with falsehoods. If they don't like
you they can make your life a burden; and,
if they don't dislike you they can do so too.
Money can placate but never buy them.

CONSULS.—No one has ever seen one of these
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elusive creatures. The most he has seen is an
underling who is sorry the Consul isn't in
and can't say when he will return.

CORRIDOR.—This is the part of a Continental
train reserved for those passengers to whom,
as they stand conversing or looking at the
scenery, it comes always as a shock, very reluc-
tantly realized, that other persons should want
to pass.

COURIERS.—A courier is a man whose pro-
fession it is to look out slower trains and engage
worse rooms than anybody else.

CROUPIERS.—Men in black coats and black
moustaches who have never been to bed.

CUSTOMS-HOUSE.—A Customs-House is a place
where otherwise scrupulously truthful men say
they have nothing to declare. When the officer
finds their cigars they say that their fool of
a servant must have packed them against
orders; but as they cannot speak the language
the officer does not understand, and if he did
he would not believe it.

DISCOMFORT—SeeChannel Crossing.

ELEMENTS (EXPOSURE TO).— See Channel
Crossing.

EXPENSES.—These are always rather more
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than three times what you had calculated they
would be.

FOREIGNERS.—It is a great shock to many
English people on the Continent to find that they
areforeigners; butitrarely causes them to revise
their opinion of those creatures on returning home.

GUIDES (DAY).—Day Guides are elderly men
with appealing eyes and baggy umbrellas who
know the year when Raphael was born.

GUIDES (NIGHT).—Night Guides should be
avoided.

ILLNESS.—It is very unwise to have an ill-
ness on the Continent. Nothing is so resented
there as sickness and especially the sickness of a
foreigner.

INTERPRETERS.—Interpreters are known as
such because the word " Interpreter" is on
their caps; otherwise you might think of them
as almost anything but linguists. They are
useful as buffers between you and the rapacity
of porters and cabmen ; but in the end it costs
you more.

INVENTORS, THEIR MISDIRECTED INDUSTRY.
—See Channel Crossing.

LANDING-TICKET.—The piece of cardboard
that you lose while you are being sea-sick.
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LIQUEUKS.—It is possible on the Continent
to be given over-measure of old brandy
or other liqueurs and not be charged for it.
Nothing of the kind has ever happened in
England.

LUNCH.—This is the best meal of the day.
It can begin as early as eleven and last till
three.

MOSQUITOES.—Flying insects with a damnably
poisonous bite which every one except hotel-
managers has seen, heard and suffered from.

MOSQUITO-NETS. — Superfluous protections
against mosquitoes which are *' absolutely un-
necessary, but you can, of course, have one
if you insist."

MUSIC-HALLS.—In England and America the
music-hall is popular, largely because the per-
formance, having begun at the advertised hour,
goes on without a break, or with one interval
of very brief duration, till the end. In the
Continental music-hall there is a considerable
pause after every turn, and in the middle of
the evening so long a pause that one wonders
if the band or the scene-shifters have struck.

In Austria and Germany the music-hall
audience on the ground floor and in the boxes
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dine during the performance ; the others drink
beer.

In Italian music-halls few people listen and
there is no applause, but a performer now and
then learns from the decreased volume of cat-
cals and hisses that he has displeased the
audience less than most.

In Italian music-halls a popular song is some-
times sung as often as three times in one evening
by different singers, which indicates how lightly
the Italian showmen take their task. Such a
lapse in England or America would turn a
manager's shirt-front black.

OFFICERS.—Nothing is so astonishing about
the Continental officer that you see in the streets
and cafes as the friends he is with.

OLD MASTERS.—Although London has the
National Gallery and the Wallace Collection,
Londoners look at Old Masters only when
they are on the Continent.

OY STERS.—English people, accustomed to
oysters that are dead and dry and very dear,
are surprised to find that Continental oysters
are often cheap and are always served fresh
and alive, in the deep shell, with their juice
still in them.
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PASSPORTS .—Largely obsolete documents
which, in spite of this widely advertised obso-
lescence, you must still line up in a queue on
each side of the Channel to display to officials
who don't look at them.

PAVEMENTS.—Pavements on the Continent
are used not only for people to walk on but
as dining-rooms.

PLATES.—When these articles are judged to
be sufficiently cold, hot meat is served on
them.

PLATFORMS.—There are no railway platforms
on the Continent, with the result that every
passenger must also be a mountaineer.

PORTERS (HOTEL).—Hotel porters come from
Switzerland and never go back. They are
big and blond and speak English, and are
so wealthy as to be superior to tips. They
are always on duty, always smart, and they
can attend politely to ten people at once, draft
a telegram, look out a train, change a five-
pound note, ring up the occupant of a room
and tell you also what hour a theatre begins,
all at the same time. |If they remained in
Switzerland, Switzerland would be the leading
country of the world.
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PORTERS ( RAILWAY) .—Continental porters,
besides being dressed in blue, differ from ours
also in their disdain of barrows. English porters
rejoice to keep us waiting while they " fetch
a barrow,” and as at all the great stations,
by some careful arrangement by the general
manager of the line, there is only one barrow
to every ten porters, we are often kept waiting
for a very long time. While an English porter
is fetching a barrow the Continental porter
has produced a strap and is binding your luggage
together preparatory either to lifting it to his
shoulder or crawling underneath and gradually
rising more or less erect with it all over him,
according to the weight. It is nothing for a
Continental porter to carry in this way, by
one strap, one innovation trunk, three port-
manteaux, two Kkit-bags, a dressing-case, a tea-
basket and a pair of skis.

POSTE-RESTANTE.—This is the department in
Continental post-offices where travellers' letters
are kept from the traveller by casual clerks
smoking cigarettes. All Continental post-offices
are run mainly in the interests of the tobacco
trade, but in no department is smoking so
steady. It is possible to believe the hotel

122



The Continental Dictionary

porter who says there is no letter for you,
but one never has confidence in the thorough-
ness of the Poste-restante attendant.

POSTMEN.—AnEnglish postman never under
any provocation advances beyond the front-
door mat, but on the Continent" a postman
with a registered letter enters your bedroom
and wakes you up and produces an ink-pot
and pen in order to get your signature.

PROGRESS (WANT OF).—See Channel Crossing.

QUEUES.—No true European respects the
queue, even though it has a French name. The
last to arrive often ses to it that he is the
first served.

RACE MEETINGS.—At Continental race meet-
ings there is complete silence until the horses
are hear the winning-post or a jockey is thrown
at a water-jump. Bookmakers do not exist,
and you may leave your field-glasseson a chair
confident that they will remain there. On the
other hand, pari-mutuel prices are very small
and you don't get your stake back.

SALTSPOONS.—There are no saltspoonsonthe
Continent.

SECRETS.—The principal secret of travellers
on the Continent, and particularly in Paris,
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is the name of " the best little restaurant you
ever dreamed of—simple, | admit, but with
the most wonderful wine and cooking." But
when you reach it, it has either disappeared,
changed hands, or " gone down."
SILENCE.—There is no silence so profound
as that which envelops you when a Continental
train stops in the small hours.
SLEEPING-CARS.—The sleeping-cars, known in
France as wagon-lits, in Spain as wagon-camas,
in Italy as carrozze di letto and in Germany
as schlaf wagen, are possible only if you are
rich enough to secure a whole compartment
for yourself. You may then arrange your
luggage, undress and dress with some degree
of comfort. The trouble about them is that
they have nearly always been engaged by other
people ; and it is, of course, other people who
are the traveller's cross. At every turn he is
up against them. For if you are fortunate
enough to get a berth it is made intolerable
by the man who occupies the one below you.
If you get a whole compartment you have
to hear the other people washing. They are
always washing when you want to wash, and
there are no more towels. Also they are always
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having their beds made when you want yours
to be made. Conductors of wagon-lits always
do more for other people than for you.

Only very strong people should travel by
wagon-lit, because you have to push your lug-
gage through the window.

Wagon-lits have more buttons and switches
than anyone has ever discovered the meaning
of. Just as dawn comes you find the one that
turns on the light. Wagon-lits are divided into
two berths, upper and lower. Hospitals are
full of travellers who have tried to get into
the upper.

Wagon-lits have no ventilation, but there
is a little window at the top that admits the
smuts.

SPRINGS.—The things which ought to be
under your wagon-lit but have perished.

STATIONS.—Mysteriousplaceswhereonewakes
up in the wagon-lit and hears the brakes sigh.

STRING.—The tenuous substance with which
Italian porters tie up trunks and bags that
are already safely closed and locked.

STUPIDITY.—SeeChannel Crossing.

SUGAR.—Were it sweet, sugar on the Conti-
nent might be excellent.
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THEATRES.—Theatres on the continent differ
from oursin being very difficult to get into. Here
the managers welcome patrons, but there they
st them the task of getting past three men
in top-hats in the lobby, whose duty and joy
it is to take away your ticket and disuss it
together. After a while, unless they dislike
you very much, they give you another, which
several other persons have to se before it
pases into the hands of an elderly woman
of forbidding aspect who consents to show you
your place only on the receipt of a bribe. As,
when you are really in the theatre the play
is in a language that you can't understand
and probably had much better not understand,
it is better to sit over dinner.

TICKET COLLECTOR.—The man who never
wants to se your ticket unless you are adeep.

TRAMS.—Unless the street is too narrow for
tram lines, many Continental municipalities
do not lay them. They then fit the tramcars
with bels and tell the drivers never to stop
clanging.

WAGON-RESTAURANTS.—There is no meal on
a visit to the Continent so good as that in the
first wagon-restaurant. Afterwards they deterio-
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rate. They are staffed entirely by ex-jugglers.
No tip has yet been produced large enough
to persuade the chief official to let you change
your seat. Thereis a point on the line between
Calais and Boulogne where the curve is so
sharp that you always get the next man's
soup.

WAITERS.—Waiters are the principal inhabi-
tants of the Continent. There are in the cities
a few people not in evening dress by day, and
in the country one is aware now and then of
a peasant; but waiters are everywhere. They
rise with the lark and retire with the owl, and
in the interim never sit down.

WAITERS (WINE).—On the Continent the
wine waiter does not have to be sent for, but
is at your side as you sit down.

WINDOWS.—Things which " il est dangereux
de se pencher au dehors" and " pericoloso
sporgersi,” Also from which, in Germany, there
must be no outside-leaning.

WIVES.—Wives are useful on the Continent
because they learnt French and Italian and
German at school, and their husbands didn't.
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N the days when | used to write poetry |
had aliterary friend who wrote short stories
intended for the magazines, and we dined at
the same chop-house not very far from Piccadilly
Circus. That was a long while ago, before
motor-cars, before cinemas, before tubes, when
few people had the telephone and none the
gramophone. And yet wedid very well. When
we could afford it we jingled home in a hansom,
now and then exchanging a joke through the
roof withthe cabman, whichno one has ever done
with a taxi-driver. And though there was no
cinematherewasElizabeth Ann Bellwood singing
at the Tivoli, or Paul Cinguevalli juggling at the
Pavilion, and Wyndham was at the Criterion and
Irving at the Lyceum, and Regent Street stood.
The peculiarity of our chop-house was the
extreme deliberation of the waiters. There
were only two, and if it were possible for either
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of them to be slower than the other, he was. It
was only on the understanding that you, so to
speak, accepted their tardiness that you were
served at all; but once having established your -
self as a customer you remained. There is some
thing hypnotic in leisurely processes : you were
drugged ; but there were such positive advan-
tages too, as the excellence of the food when it
did arrive, the excellence of the beer, the sweet
reasonableness of the charges, and the fun of
watching [strangers, unaware of the special
guarded character of the place, getting angrier
and angrier, and at last flinging out. In a
word, if you were going to the theatre, it was
the worst eating-place in London ; if you wanted
to talk, it was the best.

I remember one evening awaiting Mark, as
I will call him, with no little excitement, because
I had just finished a poem and | thought
sufficiently well of it to wish for his praise.

" | wanted to see you," | said. " |'vewritten
some verses which | rather think you'll like.
About dreams,” and | took the manuscript out
of my pocket.

" Talking of dreams,” he said. " |'ve just
finished a story about one. Very odd you should
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have brought it to my mind like that. | should
like to tell you about it. In fact, | happen to
have the first draft with me, and we might see
if we can't improve it while we eat."

| placed rather carefully beside my plate the
sheet of paper on which my poem was written.
" It's astonishing,” | said, " what trouble even
a short lyric can give one! No one reading
this"—and | tapped it—" would believe that
| spent three hours on one of the four stanzas."

"1 don't know," hesaid. " | always feel that
rhymes help you. Now, in writing a story you
get no help. The art of the short story is one
of the most difficult to master. But | flatter
myself Here he disappeared for a few
moments behind a tankard—" | flatter myself
I'm getting near it. This story "—he deposited
his exhibit on the table too—" this story is
about a man who dreams futures. Helivesin a
village and has got a terrific reputation for his
gift. Yougotohimandimpressyour personality
on him in some way——"

" If you've got one,” | suggested,

"Yes; don't interrupt, -please. Of course,
if you've got one. And then he dreams about
you. Well, my story is about one of these
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dreams. A girl goes to him and he dreams a
future for her, and she can't frustrate it. It's
very uncanny. In fact"—he glanced at him-
self in a mirror with some satisfaction—" | can't
think how | thought of it. *We are greater
than we know '—how doesthelinego ? Anyway,
it'sabout thisgirl that | think you might possibly
be able to help ..."

| won't bother you with any more of the
story. Suffice it to say that Mark was still
picking my brains when we suddenly realized
how late it was and hurried off just in time to
see Harry Pleon, who came on that week at the
Pavilion at 10.35.

The next time we met, at the same place,
| had atriumph to display : my poem had been
accepted and | had the evening paper containing
it in my pocket.

" This is the dream-lyric | wanted to show
you a week or so ago,” | said.

Heread it: —

ALTRUISM.

My nights among the dead are past;
When deep at last is here

Into my dreams come thronging fast
The friends of yesteryear.
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They share the wild absurdities
That mark the dreamer's track,

Caprice controls their entrances ;
But ah! I've brought them back.

Nor | nor they display surprise,
Familiar is their shape;

I wonder if they realize
And relish their escape ?

If so, then let us sleep the more,
To help them, over there—
Our friends not lost but gone before—
To constant change of air.
" Not bad,” he said as he handed the paper
back. " I like it better than when you showed
it me first."
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T was in those careless far-off days when

we were all beginning, and were pledged to do
what we could for each other, that we used to
meet at the Gate House on Hampstead Heath
(where knives and forks used by Dick Turpin
were kept in a glass case), and, either in one of
the arbours, or upstairs, according to the
weather, compared notes and planned campaigns.

It is of one of the more shameless of those
campaigns that | would tell.

Among us was one whom | will call Tommy
Ridler (now an illustrious publicist). To him
Fortune had been less kind than to some of us,
and he had got not even one toe on the ladder;
nothing that he wrote was accepted.

As | have said, we were all pledged to help
each other, and on the evening that | am recalling,
Dick Struthers (also now well known by another
name), who had just come back from a holiday
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on the Norfolk Broads, was talking about the
birds there.

** Now,takethe corncrake,"” hesaid. " That's
arum 'unifyoulike. It makesarow all dayand
half the night, and no one's ever seen one yet."

" Nonsense,” said |I. "They have them in
museums."

" Maybe,” he said. " But museums don't
count."

** Still they had to be stuffed,” | said. | was
argumentative in those days.

" Taxidermists don't count either," said Dick.
" Speaking generally, no one has ever seen a
corncrake. Jolly interesting, isn't it ?"

Even | agreed.

" Look here, Tommy," he went on, " why
don't you mug up the corncrake in some book
and write about it. That's the kind of thing
editors like : facts about a mystery, even if the
mystery's only a blooming bird. Give your
inventive powers a rest for a few minutes and
try information for a change."

And Tommy did so. He found out all about
the corncrake, otherwise known as landrail, one
of the Rallidee the Rallus crex of Linnaeus, and
all therest of it. He dug out of the classics
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the legend that it was the corncrake or landrail
that was the Ortygometra which led the quail on
its voyages. He described its self-protective
colouring (see Mimicry in Nature) ; its ventrilo-
quial powers, so that you never know in which
direction it is; its haunts; its eggs, usually
eleven in number, laid in a nest in the long grass ;
and the whole bag of tricks. And what is more,
he got the article accepted.

There it was, in our favourite hunting-ground
for guineas, The Globe and Traveller: " The
mysterious Corncrake—From a Correspondent.”
Not a " Turnover"—Tommy's style was not
flexible enough for that—but an inside column,

" Splendid !" said Dick when he heard the
news. " Now we must get busy and rub this
in. Tommy's future as the popular ornithologist
must be made."

"Is ornithology a necessity ?* Tommy
pathetically inquired. "' You've no notion how
| loathe birds."

" Of course,” said Dick, " you must continue
as you have begun. You must be identified in
the public mind with our feathered friends.
Specialisation, you know. That's the art of
success."
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And he outlined the campaign.
During the week the Editor of The Globe and
Traveller received the following missives :(—

THE LAURELS,
TUNBRIDGE WELLS.
DEAR SIR,—My husband, who is a well-known
medical man and amateur ornithologist, is deeply
interested in the article on the Corncrake which
you printed last week. He would much like
to be put in touch with the author, if that is
permissible, and he hopes that you will be able
to give us more of his admirable work.
| am,
Yours faithfully,
SELINA PARRISH.

107 TRUMPINGTON STREET,
CAMBRIDGE.

DEAR SIR,—You have, if you will allow me
to say so, discovered a real treasure in the
contributor who writes on the Corncrake. |
have rarely read anything more fascinating
than his account of that strangely elusive bird.
It would be a boon to me personally if you
would invite him to give you a series of articles
on other of our stranger birds, such as the wood-
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cock, the snipe and, say, the hawk family, of
which too little is known.
| am,
Yours faithfully,
MARCUS GROW.

THE NOOK,
HAMPSTEAD HEATH
DEAR SIR,—You can't think what a pleasure
you gave to my family and myself by that
article on the Corncrake. If only there was less
about politics and divorce and police and more
about nature, how much sweeter would the
papers be! Please get this fascinating Corres
pondent to write again.
Yours sincerely,
AGATHA THORN.

8 LINCOLN'S INN FIELDS, W.C.
DEAR SIR,—Kindly forward the enclosed
letter to your Correspondent on the Corncrake.
It is not written to attempt to lure him from
your literary staff, but to congratulate him on a
first-class piece of work and wish him health and

strength to continue.
Yours faithfully,
AMBROSE HEARTY.
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ST. FRANCIS'S COLLEGE,
EASTBOURNE.
DEAR SIR,—Your article on the Corncrake
is just what we want in school, and | hope you
will have more. My boys are all keen on birds.
Believe me,
Yours faithfully,
HENRY SWIFT.

UNITED SERVICE CLUB, SW.
DEAR SIR,—I shall be grateful if you would
kindly favour me with the name and address of
your correspondent who writes on the Corncrake.
| am preparing a work on migratory birds and
should much value the assistance of his knowledge
and literary skill.
I am,
Yours faithfully,
(Lieut.-Colonel) HUGO DUNDAS.

SEA-SCENT,
BOURNEMOUTH.
DEAR SIR,—Speaking with my uncle, the
Vicar of Dewfield, the other day, he said that,
in a long experience as a reader of ornithological
books and articles, he could not remember a more
informing or interesting paper than that in
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a recent number on the Corncrake. The Vicar
is now in his eightieth year and very feeble in
everythingbutintellect, and it would be akind act
on your parttoarrange for further articles by the
same writer as a solace to his declining days,
| am,
Yours faithfully.
LUCY SPEARING.

Need | add that all those letters and many
more were written by Tommy's four friends
either the same evening or during the next few
days, and arrangements made with friends or
relations for the postmarks to be correct ? Not
bad, were they ? One even was written by
the disgraceful hand of Tommy himself. Can
you guess which? The last. Oh, Tommy !

But the sad thing is, they didn't take the
Editor in.
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ANY vyears ago, when | first came to
London, | saw a good deal of a man
named Purvis, He was about thirty—older
than any of us, round, bearded, jocular, imper-
turbable, and apparently he lived like the lilies.
He kept no hours, was always on hand if anyone
was being festive, and the fair fame of literature,
English or French, seemed to be in his keeping.
His talk was always of books and authors, and
there was a rumour that he was a writer himself.
It was this rumour—unsupported, | must admit,
by any evidence—that gave him his place in our
respect ; for the young who are themselves
thinking of plying the precarious pen look with
dilated eyes upon those who have already
achieved print.
One day—it must have been in 1892—he
confided to me that he had the most wonderful
idea for a novel and was about to draw up the
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scenario. Other ideas had come to him before
but they had been disappointing; this was the
real thing. This was what, he now knew, he
had been saving himself for; this was terrific.
If henceforward | saw less of him than usual |
should know the reason : he would be wrest-
ling with the plot, endeavouring to control the
mighty primeval forces that were being let loose.
For this was to be a human drama of the fiercest
elemental passions : a tragedy of the country-
side.  The provisional title was Herodias Vailing.
He would say no more about it then, he added,
but from time to time he might ; although it
was a mistake to talk about what one was
projecting.

A little later | received an invitation to attend
at Purvis's rooms one evening to join in the
ceremony of laying the foundation-page of a
new novel. For, as he argued when we were all
assembled, why should not the beginnings of
works of art be celebrated just as much as
buildings? With more propriety, surely, for a
work of art may live for ever, whereas buildings
fall into ruin. He would ask us all to drink to
the prosperity of the sheet of paper on the
table. A number of bottles of champagne, not
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a very good brand—and champagne, anyway,
no matter of what vintage, is a hateful beverage
between meals—were then released ; we filled
our glasses; we lifted them; our host turned
over the sheet of paper, revealing the title,
Herodias Vailing, a tragic novel, by Rutland
Purvis; and we drank the masterpiece's health.

Purvis then lit a pipe and told us the plot.
Like all jovial facetious men, he had a leaning
towards the melancholy and macabre, and this
story was one of unrelieved gloom. From early
childhood Herodias's surroundings were sinister.
The house was half ruined; creditors were
always threatening ; her step-father never spoke ;
her mother only whimpered ; nettles and deadly
nightshade overran the garden ; owls occupied
the attics.

But Herodias managed to grow in this dismal
environment into a girl of surpassing loveliness.
From this point onwards the story bore (to my
mind) too s close a resemblance to a much-dis-
cussed novel of the day, by a pactised hand,
called Tess of the(d' Urbevilles, on which we had
all heard Purvis express himself again and again,
usually with unstinted appreciation.

As he continued the outline he became more
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and more moved ; his voice broke, his eyes
filled with tears; and at the end, when Herodias
committed suicide in a gravel-pit, he was awreck.
It was a very uncomfortable and impressive
moment, and we all avoided each other's gaze
and found ourselves thinking of Purvis with
renewed and deepened respect. There must, we
realized, be something very fine underneath that
mask of levity. All the same, | couldn't forget
Tess.

Although we sat on for some time, for there
were still bottles to empty, Purvis never re-
covered his natural gaiety, and when he sad
Good-night and received our best wishes once
more, he pressed our hands with almost painful
gratitude and understanding. Henceforth, we
felt, we were to be in this great work too, and
were his collaborators in the tragedy which was
to dissolve England in grief.

The next time | saw Purvis he was his normal
self. It was on my tongue to make a reference
to the great work, but | checked the impulse ; |
felt that so grave a subject should be introduced
by the author or not at all. Purvis talked of
everything else, and we went to Lord's*

The next time | saw him he said that the
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distractions of London were fatal to the develop-
ment of great tragic themes and he was going to
the country, to be solitary, where he might give
his imagination rein and work out his drama
in uninterrupted peace. Such a book needed
seclusion. Perhaps, when he had broken the
back of it, | would come down and see him ?

| said | would, and a few months later | went
down. He was in Sussex, and he met me at
the station as merry and debonair as ever, with
the usual big pipe. | must be prepared, he said
on the way, for the people I was to meet, for he
was living en famille with a farmer and his
daughters, two very nice girls. Miss Esther and
Miss Kate.

" And the novel ? " | asked.

"“1'Il tell you about that," he said, "later."

Anything less like the hermitage that he had
proposed to flee to, anything less like a lodge
in the wilderness, | never saw than Gleesome's
Farm. Thefarmer was a sly humourist who made
Purvis a constant butt; the daughters were
jolly tomboys. Our dinner was one long laugh.
Purvis had a sitting-room of his own, but it
would be more sociable, he said, to be with the
others; so after dinner we played '' Snap " and
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" Families" and other childish games till it was
time for bed. " Time for bed,” when Purvis
was in London, was a phrase without meaning,
but now he yawned and lit my candle.

After breakfast the next day | said | would
go for a walk so that Purvis might get on with
his work, but he said he would come too. On
the walk he told me again the plot of Herodias
Vailing, and again became emotional over it;
but when | asked if he had not some chapters
that | might see, he said that so far he had done
very little. The moment had not arrived.
" One must wait,"" he said, " in matters of this
kind, till the clock strikes."

All that was thirty or more years ago, and
| completely lost sight of him. Either he did
not return to London or our lives ceased to cross.
But last week | met him again. He was older,
grey, less jaunty ; but | knew him at once.

""I've been looking for that novel all this

time," | said. " But if it has come out under its
original title I've missed it."

" Fancy your remembering! " hesaid. '* No,
it hasn't been published yet. [|'m still at work

on it. One mustn't hurry a thing like that."
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TheBottle'sProgress

(With pictorial assistancefromMr. Frank Reynolds)

ALL adventurous amateurs of London, and
epedialy the young, have a period in
their lives when there is no excitement equal
to the discovery of a new and remarkable Soho
restaurant. It may be French, it may beltalian,
and it is sometimes Spanish; but whatever
their alleged nationality all are alike in beng
extraordinarily good and extraordinarily cheap,
and " For heaven's sake, old man, kegp it to
yoursdf, because if you tell every one the place
will be ruined!"

Another  peculiarity which thee little
resaurants share, and which is not perhaps an
advantage, is the absance of a licence 0 that
all wine has to be fetched from a neighbouring
shop or public-house

It was in one of these restaurants (the name of
which | would not give away under any con-
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sideration) that | was sitting when two young
men entered and sat down at a neighbouring
table. Mine was by the window commanding
the street; theirs was farther in.

| had no need to strain my ears to learn that
the host was of the centre, and the guest a
beginner in Bohemia.

Having ordered the food they came to the
guestion of the wine.

" You like; St. Emilion ? " the host asked.

Yes, he liked St. Emilion.

" You always get good St. Emilion in Soho,"
said the host. " We'll have a bottle. Warms
you."

He chose a brand and paid for it—for that,
as you know, is the rule in these places—and a
young waiter in old evening clothes was sent off
to get it.

" Be careful with it," the host called out.

" Yessir," said the boy.

" A mistake to shake good claret,” the host
explained to his friend.

"ls it? Yes, of course” said the friend,
and they settled down to -confidential talk,
which | neither heard nor wanted to hear.

It was then that the cinema operator should
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have begun to turn his handle, for this, as | could
see through the window, is what occurred.

The young waiter entered the public-house
at the corner and came out with the bottle,
holding it like this:—




The Bottle's Progress

At this moment he met a friend, also a waiter,
from another marvellous little restaurant on

Lll"’ .. )”l

the same errand, and the friend took the bottle
and examined it, holding it with equal negli-
gence.

149



Encounters and Diversions

As the two youths parted, the second of them
gave the first a friendly blow and ran away,
and our waiter pursued, brandishing the bottle
on high like a club.

The chase ended at the public-house door,
when our waiter again turned homewards.
Hewas nearly home when still another waiter,
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bent onthesameerrand and obviouslyinahurry,
arrived and, glancing at the bottle and seeing
that it was the same brand that he too had
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was as plain asthough spoken tome. " I'm in
a hurry and you'renot," his handsdistinctly said.

Our waiter, however, very properly refused
to relinquish the bottle, whereupon the other

seized it, and a terrific battle for its possession
set in, which, with a terrific wrench, our waiter
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won. Hethen dipped into the restaurant and
behind the caisse, where the bottle was un-
corked and otherwise dealt with. And this is
how it emerged—

The host sipped the wine critically. " Ex-
cellent! " he said. " Perfect condition.”
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From Sephen Dunk, farmer and churchwarden, to
Mr. Septimus Rose, scholar and recluse, the new
tenant of The Grange, Pulham

DEAR SIR,—We should be grateful if you
would give something in aid of the Pulham
bellringers.

| am,
Yours obediently,
STEPHEN DUNK

Mr. Septimus Rose to Mr. Sephen Dunk
Mr. Septimus Rose is not a lover of church
bells, which, of course, should have disappeared
when clocks and watches became cheap ; but,
since the custom of ringing them persists, he
encloses a ten-shilling note,

Mr. Stephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Rose
DEAR SIR,—I beg to thank you for your
subscription to the bellringers. | note what
you say about clocks, but | would respectfully
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point out that whereas clocks and watches are
often fast or slow, the Pulham bells keep time.
| can promise your ears some rare treats on
practice nights as well as on Sundays.
| am,
Yours obediently,
STEPHEN DUNK

Mr. Septimus Rose to Mr. Stephen Dunk
Mr. Septimus Rose would like the leader of
the bellringers to know that last evening's prac-
tice, so far from being a rare treat, was notable
for a very obnoxious discord causing him to
regret having made any contribution to the
funds.

Mr. Stephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Rose

DEAR SIR,—With reference to your letter
about the ringing, all |1 can say is that | am
the leader and that | think it must have been
Joe Grover; but you must kindly remember
that Joe is new to the bells and unless he prac-
tises he'll never learn. We all do our best, but
in the nature of things Wednesday evenings
can't be as perfect as Sundays. A nicer lad
than Joe doesn't breathe, as you, Sir, would
be the first to agree if you met him. If you
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will kindly have patience you will soon have
no cause to complain again. | have the honour
to be
Yours obediently,
STEPHEN DUNK

Mr. Septimus Rose to Mr. Stephen Dunk
Mr. Septimus Rose is perfectly willing to
take Joe Grover's merits as a lad on hearsay,
but his ringing is atrocious. Mr. Rose suggests
that for a few weeks Joe practises in some other
village.

Mr. Stephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Rose
DEAR SIR,—With reference to your further
letter about poor Joe, | am afraid you do not
quite appreciate the position. It is one thing
to practise with your own ringers and quite
another to practise with strangers. In point
of fact, Joe would be usdess to our peal if he
practised anywhere but at Pulham, and, if |
may be allowed to say so, Sir, we must all
learn. Joe will be a fine ringer one of these
days, he has the strength and he has the will.

| am,
Yours obediently,
STEPHEN DUNK
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Mr. Septimus Rose to Mr. Stephen Dunk

To Mr. Dunk's last letter, Mr. Septimus Rose
would say that when he settled in Pulham it
was for peace and quiet, and he gave his sub-
scription to the bellringers because he considered
himself one of the community. He did not
then know, as he now does, that bellringing is
a disease here. The " raretreats" that his ears
were promised have been nothing but assaults.
In his opinion bellringing should be kept for
Sunday, although he is convinced that Sun-
day also is better withoutit. If Mr. Dunk will
arrange to confine all ringing to Sundays Mr.
Rose will increase his subscription to a pound.

Mr. Stephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Rose

DEAR SIR,—With reference to your letter
about practice and ringing on Sundays only, |
am sorry to say it is impossible. The week-
day practice has been going on for years, maybe
for centuries, and such an ancient and honour-
able custom could not be tampered with on
any account, and certainly not for ten shillings.
Moreover, the inhabitants, many of which have
lived here a long time, have come to expect
it. | am sorry, but there it is.
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And another thing, Sir, how could we promise
to ring only on Sundays when there are such
things as weddings, which are nothing without
a peal, and funerals, where tolling is expected ?
In fact much of our practising is done for wed-
dings, which is the only time when we get
something extra for ourselves.

No, Sir, I am sorry, but we can't change the
practice day. | think you'll find a difference
next Wednesday evening. Joe is coming along
nicely.

| have the honour to be,

Yours obediently,
STEPHEN DUNK

Mr. Joseph Grover to Mr. Septimus Rose
DERE SIRif you will give to me the ten bob
instead of to the others | will send in my
resignashun.
Yours truely,
JOSEPH GROVER

Mr. Sephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Rose
DEAR SIR,—With reference to your letter
about the choir practice, | hasten to inform
you that you are not likely to be troubled again,
as Joe has retired. We shall miss the lad, for
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he was willing and regular, but he says he was
never sure that ringing was his true calling, and
so he is joining the choir, having a fair baritone
voice. We are trying young Horace Peters in
Joe's place, with hopes for the best, but | am
afraid he will take a lot of training. From your
point of view | expect it is a pity Joe left.

| have the honour to be,
Yours obediently,
STEPHEN DUNK
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WONDER how many people could guess
without any assistance what the number at
the head of this article signifies. | believe it would
be safe even for me to offer a large monetary
prize to anyone providing a correct answer.
| have put it to all kinds of persons and
they have hazarded ingenious theories.

"1 know," said one man instantly : "it's
your ticket in the Calcutta Sweep."
"No," | said.

" It's something to do with Reparations,”
said another.

" No," | said.

" It's too high for a telephone number," said
a third man.

" Yes," | said.

" And too low for your income."

| disregarded this remark.

"It might be the number of the hairs of
your head,” he mused.
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| disregarded this too.

" It'sthe number of marksor crownsor roubles
you got for a pound when you were in Germany
or Austria or Russia," suggested another,

" No," | said.

“Well, |'m glad it's not," hereplied, " because
I'm so tired of that kind of talk,"

It was then that | began to throw lights.

" It refers to something to eat,” | said.

No one was inspired.

" You couldn't guess,” | said, " unless you
had been abroad."

No response.

" The number," | said, " occurs on a picture-
post card."

Still no one had an idea.

"The picture,” | went on, "represents an

elderly man with whiskers engaged in a culinary
occupation."

Their eyes remained dull.

" You," | said, pointing to the man who had
been boasting that he knew Paris backwards,
" doesn't that tell you?"

" No," he said sulkily.

" Then | will throw more light,” 1 said.
" The number was written in by the successor
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of the elderly man with whiskers, and the card
was then presented to me as a souvenir. Does
that illumine the darkness? No? Then let
me add that the scene is the oldest restaurant
in Paris, and that the culinary operation is
the slicing of a duck preparatory to crushing
the carcass. And now you know. The duck
served to me on the occasion of my last visit
to the Tour d'Argent was the 59,654th."

" Of course! " they each exclaimed. " How
stupid of me! "

And then we fell to the discussion of this
famous resort of the epicure and the gourmet,
not to mention the gourmand.

You seek the Silver Tower for the flesh of
the duck—the best ducks that the fair land of
France can produce, served with quintessential
sauce extracted from their own bones. Some
one is always carving a breast, some one is
always turning the handle of a press, some one
is always catching the juice, some one is always
eating ; everybody is always talking.

*'|t's an amusing place," | said, ** and you
ought to go there once on every visit to Paris;
but it isn't so good as it used to be."

" Nothingin Parisis," said one of the company.
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" For one thing,"” | said, "they are now
putting too much lemon in the sauce. For
another, they are too noisy. You seg it's a
very small room, and it isn't as if your duck
—I| mean my duck—No. 59,654—was the only
one. Far from it. While | am waiting for
mine No. 59,653 is having the finishing touches
put to it, and they are beginning on No. 59,655
and No. 59,656. That means that four fat
men are beating up sauce in four metal dishes
over four spirit-lamps all together. The din,
even apart from the conversation of the guests,
many of whom are strong silent Americans, is
deafening. Now, | like to eat quietly. To
go to the Tour d'Argent because it was founded
in 1582 and has no band, and then to find
it like a boiler-works, is very disconcerting.
No quality of duck can compensate for that."

" The Tour d'Argent,” said the man who
knew Paris, " has another point of interest
which renders it unique among Paris restaurants
—it is always closed on Mondays."

"Why?" asked some one.

" To let the staff consult their aurists,” he
said.
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From Mr. Jonah Punt to Sr Benton Sakes, owner of
Apogee, the favourite
May 25, 19—.

DEAR SIR,—Permit a stranger, actuated by
none but the best motives, to bring some facts
to your notice.

The Derby is to be run in a fortnight and
you are the owner of the favourite. From all
that I know of the horse, its pedigree, its form
its owner, its trainer and its jockey, Apogee
ought to win. The opinion of the best judges
is also to this effect.

I have no doubt that you have backed the
horse yourself; but even if you haven't you
stand to make a large sum from the prize,
and also from the possession, later on, of so
valuable a sire.

164



Another Derby

My object in writing to you is to let you
know that unless you acquire my co-operation
you cannot win. NoO owner can win any race
if | care to intervene, because my influence
is irresistible. | don't go so far as to claim
that my intervention can force a horse to
come in first, but | do emphatically say
this, that it can prevent a horse from doing
so ; and it is because | want you to win the
Derby with Apogee that | am writing to you
now.

Briefly, you must pay me not to bet on him,
because if | back him he will lose. Every
horse that | back loses. But, as hope springs
eternal in the human breast, | go on backing
them. | am, however, prepared not to do so
if you will make it worth my while. If you
will send me five hundred pounds | will put
a small amount on every runner but yours and
keep the balance.

| adjure you to give this letter serious atten-
tion. It may look fantastic, but is not. Every
horse that | back loses.

| am,
Yours faithfully,
JONAH PUNT.
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From " The Seer's" Notes in " The Daily Wire "

The news of Apogee gets better every day
and | am told that his gallop yesterday morning
resembled nothing so much as streaked lightning.
It will be difficult to get 2 to 1 on the day of
the race.

From Captain Allright's Notes in " The Morning
Telegram "

If ever a Derby could be said to be a cert
it is the one to be run next week. Nothing
but some disastrous accident can prevent Apogee
from winning. The son of Apollo and Gee
whizz is probably the fastest colt that ever
entered for this race.

v

From Latest Prices
THE DERBY
Apogee evens
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%

From Colonel Knufs Notes in " The Turf Oracle "

It would not surprise me if Apogee were
to start odds on, but even then | advise my
readers to bet fearlessly. We have this year
such a chance to skin the pencillers as has
never arisen in the chief of the Classics.

VI

From Dick Turpin's Notes in " The Evening Wire "

| am told that every man, woman and child
connected with Apogee's stable is on the horse,
and that Sir Benton Stakes, who invested
huge amounts on the colt last autumn, when
the price was long, is still backing him even
at the present pinched rates. Confidence in
horses has ruled high before and has been
found to be misplaced; but | am prepared
to put my only shirt on Apogee.

VIl

Mr. Jonah Punt to Sr Benton Sakes
May 30, 19—.

DEAR SIR,—I am astonished to have received
no reply to my letter of the 25th. It was a
167



Encounters and Diversions

perfectly serious document, written in good
faith, out of the wish for you to add the Blue
Ribbon of the Turf to your name, | am not
a blackmailer or even a beggar; | am simply
your friend, who would like to have some
recompense for his thoughtfulness. Five hun-
dred pounds is nothing to a man who is about
to win the Derby ; to me it would be useful.
And one thing is certain: if you don't pay
it you can't win. There is no question what-
ever : horses that | back lose. | have your
Derby in my hands. A speedy reply is necessary
if you wish to succeed.
| am,
Yours faithfully,
JONAH PUNT

VI

From the Notes by " The Thunderer's " Special Racing
Correspondent

For the great race of to-day there seems
to be no necessity to look farther than Apogee.
This fine speedy colt was never in better fettle,
and he will start with the perfect confidence
of owner, trainer and jockey. That J. Primus
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has the mount is an additional reason for
assurance. Having previously subjected, with
perhaps tiresome iteration, the various candi-
dates to the minutest examination, | need not
again repeat my reasons for ruling all of them
out. One no doubt will come in second, and
one third. The winning horse will be Apogee.

[ X

Mr. Jonah Punt to Sr Benton Sakes, on Derby Day
Morning
(Reply Paid Telegram)
This is your last chance to stop me. |If
you don't reply before noon | back Apogee.
PUNT

X

Paddock Wire, Morning of Race

Apogee is in perfect condition and cannot
lose.

X1

Mr, Jonah Punt to Duggie Lurem
Apogeefiveshillingswin.—PUNT
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X11

Every paper heading on the afternoon of
the race :(—

DERBY SENSATION.
OUTSIDER WINS.
APOGEE NOT PLACED.

X111

Telegram from Mr. Jonah Punt to Sr Benton Sakes

| told you so. My bad luck is invincible.
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HE | have just heard that she is coming
HE by the noon train. This is great news.
I must go and make everything ready for her.

* * * *
Her name, the letter says, is Chloe. | don't
like that. | must think of another ; something

attractive but short ; something one can call
out loud and sharply.

* * * *

"Tess," wouldn't be bad. | think "Il call

her Tess.
* * * *
Yes, Tess.
* * * *

She (in the train). | wonder where |'m going.

This is very uncomfortable. It shakes horribly.
* * * *
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| hate being alone, too.

* * * *

I wish 1'd been kinder to mother.

* * * *

| wonder if they've got any shooting. M other
will be disappointed if they haven't.

* * * *

Poor mother.

* * * *

He (on the platform). She's a beauty. |
never saw such silky black ears, such a splendid
coat.

* * * *

But she doesn't seem very friendly. Not a

single wag has she given me yet.

* * * *

She. | don't care much about him ; in fact
| don't like him at all. | hate having my head
patted.

* * * *

| don't care for his trousers.

* * * *
Or his boots.
* * * *

172



Heand She

His hand smells of tobacco.

* * * *

He. Thisisvery disappointing. | was hoping
for a real companion; looking forward to it.
And she's terrified of me. Won't come near.
Hides under the furniture if | approach.

* * * *

Well, perhaps she's nervous from the journey
—the strangeness of it all.

* * * *

She. 1 don't care for this place a bit. There's
no other dog and no one to talk to. | hate
fences all round.

* * * *

| don't like him a bit. He's a feeble creature ;

no character. | hate people who are always
coaxing me to come to them. It's degrading.
* * * *

| shall concentrate on the cook.

* * - *
LATER.
The cook's a great disappointment. A vege
tarian household, |I'm afraid; at any rate,

no meat comes my way. Soaked biscuit and
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cabbage—what's the use of that? Well, if |
don't eat it they'll have to give me something
better. Nothing like hunger-striking to make
them nervous, and one must begin right. Poor
mother always said that.

* * * *

Dear mother.
* * * *

| wish 1'd been kinder to her.

* * * *

He. She's adamant. | can't get her to
come within three yards, and then she's all
suspicion. And the worst of it is she's so dainty.
Y ou can usually get at a dog through its greed ;
but not this one. | suppose if | tried raw beef
it would be all right; but | don't care for
such bribery as that, and the breeder's letter
said on no account give meat.

* * * *

She. | was so hungry to-day | had to eat
the biscuit. |'m furious about being so weak-
minded, but one must live. The funny thing
is it didn't taste so bad. Still, it was a mis-
take, and now perhaps |'Il never persuade them
and so never get any meat at all.

* * * *
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He. |1'm having rotten luck. To-day after
lunch she let me approach my hand almost
within an inch, and then a log fell and she
rushed in alarm to the other end of the room.
She thought | did it. Any unusual sudden
frightening sound she blames me for.

* * * *

I've never been so disappointed,
* * * *
| always thought that spaniels were so affec-

tionate.
* * * *

She. He still follows me about with his
hand held out to me, making silly murmurs.
It's sickening. How | dislike him!

* * * *

He. This morning a terrible thing happened.
Tess ran into the field and caught a young
chicken belonging to the farmer. |f dogs pursue
chickens it is, of course, fatal, so | had to
be very severe. After ten minutes spent in
pursuit | caught her and lashed her with a
switch until she screamed.

* * * *

It was dreadful, but | had no option,
* * * *
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Spare the rod and spoil the dog.

* * * *

But that, of course, settles it. She'll never
come near me again. | may as well send her
away and get another for all the comfort she'll
ever be to me.

* * * *

She. I'm so sore. My sides are that tender
| can hardly bear to lie down, and |'m too
miserable to stand up. The fact is | worried

a chicken. | was bored to death, and there
the little idiot was—you know what fools
chickens are—and so | grabbed it. It was

only for fun; but the way those people carried
on! And then HE came out with a lady's
riding-whip and after no end of a chase caught

me. | knew | was for it sooner or later, but
| decided 1'd lead him a dance.
* * * *

How he puffed and panted !

* * * *

And then he began to lay it on. My tail,

but it hurt! | yelled and yelled, but he went
on and on until | really began to admire him
in spite of myself. | didn't know he was so
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masterful, | expected him to stop directly |
screamed. But he went on and on until his
arm must have ached.

* * * o

And then he flung me away.
* * * *

He. The most wonderful thing in the world
has happened. She's sitting in my lap, licking
my hand |
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T was shortly after " Norbury Jack," the

Airedale, had received, on M ay 17th, 1923, the
bronze medal of the National Canine Defence
League for giving warning of fire, that a number
of his fellow dogs met to decide upon what was
the best form of honour that they too could
offer him. Ordinarily, said the Chairman, a
champion Mastiff, it was agreed by human
beings that a dog's virtue should be its own
reward, but on this occasion a little imagina-
tion had entered into the case. The action of
the National Canine Defence League did credit
to their articulate two-legged friends. (Hear,
hear.)

The chairman then reminded the meeting of
"Norbury Jack's" claim to distinction.

It seemed that on the night of April 18th
attention was drawn to the blazing of the out-
houses by the clamour which he raised. But

178



" Norbury Jack "

for that timely assistance the whole place would
have been destroyed.

The Collie said that, though no doubt it was
gratifying to see human beings alive to the
intelligence of dogs, this seemed to him a rather
trivial performance for so much attention. What
dog was there in that room, who, in the presence
of a rapidly encroaching fire, would not utter
sounds of alarm ? To make a row under such
conditions was practically automatic. (Oh, Oh!)
He was not trying to underrate " Norbury
Jack's " action ; he was merely suggesting that
it was not a matter for any special excitement
on their part. The medal was putting a pre-
mium on a purely instinctive action. Had
" Norbury Jack" refrained from making a row,
that would have been, if not precisely praise-
worthy, at any rate remarkable. He personally
was opposed to carrying the matter any further.
(Groans.)

The Irish Setter here sprang to his feet to
say that he totally disagreed with the last speaker,
who, like most Scottish dogs, was cold and
parochially and pedantically logical. (Hear,
dear !) If merit were always measured in that
Frigid and mechanical way, the world would
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not beworthlivingin. Hemovedthat" Norbury
Jack " be invited to as rich a banquet as could
be arranged. (Loud cheers.)

The Greyhound said he should like to second
that.

The Skye Terrier said that there was a great
deal in what his friend and compatriot the
Collie had put before them. Fire was such a
terrifying element that few dogs could forbear
from running screaming from it, and a sense of
self-protection would probably cause them to
run in the direction of their masters. None the
less it was an admirable thing for the master
to recognize the value of such a warning. A
medal was all very well as a permanent token,
but for real appreciation he, the speaker, was
in favour of the banquet as well.

The Clumber Spaniel said that what they
had to remember was that it was just as easy
for a dog frightened by a fire to lose his head
completely and run away from his owner, as to-
wards him, andthatinthepresent case "Norbury
Jack" had run instantly towards his owner.
That was the peculiar excellence of this case.
Let there by all means be a banquet.

The Collie, asking leave to speak again,
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repeated that he had no animus against" Norbury
Jack," but he was against facile sentiment. He
was, however, wholly in favour of the banquet.

The St. Bernard, who had come all the way
from Switzerland to attend the meeting, said
that he was delighted to hear of an Airedale
winning a medal for assisting mankind. The
circumstance that such altrusim was a daily
occurrence with himself did not detract from the
merit of the deed. He hoped that the banquet
would be arranged, and arranged quickly, as he
should like to stay for it.

The Bedlington said that he should throw
himself bodily into the banquet scheme.

The Newfoundland said that he agreed with
the St. Bernard. He was glad to welcome the
Airedale to the ranks of the life-savers.

The Aberdeen said that he had come to the
meeting expressly to suggest a banquet.

The Yorkshire Terrier said that though his
capacity was small he hoped to do justice to
" Norbury Jack's" heroism.

The Pomeranian said that he hoped there
would be a banquet, but would take it kindly if
there were no plum-pudding.

The Lurcher said that there were conceivable
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caes where a dog of spirit would be doing his
only true duty if he allowed his master's house
to burn down. He himself had a master so
brutal and exacting that no calamity could be
too severe for him.

The Chairman here interrupted to say that,
interesting as was the last speaker's experience,
it hardly bore upon the situation.

The Lurcher apologized for being so passion-
ately personal and expressed his entire approval
of the project of giving " Norbury Jack" a
banquet.

The Sealyham, who claimed to be the most
popular dog of the day, said that he would
gladly extend his patronage to the banquet.

The Spaniel said that the notion of a banquet
appealed to him.

The Pekinese (who was accompanied by a
Chinese interpreter) said that in his country
a dog's chief duty was to its parents and ancestors,
but here, he had noticed, parents and children
were quickly parted, usually for ever. An
English dog normally never saw its father at all,
and its mother only for a few weeks. If a dog
had neither father nor mother to care for, it was
right and proper to be solicitous about owners
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and, if necessary, to give notice of fire. He was
in favour of a banquet, and hoped there would
be snipes livers, as those were expressly men-
tioned by the best Chinese authority on the
dietary of Pekinese spaniels. (Sensation.)

The French Poodle said that he had often
done things quite as noteworthy and probably
even more heroic than " Norbury Jack," but
no one had recorded them. Heroism, he had
observed, had got to happen at the right moment
—that is to say when some one was looking—
or it was in danger of being called duty. None
the less he should register a vote for the
banquet.

Other dogs having expressed their views in
similar terms, the Chairman said that it seemed
to be the wish of the majority that there should
be a banquet and it was not necessary to take a
show of tails. It only remained to appoint a
small committee to carry out the arrangements.
This the meeting was proceeding to do when
| left.
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RECESSIONAL

THE world now and then—praises be!—
goes backward.

Hugh, who is four years old, lately left his
perfectly appointed London home for a few days
at a seaside town where some of the most recent
improvements are lacking.

His mother went down for the week-end, to
see how the place was suiting him, and Hugh
and his nurse were at the station.

" We've got the most exciting thing in our
house you ever saw," he said.

" What is it ?" his mother asked.

" No," he said, " it's a secret. You'll see it
this afternoon, just before tea." He jumped for
joy.

Just before tea the great moment came and
with it the triumph, the novelty.

The gas was lighted !
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A PHILOSOPHER

" And where do you go for your holidays ?"
| asked him.

" We don't go anywhere," he said. " | can't
afford it. And | don't care about it very much
either. Lodgings are not comfortable.”

He resumed his attack on my thinning locks.

“ Every one should have some kind of change,”
| said.

" That's right," he replied. " And we do.
We've got a little plan of our own that's like a
holiday and isn't one ; it gives us a change and
doesn't cost anything."

| asked for the solution.

"It's very simple,” he said. " You'll laugh
atit. Butit'sthis: we just exchange bedrooms.
There's my wife and myself and my son and my
daughter. Three rooms. Well, we exchange.
We move the furniture and the pictures, and
there you are. You wake up in the morning
and look out of a different window. The door's
in a new place. It's a change."

" And are your family satisfied too ? " | asked.
" Your son and daughter? Don't they want the
seaside or the country ? "

" No," he said; " they're quite happy. But

185



Encounters and Diversons

sometimes they ask if they may re-paper their
walls, and | let them. That makes a change

too.

LIFE

Once upon a time, on a gusty day, a man was
counting his money in his car, and one of the
notes blew away all unknown to its owner.

It lodged unseen in the wet grass at the side
of theroad, until by and by two wayfarers came
along. One of them was a millionaire returning
from the neighbouring golf links ; the other was a
wretched old woman faint from hunger. It was
the millionaire who, preceding her by a few yards,
found the note.

BREAD ON THE WATERS

Uncle Roland, home from the East, was on his
first visit to his married sister since the boys were
mere mites, and he made himself very popular.
When it was discovered that his birthday was
on November 2 the boys clubbed their pocket-
money to give him a present worth having, as
a mark of their very great esteem. They gave
him five shillings'-worth of fireworks.
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THE BAD INFLUENCE

| was calling, the other day, on a friend—one
of the gentlest of men, gracious, considerate,
unselfish—and suddenly his telephone bell rang.
| asked, as | always do, if | should leave him
alone while he answered it, but he said No, and |
remained.

I wish | hadn't, for | received the shock of my
life when he suddenly exploded into a fury and
attacked some other unfortunate telephoner
who was talking across him.

" Get off the line!' " he screamed, his face
purpling with rage.

When he had put back the receiver he apolo-

gized.

" 1'm awfully sorry," he said. " It's a most
distressing thing, but the telephone has that
effect on me. | can't restrain myself. | am

normally placid and easy-going, tolerant of
other people'sirritating ways. But on the tele-
phone | can't keep my temper. | chafe at
delay, | fume at wrong numbers, | lose all my
courtesy to women, and you heard mejust now
abusing that quite innocent offender. It'svery
serious ; it's shortening my life, souring my
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nature. | am perfectly convinced that the
telephone is a mischievous institution, and in
the interest of sweetness and light it ought to be
abolished. How does it affect a courteous even-
tempered man like you ? "

" Just the same” | said.

THE PHYSIOGNOMIST

London, when dhe logt the hansom and the
four-wheeler, lost also the waterman ; for such
was the odd name by which the cab-rank attend-
ant used to be known. His official position
was that of refresher of horses, but he gave
more attention to the duty of looking out for
fares, catching their eyes holding the door open
for them with one hand and extending the other
for twopence.

We could do with the waterman now, for
taxi-drivers have a way of sinking either into
newspapers or sumber, and disregarding sgnals
of distress. But except here and there he has
gone. One, however, was on duty the other day
in Piccadilly, when a friend of mine—a man of
distinguished appearance and of some personal
pride—was passing along the Green Park sde,
bent upon the economy of a bus to Kensington.
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As he proceeded he was aware, not far ahead of
him, of a smiling roguish fellow holding open a
taxi-door, with every indication that it was for
him that the civility was intended.

" Here you are, Sir," said the waterman.

" But | didn't hail you," said my friend.

" No," said the waterman, " but you've got a
taxi-face."

And my friend stepped in.

THE REASON

| was asking my attendant, the ltalian, if he
intended to go to his home city, Milan, for his
holidays.

" No," hesaid; " when my father and mother
werealivel liked to go home. Now only brothers
and sisters, and | don't. They think that every
one in England is rich ; that you have only to
stoop down to pick up gold. If 1 givethem only
a little money, they treat me as though | was a
criminal. If | give them much, they expect
more."

THE MIND-CHANGER
My friend the lift-man wore a look of gloom.
Usually so bright and talkative, he was now
silent and depressed.
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" Anything wrong ? " | asked.
" Everything," hesaid. " | daren't go home."
" Oh, rubbish | " | replied. " Of course you

can. Why not?"

" The missis,” he said.

| admit that the reason might be a formidable
one, but not in his case. From all that he had
led me to imagine, his home life was serene ;
and | had seen the lunches she prepared for him.
Thoughtful lunches.

" Tell me," | said.

He opened an evening paper and pointed to
the four o'clock. " Do you se what price the
winner was ? " he asked.

| saw: 33 to 1. " Great odds" | said.

"Yes," he replied. " And the missis gave

me half-a-crown to back it with."

" And you forgot ?" | suggested.

" No, | didn't," he said. " | wish | had. It
was worse than that. | changed her mind for
her, and put it on something else—an also-
ran. And there she is, waiting, so excited,
with over four quid to come—and | changed
her mind for her. Blimey, |'m not half for
it
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BLOWN TO AN AGUE

A West African letter, the writer of which was
smarting under an affront, real or imaginary,
suffered in a Lagos bank :—

DEAR SIR,—Of necessity, | am compelled to
complain to you Sir, the hautiness embossed on
me some hours ago.

It came to pass that | appeared before the
Cashier on the Counter this morning purposely
todraw some amount and |, being hasty, invoked
hisattention which resulted in an insult from him
with the most abusive word " silly " repeatedly ;
which struck me to the utmost and blew me to
an ague. And this insulter at once reported
to the accountant, asked him to close my
account simply to punish me prejudicially after
having stained me respectability with unfair
words.

| cannot pose as one possessing the authority
to speak the faults of the staff but as a regular
customer enjoying mutuality, and | believe if
such a process does not receive a full stop which
it deserves, it will be a means to suffocation to
the progressive regularity of the customers and
the advancement of the company.

The English language is far too limited to
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adequately express how achy | feel when such
an abuse was focussed on me.
| do not write to teach your worthiness what
to do, but respectfully conjure a precaution to
suppress such a practice.
Awaiting your justificaly reply,
| remain,
Sir,
Your obedient Servant.

| se no reason why the writer of that letter
should abuse the English language for its in-
adequacy.

THE Two WIVES

Once upon a time there were two girls who
married on the same day, and several years
afterwards they met again*

" Is your husband kind ? " asked one.

" He's the kindest thing you ever heard of,"
said the other. " There's nothing he won't do
for me. He is always buying me presents; he
thinks of my comfort continually; he is unfail-
ingly fond."

" Then you are happy ? " asked the other.
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" Tell me about yours,"” she said.

" My husband isn't like that," said the other ;
" heis all extremes. He lost his money, and we
are not rich, like you, but very poor. And he
can be so violent. Sometimes he treats me
cruelly ; sometimes he doesn't speak for days;
often heisdrunk. | never know what to expect.
But then, when he is not beside himself, no one
can be so loving. His love is wonderful."

"1 envy you," said the rich woman.

THE SECRETS

| was sitting at the bedside of a philosopher
aged and fragile.

" The secret of dying," he said, " is to grow
fonder and fonder of sleep."

"And of living?" | asked.

" The secret of living," he said, ' is to be
always ready for death, but far from eager for
it."
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NOTE

T H E foregoing fugitive essays and sketches

have been collected from Punchy the Home
Magazine, the Quiver, and Good Housekeeping.
| offer my thanks to those in authority for
permission to reprint. Everything has been
revised.

Printedin Great Britain by Butler & Tanner Ltd., Frameand London
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with its trail of half-fed children and men ‘econo-
mised* into misery. In a society in which many
millions of men are perpetually starved of the
colour and rich variety of life, their energies cheated,
war is an outlet for other energies than the energy
of hate.

We have two socially irresponsible dasses—an
upper and a lower, arich, spending dass and a poor,
machine-serving class, both relieved from the
necessity of taking any interest in the direction of
society. Either may choose to play apart, or to try
to play a part. Their mere existence sde by side
Is a source of bad taste and bad blood. The ex-
cremental houses, furniture, books, films, deposited
in such vast quantities in every country, should
warn us that we are being poisoned—neither our
minds nor our snses ae trained to regect this
machine-made ugliness. Our rulers have no time
and no will to train us, just as and for the same
reasons that they have neither time nor will to rid
us of poverty and war. The Acquisitive Society
perpetuates the existence of irresponsible dasses.
War is the final solution of their mindless and
Irresponsible activities, and their wasted or un-
satisfied passions.

Any change in society, for the better, must be
towards creating fewer irresponsible and insensitive
men and women, able to endure ugliness because
their snses do not rgect it. But this involves us
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in the necessity of dissociating the right to be well-
educated from purely irrelevant circumstances.
We should have to educate each child according to
its rea abilities, and in deciding whether it should
be trained with a view to manua or intellectual
labours we could not take into account the accident
of its father being a company director or a coal-
heaver. We waste a great ded of good human
material by confusing rea biological inequalities
with artificially-created ones. To make certain that
no rea ability was being wasted or deformed we
should have to bring up every child in the same
natural environment—that is, in respect of their
food, clothing, fine airy rooms, exercise and the
rest. But this is to make such reckless use of our
acquired knowledge and skill that the coal-heaver's
child, only by being born, fdls heir to the sum of
civilisation. There is no natural reason why it
should not, since it has not yet had time to prove
that it is too lazy, or too stupid, or too ill-natured,
to be turned into a valuable citizen. Our present
reasons for behaving towards it, at sight, as if it
deserved no better than a poor and scanty nurture,
are all forced on us by the smple fact (which has
a complex cause) that our system of production hes
out-run its capacity for distribution. It would
seam that if, with wise husbandry of our human
resources, we wish to breed fully-responsible
citizens, we shall be forced to cut our stick for a
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fully-educated and dasdess society—despite the
losses it would inflict on the makers of chegp nasty
furniture, films, books, houses

Thereisavital relationship of war, poverty, ad
Fasciam.  If we will war, we will poverty with the
same impulse.  If we canot get rid of poverty,
with its dead weight of the irresponsible and the
repressed, we cannot eiminate war. Fasdam exploits
and perpetuates both. Poverty, ad the fear of
poverty, so deform men that an ambitious and
unscrupulous man, a dictator, can do as he pleasss
with them. And war, the threat of war, and pre-
parations for it, ae as excdlent a rod as he nesds
to keep order in the ranks of a regimented nation.

Moreover, what does aman change who exchanges
the life of a machine-saxf for that of a soldier ? One
offers a quick death; the other sueszes the life
out of him slowly over years. To our present
condition, the machine hes a higher vaue than that
of the man who saves it. If it were not so, should
we leave young men to rot in body and mind
because no machines need their attention? We
deny to these many men and women the human
right to enjoy their minds and bodies in a proper
rhythm of work and play. Good food, wine,
music, books, leisure, are not for them. In short,
we behave to them in times of peece as if they were
only fit to mind a machine (or to be kept haf-aive
in caze they should be needed to mind one). We
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prepae them for Fascism—what freedom have
they to lose?>—and to shout for war at the bidding
of any of their rulers, who have never taught them
to use their minds or given them anything to lose
except thelr rags.

More than half amillion English died in the last
war. Not al of these were without avision of their
country—for which and not for some abdract
notion of duty they died. If you could ak one of
them why he fought, he would perhaps answer,
'Because | was conscripted’; but another, turning,
would sy, 'l fought for a field and the corner of
alane'; and another, 'I't was for a house like, but
not exactly like, amillion others. The England of
their vision was akindly country. It did not gopear
to them in the form of a derdlict shipbuilding town
where iron and men rust together. 'They died for
England—but it was for an England which,
stubborn in faith, they believed would come from
their efforts. Under the soil of those other countries,
their mouths ggpe open on a question, one only,
the same day dfter day, from that moment when
they were still part of our lives to this, 'For what
did wedie?

There is no answer. Is it an answer to sy, 'We
have done something for our unemployed and their
children, doling out life with a dose hand'? Isit
an answer if we talk of keeping order by taking
avay men's liberty? The refusd to disarm, the
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new preparations to re-arm, answver them with a
hideous mockery. 'Yes, yes, you died for a new
and more deadly gun, a new gas.' If there should
be another war, and any who are reading this sur-
vive, they will a leest know the answer to that
perssent question, 'For what did we die here?
For nothing.

Y ou cannot prevent war by gppeding to men's
interests. At some moment their amless passons
will defest you. You must st other work for their
passons, beforeit istoo late. To call them up for
peece neads only the liberating force of an idedl,
breaking into their minds. The avoidance of war
isnot an end in itsdf. It isameans acondition
without which we cannot find any answer fit to
make to our half-million of deed.

For our virtues, we still have time given us to
choose between plain issues Do we choose to be
governed despoticaly, or to govern oursdvesin a
condition of greater freedom and gregter individual
responsibility—dictatorship, or a society of sdf-
respecting (because respected) men and women?
to prize, as now, machines above men, or men more
than machines? to lapse into war and anarchy, or
knowingly to acoept the necessity of taking the
first deps towards a European union? There is
no way in which we can maintain oursdves where
we ae, in an irresponsble and haf-educated
democracy; a pesce and not a pesce Either
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people must be educated to stand the rigours of
freedom, or they should not be teasad with glimpses
of it. Either this country must be willing to plan
boldly for peace, or we sndl find oursgves planning,
with our usuad mingling of niceness and prudence,
for another war. We have a tradition of freedom.
We can loseit by resigning it in amoment of panic
to a leader who promises to save us from our own
weekness Equally we can lose it by too narrow an
interpretation—as if nothing had happened in the
last quarter-century that should ater our con-
ception of free national Sates

Wheretherulershave no vision, the people perish.
For a nation of shopkespers we are singularly less
anxious to meke aprofit than to tell or to hear some
new thing. The Puritan delight in success for its
own ske is not truly at home with us. Anyone
wholivesinasmall town, smdl enoughto beitself
and not the copy of a city, knows the aacrity with
which the shutters are put up for a day off—on any
excuse or none. So now if we are out of heart it is
becauxe we have neither bread nor dreams. Thisis
a people which rousss itself only when it is asked
to do something too hard for it. Our leaders—
politicians, newspgper pears and the like—serve
even their own interests badly by advocating all
the time mesaures of sdf-interest and sefety. They
could have the people awake and eager, roused
from apathy, by apolicy of bold adventure,
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In the past there have been little Englanders (one
hes a pen in her fingers writing the words), in love
with an England which never was but could be,
and, as if opposing them, internationdists of a
country no smaler than Europe. It is time for the
two dreams to grow together. The jedous lover
of England can no longer separate her in his dreams
from the other countries of Europe. Only to live,
and to grow to her full strength, e must make
advances to become one of a larger family. It is
true the other members of this family—or their
heads, Snce the common people ae everywhere
for pesce—ae as suspicious of eech other, ready
to take offence and to accuse esch other of bad
faith, as if they lived on sgparae planets. But
sanity hes not yet left them. Thereis still time to
be adventurers for anidea. Do not our rulers know
that we ae hungrier for a faith than for bread?
The dry husks of their policies do not feed us. We
know, without their mumbling it over and over,
that the situation abroad is menacing and uncertain,
and know, too, where to lay part of the blame. We
have waited, and are still waiting, for a Sgn that
they have as much passon for pesce as we common
men have, and as much faith as would move them
towards deserving it. If there was one English
daesman could se farther than his nose (and his
place) to draw us the design of a settled Europe,
with England its heart, we should believe and live.
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Oursis the largest and most important political
unit in theworld. Our people occupy territory in
every continent; our interests—more penetrating
—ross the frontiers of every foreign Sate More
than any other State, more even than those which
exceed us in actud or potential wealth, we can
influence world thought. This power we have is
recognised by other countries. The gedtures we
make, they will copy. The course we take, they
will follow; the policy we commend, if we ensue
it, they will prefer. Of the paliticians who throng
that Hall of Hopes, the Assembly at Geneva, it is
the British on whom all wait. It is therefore our
duty, and it should be our pleasure, to assume the
responsibility, and show the bogged and strayed
nations of Europe aroad to follow. In the past our
political servants (our dected representatives ae
our servants. we have not yet mede the arriviste
our master) have dodged, shied, put down their
heeds, stuck in their fegt, rolled over, rather than
commit the country to apositive policy. Indeence
of their negation, they have tried to shift the burden
of their servile rductance to act on to the un-
willingness of the poaliticians of other countries—
'Poor-spirited men ue arts of protraction, and make
their position contemptible.’

It isthe privilege, the right and the duty of great
Britain and the Dominions, the most powerful, as
it is the most democratic, group of great Powers
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within the League, to ensure the peece of the world.
We have held back from our responsibility too long.

‘Now the great curse of European palitics at the
present day wes that though the peece lovers were
in a large maority, the peece makers were in a
(minority. England was the chief offender. What
was the use of her platonic efforts for pesce if de
scould never summon up courage to give some solid
'proof of her love ? By her voluntary withdrawal
from the chesshoard, de had deprived the party
of international order of its best piece’ These
words were written by one of the acutest of English
diplomatists, Sr Robert Morier, sixty years ago.
If, as Mr. Baldwin suggedts, our frontier is now the
Rhine, Morier's words ae to-day doubly true.
Our duty is to lead, not to withdraw.

Indeed we cannot withdraw. Our frontier is not
the Rhine. In actud fact, we have no frontier, or
our frontiers are the edges of the world.

On November 10th, 1932, Mr. Baldwin gopeded

. to the conscience of the young men, in whose hands,
he sad, it lay to decide 'this bloody issue of war.
.. . If," sad he, 'the constience of the young men
should ever come to fed with regard to this one
instrument [the air arm] that it is evil and should
go, the thing will be done; but if they do not fed
like that—well, as | say, the futureisin their hands.
But when the next war comes, and European
civilisation is wiped out, as it will be and by no
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force more than by that force, then do not let them
lay the blame upon the old men. Let them re-
member that they, they principally, or they done,
are respondble for the terrors that have falen upon
the earth.’

So Pilate' took water, and washed hishands before
the multitude, saying, | aminnocent of the blood...."

We who write here think it more pertinent to
goped to the constence of the older men—whose
hends are still clutching asfirmly as ever the power
to order the lives of these same young men. It is
in their hands, and not in any younger hands, to
take the decigons that will bring to us war or peace.
They will not be innocent of the blood i f our sons
are enlisted, not to defend but to destroy civilisation,
in another and more hideous war.

For bdief, and for the courage which having a
belief gives, there nesds no certainty of a victory.
It may be too late. Unreason and violence may
triumph. To apolitician, whose notions of victory
rarely go beyond securing his place, that may seem.
of great importance. To most of us, and especidly
to young men and women, it is of none. In my
part of England, when anyone says, 'Y ou mustn't
doit, it'simpossble we have away of answering
with a kind of shrewd bold conceit, '"Why, it can
be trkadV

'Y ou mustn't dream of it, a united Europe is
impossble!
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'‘Why, it can be tried!’

In Germany, the supporters of a Liberal de-
mocracy were defeated and punished because they
had no passion. Many men have died for an idea,
but they drew it again for themsdves in working
dress—as no soldier ever died for 'England* or for
'‘France,” but for something much simpler and
lighter to carry. To rouse us from our deep-
walking state, with all its dangers, wants some
reality at hand. We who ae only 'clerks' and
ordinary men have less authority than others, than
the men who misrepresent us at conferences and
the like. But it ssams we have the better heads.
To us at least it has become clear that there is no
safety in sitting close at home, not even if we should
have as many aeroplanes as there are gulls about
our shores.

Many voices must drown ours before the strife
is ended between those who would be willing to
pay for lasting peace and those who are preparing
awar which, it is likely, they will not have to fight.
It is something that we have on our sde half a
million whose names can be read on memoriasin
the cities, towns, and small villages of our country.

1934






Some rash editor must have allowed me to write
this marginal note, but alas | cannot remember

whodid.



Genius

WE have become so ashamed of uttering the word
genius' that well-known reviewers are constrained
to apologise for bestowing it on no more than two
new writers a month. Their nervousness is a just
punishment on them for reading so much fiction,
a habit which would weaken the moral fibre of a
saint, and there is no need to suppose that our
critics are all Saint Sebastians. Neither need we
fly to the other verge and conclude that ours is
an age without a recognisable literary genius. |
shall give myself the pleasure of commenting on
two—it is true they are dead—in the belief that it
is only in the living example that we can under-
stand the nature of the mortal illness to which we
have given the name 'genius’. It is a dckness
because it behaves much as do those invading
physical cells which disturb the baance of a man's
body and kill him in the end unless they are arrested
or cut clean out. The writer, painter, composer,
of genius feeds either on others or on himself; if
the latter he is singularly apt to die young.
It is the nature of genius to sse and to know

more both of the present and the future than we
228



GENIUS 229

others s=  In this way it becomes the interpreter,
the ambassador, of the future to the present.
Talented persons can discover the ssds of to-
morrow living in the earth, but for none of thee
is the future a living redlity, as it is in the con-
dousness of genius. In the noves of D. H.
Lawrence the present is a mirror which hes the
power to reflect the future. No more vivid accounts
of the preset day exis than those in which he
describes the lives of miners, unconscious creators
of our world; a so-cdled 'advanced’ society; a
war-time mudc hall; abull fight; the look of our
industrial civilisation seen from below. His books
ae dive with jostling shgpes—trees, mountains,
animads, fidds, foreign cities, continents. Under
the seeming solidity of this creation we become
awvare of tremendous cracks, fissuresinto which it
may disgopear. This miner's son was born a the
moment when we have to choose between mastering
or being endaved by the energies rdeasad when
the firss miner drove his goede into the ground.
He knew that we in England have broken nakedly
with a past of secure narrow communities and he
feared what may become of us, rootless, in a world
without any vaues but those of the money-lender.
His knowledge of the future was entirely instinctive,
He did not know, when he exdted the 'warm
living blood' aove the intellect and threw up his
cp for the 'dark gods who are waiting to take
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possession, that a faith will arise which orders men
to 'think with their blood' and kill their intellectual
enemies His ingtinct warned him only of the
neaness of this return to barbarism, and because
he believed that it was better than sterility and
dryness he welcomed it.

Compare him with awriter of far greater intellect,
the German novelist, Broch, author of The Seep-
walkers. Thislongwork displays qudities lacking
in D. H. Lawrence's novels, scholarship, baance,
a vad socid knowledge. With infinite patience
and courage the German writer shows off the
contemporary soene agang a background of the
long travail of civilisation until this moment of
awful uncertainty and awful londiness. It is the
loneliness and the uncertainty through which a
woman pessss to give birth, and Broch has faith
that the new birth is the brotherhood of man.

Itispossble.

Certainly, no one can read this book without
being dtered by the experience. And yet in the
end one hestaes to use the word 'genius’ of him,
becaue the sgp of the future does not rise in his
work, as it risesin Lawrence's. We receive him
only in our minds, but our smsss do not think
with him; we reason with him about the future,
but it neither freezes nor warms us as it does when
Lawrence shows us the smoke risng from the
ground.
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Here is another English writer—the evidence in
her cae is briefer, but conclusve. Romer Wilson
died a few years ago; her death was little noticed
and the Book Society did not go into mourning.
Perhaps it was not then in being. Never mind—
it is scarcely likely that it would have troubled.
Romer Wilson had not a great many readers,
athough for one novel, The Death of Society®
de was given the Hawthornden Prize. This was
in the Slver Age of the Hawthornden Prize. In
her, genius was a short.cut begw,ean the senses and
the unconscious mind. Se had as hap an e
for the future as Lawrence and de too, head
little that was comfortable. (Read Dragon'sBlood
for a premonition of the madness and hitterness
that served Hitler's turn.) But her origina virtue
was the sansuous quickness with which e legpt
at what isliving and essentid in any man or woman.
What we touch in the men and women in her
books is the naked rage of their life, articulate in
their words and desds  See is not interested in
the inessentia clothing of soeach and deed in which
we embed our few red fedings those rare ex-
peiences in which we are wholly—with every
sne and nerve—involved. She told me once
that de wrote without any ddiberate or conscious
intention. For long periods de felt no impulse to
write; then the imperative nead saized her and,
shutting herself away, de wrote what it told her
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to write, until e was exhauded. If Mr. or Miss
So-and-s0 had told me that their endless mechanic-
aly functioning novels were inspired, | should not
believe a word of it. | beieved Romer Wilson
becaue no fragment e left, however trivial, is
less than dlive.

The nature of genius, then, ssams to involve an
extreme sengitivity to the sounds, sights, and hidden
essantid forms of all life. The response which the
sengtised naves of the artist mekes to his world
varies according to an infinite number of accidents
—a5 a love of going much into company or dis-
tagte for it, having a robust sensud body or one
crippled or sickly, having a Catholic or a Calvinist
as nurse. Time runs through these differences.
There are epochs when the artist has enough to
do copying out the actud forms of his world.
The sharpened sases of the artist of 1935 ssamn to
fed the presaure of forces which are still below the
suface of our world, working in it to change,
perhaps to destroy it. The note of warning, of
unessy fear, is perdstent in all the older srious
writers—that is, worth serious attention—L awrence
and T. S. Eliot among them. A writer so essentidly
liberd as E. M. Forster, the most exquisitely
baanced mind among living writers, hes practicaly
ceesd to write.  One could think that his appre-
hensons of what is happening in the world are too
much for him. The significant work of sculptors—
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Henry Moore, John Skegping—is profoundly dis-
turbing. There is a Skegping, the figure of a
naked young woman, in which the unessy in-
tellect in the face is contradicted by the exaggerated
peesat heaviness of the body—a lgpe into bar-
barism (perhaps dter another war?) could breed
just such a type from the cultured and mentally
aert woman of 1935.

It is eeder to dextribe water than to give an
account of genius. To say—it is perhgops true—
that it is born in a peculiar instability or tenson
or susceptibility of the nerves as if the nervous
sydem were less or more highly charged with the
eectric fluid, isto say as much aswe say of running
waer when we announce its rate of flow. But
there is perhaps here a germ of the cause why
there ae so few women of genius. Tension and
instability of the nervous sysem do not fit well
with childbearing, and perhaps only after innumer-
able generations in which part of the women deny
their biological function will the nervous condition
of genius begin to be as common in women as
men. It is an interesting speculation—and not less
0 becaue of what it implies. What happens
meanwhile in a world in which the white peoples
ae dways growing fewer? It may be noted in
passng that one half of the affar is beginning to
move. But do not let us look for a crop of femde
geniuses in this decade or the next but ten.
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The sengitive instability explains perhaps, alittle,
why awriter of genius can give as good an account
of women as of men. Any taented writer with
acute observation and a mastery of colloquial speech
can produce semblances of men and women to fill
his pages and pockets. Theimpulseswhich actually
move men and women—to acts of devotion, mean-
ness, heroism—are only guessed at by him, if so
much. And he, or she will naturally make the
more accurate guesses in what we may call the
native sex of either. But these profound impulses
are human—'common are to either sex,' as the most
useful of poets has said—and the pain of genius is
to fed them at their most intense and expose them
with the most unflinching truth. Compare the male
characters invented by that highly talented writer
Charlotte Bronte with the mae presences in
Wuthering Heights. Emily Bronte may never have
noticed that men's clothes differed from women's,
but she knew by experiencing it the rage of male
jealousy, anger, and tenderness, and it is there
pressed out living. Compare Arnold Bennett's
shrewd gossipy chatter about the little tricks of
domesticated women with the exposure of the
physical woman in Joyce's Marion Bloom.

Both instances suggest another characteristic of
genius—exuberant nervous vitality, which may last
through amore than normal lifetime, asin William
Blake, or may burn out its possessor in a few years.
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Vitality from this source can take the place of
bodily robustness. perhaps it aways happens that
nervous vitality is fed by the other, and that we
only do not notice it when a man as strong as a
giant is in question. It is, one hopes, needess to
add that the nervous vitality of genius has no other
relation with the gross physical vitality which en-
courages Mr. and Miss So-and-so to continue
writing the same book or painting the same picture
year in and year out to vomiting.

Have we the right to spesk of 'a genius for
friendship'? That goes, | think, too far. A talent
for friendship—yes, it is only a talent, a fine one,
but that could as easlly be debased to acting or
diplomacy, which makes its owner a glove to fit
any hand. But here | recall James Boswell. If it
had not been for his determination to be a friend
we should never have known that he was a genius.

1935.






Another of those trivial pieces in which my obsessions
appear so plainly that | am startled. It is as though
one threw a few shells into a box and found a year or
two later that they had arranged themselves in the

form of a skeleton.



Technique for Living

IT seans that | am one of those who soend their
lives practisng how to live. There must be agrest
many of us, and it is on their behdf, on behaf of
the others, that | am willing to take up some
acoount. What is hgppiness? what is a good life?
| know one answer, but it is not complete. The
good way of life is that one which leeds us to live
in our world (which perhaps we did not choose
and can by no meas dter) with the leest possble
unplessantness between it and us, and the finest
use for our enagies. An excdlent ansver. The
more | look at it the better | like it, and the drier
it gopears My quarrd with my world goes on,
and, tired of it, | se that any tree hes a better
discipline of life, knows what it wants—that is, to
grow—and finds meas to do that without any
noise.

What | desre and what my world offe's me
have not fitted. If this conflict should not be
seitled before | am, | meen before my desth—
| can think of more than one way of ending this
sentence but none of them is worth writing a my
age. In the deventh century a man might choose

238
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to resign a life of action and turn monk because
his desire for learning drew him that way. He
chose the half of life he most needed, letting the
other wither in him. A short breathing-space came
in England just before the industrial revolution—
men could live in the world and have freedom to
think—the world seemed to move at about the
pace of a man's thoughts. To-day, the two have
drawn apart so far that not one man in a million
lives as he thinks. The world is moving at terrific
spoeed on a course for which no charts have been
drawn, and as if it were not anxiety enough not to
know where we are rushing we must always fear
being left behind, astoo old or too slow. Anxiety
kills more people than war. The race of men has
grown vastly rich and powerful—the feeblest of us
with his fingers on a switch commands hellish
powers—and vastly, fearfully insecure. Where
can we find leisure? what shall we hope? what
dowebelieve?

What, if you were a writer, would you name
success? To be read by a great many persons?
Then you must write only what a great many
persons wish to hear—you must persuade them
that their lives, lived between two walls, have a
meaning, a splendour. If they are afraid—and
who is not?—you must soothe their doubts;
ignorant, you may lead them into the world; and
you may make them laugh or cry if you know
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the motions. Confide in them, be very friendly
and open. Above all, do not think what few wish
to hear, or fed what mog miss.

The devil of it is that not one of us, not the
Supidest and the least sengtive, but thinks a his
mos seoret of what he would much rather forget,
and feds when he is feding fredy and not as he
hes bean told to, an agony or an ecdasy he cannot
ue A writer who wishes to be honest—to be
himsdf, as we say, and not a rag-bag—mus write
of these things, must throw away what he comes
first to, and bring out his essnce Only to find
that no one will buy from him this honesty, which
disturbs, perhaps is scarcdly decent, or kind. Then
what? To withdraw? to find a room in a tower,
furnish it, live retired and as gparsdy as possble?
But this mutilates the sdf as grosdy as a dishonest
uoess X——, who writes (as | think) dishonest
eesy books, pleeses everyone with them and can
e Vienna when he likes. What sndl it profit a
man if he gains his soul and loses the whole world?

Before 1 understood the problem | lived it.
When | was a child | had dready looked round
me to be famous, to se the world, in a word, to
be free. | was born stubborn, unwilling to learn
what | did not like. | read for pleasure and to
agonish my teechas  As| look over my shoulder
a those years they divide: beginning in eternity
| care early into the way of time. From thirteen,
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the years are marked off by the examinations that
fell in December or June. | went at these like a
man cutting steps in a rock. They were my road
to the world. | had no guide, other than my
devouring ambition—it was not guide, but goad.
| was hungry for knowledge, all knowledge. The
other day, turning the pages of an old encyclopaedia,
| found words pencilled in a round hand besde
the articles on Hegel, Kant, Leibnitz, and some
others, and | remembered what | had long for-
gotten, a resolve | had when | was fifteen to read
all the philosophers: it seemed proper to begin by
reading about them and so | pursued them through
the eleven heavy volumes with (you can be sure)
as little pleasure as understanding.

We have a cruel saying in my part of the world
—'L et want be your master." For years | striving
with my savage company of wants made a battle-
field of my life. | wanted learning with fame, and
great possessons with peace.  After the War, when
| came to try my fortune in London, | ran to
picture galeries and coveted the paintings for my
own: an apt pupil, | learned anything | could
about a way of life, of living, traditions, which
are supported by money and cannot exist without
it, and there were times when | was determined at
any cost to have money.

For a poor man to become rich needs more than
energy, greed, discontent. It needs a single mind,
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and that | had not. There are vdues in living
which are strictly incompatible with success These
| knew by sight. They came between me and my
ambition, yet ambition would not sand asde for
them, and | wore mysdf out serving as many
meders as | had at that time minds.

This grew impossible—not only for me. In the
world during these years something is aboroad which
can be cdled 'the s of the abyss. All men
fed unssfe At an earlier moment in history men,
threstened with dissser they did not know how to
fight, might resign themsdves and their will and
spirits into the hands of God. But God hes with-
drawn out of mind. The only hends held out ae
those of a Leader.

For me, and for all who ae of my mind, a
Leader is nothing, usdess an impertinence. We
cannat live in the life of another man, or of a
State, or any other inhuman and bloody abstraction.
Yet we don't like being londly. We should like
company, to be one of many, if we could have it
with freedom. We cannot engage oursdves to
march blind. We must know what threatens, or
sves, enquire fredy the order of the day.

Now here is one thing | am certain of, among
much that is uncertain. This is a time not to
gather possessons but to discad what can be
discarded. If we are to have change, a new journey,
let us travel light. Stripped of unnecessary, now
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unwanted, possessons what shdl | have gained?
At once—freedom from one anxiety. Eae—
'Leave comfort root-room." But | have not a
grest ded to discard, or might | not find it more
difficult? Nor is simplicity everything—peace is
most what | need, a mind that wastes none of its
enargies in usdess anger or despar. | know that
peace is not rest from living—death is what we
cal that. It is active, a hard doing; it isto try
the actions that satidy us. So if | am to be free
and to act fredy—not dways thinking, Can | sy
this, dare that?—I must throw down what burdens
heat and mind, as did Christian: but | miss
Chrigtian'sway, and so do most of us now.

A man or woman with a burden is a nuisance
to everyone. Mine is the feding of being re-
sponsible for some people—which is not kindness
—it is only the other sde of my bitter ssn=e of
possesson. | have never wanted anything in my
life unless | wanted it with my whole sf, and
what | have had once is the harder for me to let go.

Thisis excussble in first youth, but after that it
Is hideous—learning to live becomes learning to
give up. A young woman feds intensdy re-
goongble for her son. The idea that an accident
or another war may destroy him is never out of
her mind though e may not be thinking of it.
This is al very well, and it is right e should
loathe war, which kills to no purpose. But the
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time comes when de is not responsble for him,
or repongble only as much as e is for every
other human being—to do as e would be done by.

Then, one mud learn, and the ooner dfter
leaving childhood the better, not to rely com-
pletely on any other human being. The longer
this lesson takes to learn the harder, not the esse,
itis. Once leaned it becomes lighter. We learn
our degpes emotions young, at the beginning of
our lives, even if a first we ae not very adroit.
| can chage a any age my tade in books, but
not my way of falling in love or of being deceived
—the 'figure in the carpet’. My friend, N—,
who married a eighteen, afew years later heard of
her husband's misress: e went to great trouble
to visit her, and tortured hersdf and her hushand
with questions and conjectures. Sewasirreconcil-
able. Their mariage redly care to an end then:
it lagted for two more years, by this time $e was
i1 with jedousy and disgppointment. She married
a seoond time when dhe was thirty-one. | did not .
ge her for eght years. de told me then that de
had had much the sare bitter experience, but on
the second occason, dthough e found hersdf
behaving, as if forced to do so, dmog exactly in
the same ways, Se had recovered quickly, before
her marriage was injured. 'Y ou s= | hed learned,
de sad smiling, 'that one hes no naturd right to
kindness. It is nothing unless fredy given.' Life
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hes one wegpon the less againg us when we can
practisethisfeint.

At the end of this road—not everyone need go
0 far as the end to have it—is an extraordinary
experience, one of the oddest in life. The exhilara-
tion which springs from the sne of having lost
everything. Itisafeding like no other, a curious
form of spiritual intoxication, perhaps notrepeatable.

| am very dow, but do not think that | have
learned nothing about living. | now redise that
life must be lived in its present moments—I have
wagted half a lifetime living in the future. | wanted
to live more than people ordinarily do. | can
scacdy remember or believe how violent my
hunger was. Its violence defeted it. Lifeisonly
intense when we allow it to live through us, inits
own time—jugt as the moments of ecsasy dways
come uninvited and from the smplest things.

A few people are born who know at once how
to live. D. H. Lawrence had a genius for living—
he went at it naturally, as he wrote, in complete
unsdfconscious energy. | could address to him
from mysalf the letter an Earl of Sdisbury wrote
in 16808 to the King's son. 'Such is the dis-
proportion between your Highness and me (you
the son of Jupiter and | his poor beagle). . . .
My distrustful awkward nature, as ashamed of its
hopes as of its passons, is the very opposite of his.
Y et even to me some gotness has been given with
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time, intime. | learn, though slowly, not to leave
myself naked to the weather moods of those | live
with. My weak need to be approved—a child
afraid of the incomprehensible anger of others—
grows less with each time | ignore it. | learn
patience, too—'Patience exquisite, That plumes to
Pesace thereafter.' | don't know whether one should
learn not to hate. Hate may be a bitter but a
necessary astringent, to use sometimes if we are
not to lose courage to enjoy a world which is
destroying itself.



More obsessions. If after | am dead some friendly
and inquisitive fellow-shade asks me: ' What surprised
you most when you were alive? | shall have to
answer: ' The lies which otherwise honest men told
about war. And that so many people tolerated the
existence of poverty' I have never been able to under-
stand how we excuse the one simple fact that some
children have much and others little. It is to me in-
excusable. Biological inequalities are one things and
unnatural {that is, non-biological) inequality another.
Every now and then | amforced to realisefreshly that
there actually are people who believe that children
are born divided into those who must have everything
they need and the others who must put up with the
leavings. It is always a shock.

247



On Patriotism

IF preferring England over other countries as a
place to live in, and if an irrational pride in my
English nurture, mark the patriot, then | am one.

But | find myself unwelcome in a company which
includes a number of persons of whom | disapprove
as thoroughly as they of me. | am an unashamed

Little Englander. | wish our Empire were no
larger than Norway's, and our population of the
same proportion. Then London would still be a
habitable city, and the loveliest country in the world

would not have been fouled with dums.

| was born fortunate—that is, in Whitby; and

intolerant, that is, a Yorkshireman. The education

| got settled me in my belief that to have character

and to be English mean the same—which is pre-

cisdly what Fichte had thought some years earlier

about the Germans. | do not expect to die less
convinced than | was then that the world would go
on very badly without its English. My fedling for

England is coloured by my fortunate birth. Had |

been born, say, in a colliery town, in one of those
dreets of small featurdess houses, divided from the
neighbouring street by a row of closats, | should-
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have felt less regpect for my country. It is perhgps
because | know what England can mean to a child
that | find completely intolerable the thought of
what it means to too many children, whose later
memoaries, unlike mine, cannot rest secure between
s and meadow, the blue and the green.  Whatever
happens, | have known the very best England can
give a thankful child.

A convention is growing up to pretend that the
War did not &fect one generation more than others.
It is one of the ways, familiar and not unforgivable,
in which we try to evade an unpleasant thought.
Perhgpsiit is not of any moment that my generation
was buried before it had time to ek, but why
pretend that the survivors are not afected by their
isolation and (more) by their learning at a green
age what certain phrasess—auch phrases let us sy,
as 'nationa honour,' 'sacrifice,’ and the like—are
worth in common redlity. [t was perhaps necessary
for one of my nature and bringing-up to live through
a Great War to learn that no country, not even
England, can conduct a modern war without dis-
honouring hersdf. It is not merely that such awar,
with its unpardleled opportunities for making a
money profit, brings out all the lice, smdl and
large. And not the repulsve anatomy of fear and
cruelty exposed by the popular Press. These could
be written off agang the paience, courage, and
decency of the soldiers and others. War profiteers
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dishonour themsdves, not their country. A country
is only dishonoured by the deliberate adts of its
effective rulers. We learned early that the wilful
propaganda of lies is a necessay part of modern
warfare—that is, the wilful poisoning of the minds
of awhole people. No doubt it is ds0 part of the
norma process of government, whether in a
dictatorship or in the conditions of an uneducaed
democracy. The habit formed by modern daes
men of writing their memoairs is ussful in so far as
it provides neat margind illustrations of Cavour's
words. ' What scoundrds we should be if we did
for oursdves the things we are prepared to do for
ltaly.'

| have more than once had to redise—adways
with astonishment—that to become known as a
pacifist isto incur the suspicion of being unpatriotic
or un-English. It never fals to agonish me, only
because | should have thought that less than a
minute's reflection on the manner and efeds of
modern warfare would be long enough to fill every
lover of England with the sharpest and most over-
whelming anxiety to avert war. But belief still
lingersthat war isaproper expresson of thefighting
ingincts of men. These romantic Old Bdievers
have not gragped the fact that the machine hes
revolutionised the nature of war as completdly as
that of other human activities. War has become
daughter by numbers. Against machines which
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deliver poison ges or a rain of white-hot ded
human courage is as unavailing as human flesh. On
the active dde, it should be added that there is
nothing heroic in dropping bombs on a city, and
if it should be cdled a patriotic duty that will be a
good reason for holding the word 'patriotism' to
have become, obscene in course of time. Ledt it
should be supposad that | am moved by nothing
more serious than the natural digaste of a mother
at the thought of her son being clumsily butchered,
let me quote a soldier, Mgor-Genera Fuller:
‘There is no chivalry in modern war, thereis little
heroism, there is no pity. . . . This is not war,
this is massacre, the ritual of the daughter-house

. . this foul contest of machines.

If there were no other argument why an English-
man should hate war for his country, England in
1935 should provide it. The dead ae dead, but
that incaculable loss—who can tell what we lost?
—is not the end of it. The nations are still paying
for their reverson to cannibalism, and not iesgt in
the peragence of the fears and passons which
swvayed us in 1914, and the portent of an arrogant
and repressve nationalism.

With my mind on this, | doubt whether | am
eege to call mysdf patriotic when | read that the
word has been cdled out by an amaments manu-
facturer to describe the suooess of his eanest efforts
to sdll hiswares doroad. Now, | have no objection,
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on the score of honesty, to a man who says. ' My
trade is making shells and guns for killing men and
| intend to sdll these a a profit to any nation which
is prepared to pay for them; | am not responsble
if my guns are at some time turned agang my own
people, even it may be agang my own son; this
hes happened in the recent pad, it may happen
again, it is unfortunate, but 1 am not responshble’
| may be unwilling to dhare in the profits of his
trade, from my sgueamish didike of the human
butcher's busness" But that Tie should look to be
prased as a patriot for his profitable neutrdity is
too much for me. If thisis patriotism, then | fed
none.

And yet | think | do. Itisin my mind that no
one truly loves England without he dso hates war
and distrusts the men who make a profit from it.
| cannot respect the writer of a letter refusing to
reed a book | edited lately because (sad he) he
'understood it was anti-war and all this anti-war
talk is anti-English'—it ssams to me an awkward
sort of love, nearer vanity, which this man and
others who are of his opinion bear their country.

o, | am aLittle Englander on one Sde (the left
—the dde of the heart), and on the other | try to
be a good European. Much good it will do us now
to talk of Isolation, standing on the edge of a con-
tinent which can be overrun in a few hours by air.
Nor can | find anything comfortable in the equally-
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irrational fantasy of building (only for our defence)
more agroplanes than every other country is build-
ing (for its defence). . .. | am astounded when |
read such words as these, which gopeared in an
| solationist newspgper lately: 'Britain should reso-
lutely refuse to enter any international conference
the mgority of which were foreigners For ill or
good England is a dose part of Europe and will
remain so until aeroplanes are forbidden to be built.
In Europe the maority of the nations have the
misfortune to be foreigners, and dose enough to
us to meke living with them uncomfortable and
dangerous, if it is not regulated. In such circum-
dances we ought to gt in conference with them
the whole time, for our sefety's ske The gpodles
of Isolation, as resolute to avoid knowing the truth
as the village that voted the earth wes flat, quaver:
‘Don't interfere, kegp out, avoid trouble—as if
troubles which live in the same room with us can
be avoided by the gesture of turning our backs
|t does not matter what political coloursthe different
countries choose to wear, and even if they should
all be Soviet Republics, consultations and the con-
gtraint of offences will till be necessary in 9 crowded
an aea. My pride and belief in England are such
that | would rather she took more, not less part in
the busness of Europe, interfered more often, and
spoke—with the certainty of being listened to—in
alesslawyer-like and equivoca voice.
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| have another touchstone for patriots, but little
pleesure inusing it.  When | met a man (or woman),
not blind or a cripple or in any other way cut off
from the use of his snss and find him less than
passonady willing to change the socid condition
of this country | condder that heis only as good a
patriot as my ca, who is stisfied s0 long as de
hes her own ration of cream and warmth. There
ae in this country too many unfortunate children
—undernourished, shoddily clothed, living in dirt.
At an age when other children are playing games
and passng to another dage in thelir education
these have begun some employment which, if a
gently-nourished boy or girl were s#t to it, you
would think unchildlike. How is it possble to
love ones country and not fed bitterly ashamed of
the familiar cruelty which gives to one child the
most exquidite care and to another, no less sengtive
or intelligent, squaor, poor insufficient food, and
ealy toil? All the reasons by which we account
for this piece of savagery do not excuse it.

There is no excue  If the bet milk, dean air,
daily baths, warmth, are thought necessary for any
child they are necessties for all. To rob even one
child of what is necessxy to his growth is con-
Sdered detestable, except if the child should be
too poor to beworth much trouble. There may be,
there are, reasons why many children's lives ae
poisoned at their birth—by their crime of being
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born to women who are without money. But there
IS no excue It sometimes seams that complacence
isthe only sin. Certainly it is the meanes.
Suppose a visitor from ancther country, esger to
know England by sight, and you his guide. It is
not only to save him the trouble of holding his
noe that you will avoid taking him into the
poorer quarters of the town. Mogt of us, though
not al—a snhipowner in my own town commented
on the Wdfare Centre that poor women ae all
duts and ought to be left to thelr dssesss—ae
agnamed of our dums. The district of West-
mingter contains some buildings which will charm
the visitor, as well as housss with 'husband, wife
and five young children living in two rooms. Two
children have died there. The rooms are infested
with rats. A dog is kept in the room while the
children degp to protect them.' Again, Kensington
is congdered a very hedthy quarter, but not by
the basement dwellers of the Portobello Road:
'there were five families in this house—approxi-
mately thirty people—with oneworking water closet.
Sewvage water comes into some of thee cdlars,
forced back from the sawers, and ... for every three
caes of infantile rheumatism in the southern half
of the borough there ae forty-three casss in the
north." Hereis an East End priest speaking: "Why
isit that the whole horrible thing—these vile, leaky,
verminous housss, these insane conditions of un-
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Speakable overcrowding—still goes on ? For it does
go on!’

And if you pull down all the 'vile, leaky, ver-
minous houses you still have left a monstrous
sarcoma of nasty dreets, not insanitary by the
book, but congested, arless, and sordidly ugly.
The England | could be content with will not be
built until every unlovely street and quarter has
been razed and in their place rise cities and towns
planned by architects, engineers, artists, and doctors
working together. There are not wanting heads
and hands to make this dream real. Why should
we be satisfied with less ?

And how long will this country bear the burden
of its ruined aress 2 towns such as Jarrow, where
only one man in every four hasajob. . . . Friends
and relations cannot help one another, because all
are straitened in the same way. Everything super-
fluous has been pawned or sold by the time un-
employment has continued for many months, and
the necessities of life are largely worn out or broken.
In Jarrow, where many shops are shut, you may
s the rare sight of even a pawnshop closed.
These people are living on the very margin.
Clothes come largely from charity. Underclothes
ae rare. The men are not starving, but they are
permanently hungry." {The Times, March 214,

1934.)
If Jarrow had been the only town in England
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where men and women do not know what it is to
have enough to eat, we should be shocked into
sending them in food, as we are shocked by a mine
dissster into opening relief funds. But dnce it is
only one of many towns and villages without a
future and ance no town or city iswithout menwho
‘are permanently hungry' and mothers who darve
themsdves to have a little more for their children,
we have become used to the thought that a great
number of our fellow-countrymen are dying of the
dow cancer of poverty.

It is scarcdly even athought to us. Wecall it a
problem, debate it and st up commissons to study
the incidence of hunger, asif it were something less
than a beastly cruelty for some to et well while
others are tormented by hdf-hunger. Jarrow and
the rest are diseesad cdls in the body of England,
and this diseee is caused by stupidity and socid
senility; itisaplain diggraceto us. We should be
ashamed of it, and ought to go on being adhamed
until England is clean of her leprosy.

In the end, and because | have imagined that
there are fewer complacent people in England than
anywhere, and because | believe that the English
are the subtlest and most nearly civilised of peoples,
| grudge the waste involved in our socid disorder.
Until all children, without respect of their birth,
are brought up with the same cde for their hedth

and comfort, and given during their early years the
R
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same training in mental and bodily exerdises, we
cannot know what talent and what aptitudes we
have a digposd in our nation. There is no se
or reason in amethod of living which compels one
boy to work like a galley dave to get himsalf an
education and hands it to another whether he wants
it or not, and whether he can bendfit himsdf or
his country by it or not. Education ought certainly
to be entirely dasdess—that is, no child should be
given aworse education than he isfitted for. But
Heaven forbid that our present methods of educa
tion should be taken asamodel. Half the disorders
we auffer from, individual and socid, begin in the
divorce of work from pleasure and dignity—I
would have every child taught a craft and the
proper use of his body, before | troubled his mind
overmuch.

Not long Snce | spent a short time at Wincham
Hall, near Northwich, aplace where afine effort is
being mede for workless men. Among these men,
cf whom some have been out of work dready five
or Sx years, ae verd of the same age as my son.
What conceivable wisdom or justice is there in a
society which leaves these boys to rot when they
cannot find work, while my son continues a pro-
longed education a Cambridge? Some among
them showed an intelligence which could have been
used; all could have given England something.
It would be comfortable to think that every child
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gt out to work at fifteen desarved no kinder fae.
Comfortableand alie. A few wesks ago aworking
girl who had been backward from childhood and
'‘gopeared to be of extremely low intelligence' wes
discovered by the Ingtitute of Medica Psychology
in London to possess 'exceptiond mentd gifts.'

England will never again be a happy and secure
nation until every child is born fortunate because
born in England. The misary and hopdessness of
one section of our people, the disstidfaction of
others, ae a proof not that we are a poor nation
but that we do not know how to use our riches
Our biologica and technicd inventiveness have
increasad to such a degree that the next generation
might be the first not to know the smell of poverty.
There nesd not be one other young man cheated,
asthose young men & Wincham have been chesated,
of their proper life; not one other child to die from
trying to live in leaky verminous houses or to be
rered in vile surroundings, not one mother left
to die from want of food, as Mrs. Weaver died last
year in this rich country.

If we hed the will to do this, we could do it.
We could begin this same day. But in this day
Englishmen ae not vaued 0 high as machines,
Too many of them are without even the hope of
life. This frightful comment comes from one of
the young men a Wincham on a gesch mede to
them by a visitor: 'Much good it does talking to
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us about future generations—we can't marry or
have children.’

| am sworn not to ceee talking and writing about
thexe things. First, 9nce there is no reason other
than lack of common will why England should n
become a nation of free men and women, not
indeed equal in skill or quality but all equally apt
to ue uch skill and quality as they have to the
bet purpose. Anything less is an open cheat. |
cannot respect any man who is content to enjoy a
comfort and security that others of his countrymen
have not. The will to s England rebuilt, her
every child happy, well reared, faithfully and wisdy
bred, isthe only degree of patriotism | understand.
Any colder or more neutral sort is apt to look no
different from the anxiety to preserve the comforts
and privileges of a dass

Thereisno doubt, but an England reformed at
home would be attentively ligened to abroad.
"Why dse was this Nation chosn before any other,
what Cut of her asout of Sion should be proclam'd
and sounded forth thefirg tidings and trumpet of
Reformation to all Europe.*

1935.



This essay was written for Fact, for an issue
called Writing in Revolt,' It was a singularly inapt
title—foolish, too: writers may revolt, though surely
not in a vacuum, but writing? Neither the theory
nor the examples offered could have been labelled
revolutionaryinany proper sense of that bundle-word.
This essay is as mild, orthodox and one-sided as the
annual conference of the Conservative Party, and
much more so than any Mothers Meeting. But then
a Mothers Meeting, in Yorkshire at any rate, could
give points in revolutionary outlook to any nest of
singing rebelsin Bloomsbury or elsewhere.
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New Documents

| BELIEVE we should do well to give up talking
" about proletarian literature and talk about socidist
literature indead—and meen by it writing con-
cened with the lives of men and women in a
world which is changing and being changed. A
socidig mugt be intimately concerned with this
change he mugt be struggling continualy to
undergand it. His writing must reflect his experi-
ence of it and his understanding of his experience.
And gnce the change is world wide, and is taking
place on innumerable levds & once and all the
time, the difficulty of attempting to write anything
on the scde of War and Peace is s0 great as to
meke it unlikely that it will be written—yet. The
difficuity excuses none of us for retreating into a
world made artificialy datic by excluding from it
al the factors of change and the rumour of the
red world.

Literature concerned with change and the
changing world is concerned with revolution, and
with al the dages of revolutionary action. The
type of socidist hero is a revolutionary (required
reading is Raph Fox's The Novel and the People),
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and here, if heis anovdigt, the writer is not likely
to be able to create a revolutionary hero under the
eyes of the living Dimitroff. Even Tolstoi, writing
fifty years after Waterloo, is not ale to make a
figure of Napoleon; Stendhd, a grester writer,
and a contemporary, does not try. It is perhgps
necessay (this is not the place to condder it) for
a really great figure to become diminished in time
before he can be recrested by the imagination,
which can tackle lesssr men (a Baldwin, for ex-
ample) easly enough. Note that in Raph Baess
novels his heroes are leegt convincing when they
ae behaving as revolutionaries. In quarrelling,
in gathering olives, in enduring, they gopear as
whole men. Compare the hero of Maraux's Days
of Contempt with the figure of Dimitroff; heisa
shadow. Compare him with himsdf—he begins
to be dive only when he leaves the prison and is
talking to his wife.

The use of the term 'proletarian novel' suggess
quite fadsdy, that socidig literature ought to con-
cern itself only or mainly with working-class life.
In fact, a novel about a Lord Invernairn, written
from full insight into what this man actualy is
doing, a novel which exposed him, laid him open,
need not bring on to the gage a single one of the
people who do not exist for him as human beings
It would still be socidist literature.  The process

of change, of decay, of growth, is taking place
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everywhere al the time: it does not matter where
you open up the socid body if you know what
you are looking for.

This misconception is not the worst of it. The
worst is a dreadful sdf-constiousness which sazes
the middle-class writer who hears the command to
sl all he hes and write a proletarian novel. He
discovers that he does not even know what the
wife of a man earning two pounds a week wears,
where de buys her food, what her kitchen looks
like to her when se comes into it a Sx or seven
in the morning. It has never happened to him to
gand with his hands in greasy water at the sink,
with a nagging pain in his back, and his clothes
sticking to him. He (or she) actudly hes to take
a look into the kitchen to know what it andls
and looks like. At that he does not know as much
as the woman's forefinger knows when it sorgpes
the black out of a crack in the table or the corner
of a shdlf.

The impulse that made him want to know is
decent and defensble. I he hgppens to have been
born and brought up in Kensington the chances
ae that he hes never lifted the blind of his own
kitchen at 9x in the morning, with thoughtsin his
mind of tumbled bed-clothes, dirty grates, and the
ring of rust on the stove. But there is something
very wrong when he hes to contort himsdf into
knots in order to get to know a worker, man or
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woman. What is wrong is in him, and he cannot
blame on to his upbringing what is redly a falure
of his own will; it is still denched on his idea of
himsdlf, given to him by that upbringing, but now
to be cat off as the first condition of growth.
Too much of his energy runs away in an intense
interest in and curiosity about his fedings. 'What
things | am seding for the first time!  What andls
| am enduring! There is the woman raking ahes
with her hands and here | am watching her!
This sdf-centred habit is not peculiar to the middle-
dasswriter, but it is natura to him. If, asachild,
he had exgped from the nursery and been found
in some Hoxton backyard he would have been
bathed and disinfected and made conscious of having
run an awful danger, much as though he had been
visiting ssvages The mentd attitude persds.
Breeding will out!

The first thing a socidist writer hes to redise
is that there is no vadue in the emations, the
spiritual writhings, dated in him by the sight,
smell, and touch of poverty. The'emotions ae
no doubt unavoidable. There is no need to record
them. Let him go and pour them down the drain.

The writer living in one moment of time and in
one society, and perpetualy conscious of another
trying to bresk through, hes been s a task which
cdls for specid discipline and effort. He mudt
enquire into a revolution, but he cannot crege a
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revolutionary hero as impressive as the still living
Dimitroff. If he could, he would be mentally of
the gze of Dimitroff and, a the present ingtant,
that would lay on him the compulsion to work in
other ways than as a writer. He must not, he
ought not to indulge himsdlf in sdf-andyss, snce
that is to nall himself ingde his own small ego at
amoment when what is individual to esch man is
less real, less actud, than that which he daes
with every other man—insecurity, the need to
become a rebd for the ske of human dignity.
What then should he do ?

A task of the grestest value, urgent and not easy,
IS waiting to be done. George Orwell hes begun
on it in thefirst half of The Road to Wigan Pier.
The instinct which drives a writer to go and s
for himself may be sound. If a writer does not
know, if his snses and imagination have not told
him, what poverty smdls like, he had better find
out. Even if in the end he prefers to write about
Invernairn or Krupp. But if he goes for his own
ske, for some fancied spiritual advantage to be
got from the experience, he had better day a
home: his presence in Wigan or Hoxton is either
irrelevant or impudent. He must go for the ske
of the fact, as a medica Student caries out a
dissection, and to equip himsdlf, not to sidfy his
conscience or to = what dfedt it has on him.
His mind must remain cool; he mugt be able to
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give an objective report, neither superficid nor
dickly dramatic. And, for pity's s&ke, don't let us
have any 'dices of life' in the manne of the
Naturdists of the 'eighties. In their determination
to show life up they became as sentimentad, as
emotionaly dishonest, as Miss So-andso 'em-
bosoming freely' with her readers in the fiction
columns of the women's megaznes For their
own purposes they counterfeit redlity as obtusdly
asdhedoes

The conditions for the growth of a socidist
literature scarcdy exis. We have to cregie them.
We nead documents, not, as the Naturdists nesded
them, to maketheir drab tuppenny-hapenny drames,
but as charts, as timber for the fire some writer
will light to-morrow morning. The detaled and
accurae presentment, rather than the presentation,
of this moment, and this society. A new Comedie
Humane—offered to us without the unnecessary
distorting gloss of the writer's emaotions and sdf-
squegionings.  Writers should be willing to go
and live for a long enough time at one of the
points of departure of the new society. To go,
if you like, into exile. Without fedling heroic, or
even adventurous, or curious aout their own
spiritual reactions. Willing to sink themsdves for
the time, so that they become conduits for a feding
which is not persond, nor static.

They might, for ingtance, tell uswhat is stirring,
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if anything, in one of thase Durham mining villages
about which a gaid report in The Times says that
'no hope exigs for thousands of men and boys
ever to lead anorma working lifeagain’. A report
mede by two women doctors to the Council of
Action on Motherhood in the Spedd Aress of
Durham and Tyneside remarks, 'lIt was amazing
that in this country people should be living in such
dens that mothers should go through their preg-
nandes there and infants be born.' | don't know
who reeds these reports with their ghasily 'cases.
They are not documents in the proper s of the
word; they are not full enough; they do not give
the essentids of goesth and action.  They could
not: the observation, however acute, is mede from
outside, too briefly, and as a Sranger would report
upon drangers dter an hour's visit. We do not
see the woman dtripping the filthy, bug-ridden
walpaper from the thin wall of her attic; nor the
pregnant woman waiting her turn for the lavatory
which saves eight families (forty people); nor the
gesiure of the woman setting on the table the little
pie she has bought for her consumptive child; nor
the workless man looking a the soles of his shoes
when he comes home. It is necessary that a writer
should have lived with these things for him to
record them as smply and coldly, even brutally,
as if he choosss he can destribe what hes bemn
familiar to him from his infancy. Something can
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be discovered in an hour's visit, but not the quick.
Not the seed, if it exigs here, of a different growth.
It is not necessty—in a grest many indances it
would be impossible or undesrable—for a writer
to work done. He might work with other writers,
if it were decided to report on a district or a town
(s= the American dassc in this sort, Middletown).
He can enligt the help of socid workers to supple-
ment his own experience of such specificaly modern
horrors as the efedts on girls and young women of
'rationalisation’ in the factory. (When Chalie
Chaplin goes mad, in a recent film, unable to stop
himself jerking at anything that looks like the top
of a screw, he is caricaturing a horrid reality:
the girls from one of these rationalised factories
cannot keep their hands still; they walk round the
club room nipping off the heeds of flowers, turning
off the heating; they jerk and twitch and scream.)
A writer living in a Nottinghamshire mining
village could not possibly do his job properly
without the help of confidentid reports from the
workers themsdves which he would have to wait
for and desarve by his behaviour. He could not
expect the wife of a miner living in one of the
new ‘compounds to tell him a sght how de likes
shopping in an employer-owned store. Why, he
might be in the pay of the Economic League
The connections and activities of this organisation
. desrve a document to themsdves—more than one))
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A well-placed novelist might bring out a double-
9ded record: one day or one wesk in the life of
a family of five living in one of the wedthier
residentia districts of the West End (if he or de
can find one which hes s0 far forgotten itself as to
breed), st down oppogite the life during the same
length of time of a amilar (in ages Sze, etc.), of
a Paddington, Hoxton, Lambeth family. Again,
this might be team work.

The number of documents to be got is infinite.
How ae they to be presanted? This is the crux.
A journaist can observe and report. No writer
IS satidfied to write journalism, nor is this what is
wanted—vigts to the didressed aess in a motor-
ca. Nor mus the expeience the knowledge
waited for and lived through, be counterfeited, in
the snse of making up a story or a novel on the
bess of facts collected (e.g. The Sars Look Down,
by Cronin). Pehaps the nearest equivdent of
what is wanted exigs dready in another form in
the documentary film. As the photographer does
0 mud the writer kegp himsaf out of the picture
while working ceasdedy to present the fact from
astriking (poignant, ironic, penetrating, sgnificant)
angle.  The narative must be sharp, compressad,
concrete. Dialogue must be short—a saizing of
the sgnificant, the reveding word. The emotion
should spring directly from the fact. 1t must not
be squeezed from it by the writer, running forward
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with a 'When | saw this, | fet, | suffered, | re-
joiced. . . ." His job is not to tell us what he
felt, but to be coldly and industriously presenting,
arranging, selecting, discarding from the mess of
his materid to get the significant detail which leaves
no more to be said, and implies everything.

And for goodness sske let us get some fun out
of it. Nothing is less to our taste, and less redig,
than the inspissated gloom of Naturalism. A novel
by Ignazio Slone, Fontamara, offes itself as a
model—this tragic, bitter story of a village is
extremdy funny, and gticks feder in the memory
by it. Let us write decet English, too; not
American telegraphese. Socid  documents  are
familiar in our literature. The searmons of preach-
ing friars ae still dive where the preacher threw
in a e that was under his eyes as he waked
about—often a savege indictment of poverty created
by greedy merchants and landlords.

For the ske of compresson—the field to be
covered is, after all, enormous—and for the ske
of sharpness much must be left out that a writer
will be tempted to put in. For one thing, 'atmo-
sphere. It hes been overdone, too—all those
novels in which infinite pains have gone to the
evocation of rain and moonlight, noves 'set’ in
Cornwall, in Qusxx, in Paris and Patagonia.  For
another thing, the gdatic andyss of feding, and
thought. No more peding of the onion to strew
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the page with layer dter layer. No dream of
constiousness—that famous stream which we pre-
tend to s flowing, as in the theatre we agree to
pretend that the dream on the back-cloth flows.
No commentary—the document isacomment. No
aegthetic, moral, or philosophic enquiry—that is,
none which is not implicit. To sy thisis not to
sy that anovel such as The Root and The Flower
is of no value. Itis of the greatest vdue and it is
concerned with those human vaues we ae trying
to sve It offers—in a form entirely unsuitable
to our present purpose—a criticism of socid vaues
which isjust and suggestive. Its method is usdess
to us—for a good reason. We mus be fied
workers in afield no smdler than England, our
criticism of vauesimplied in theanglefrom which
we take our pictures. By choosing this detalil, this
word, rather than another from the mess offered
us, we make our criticism, our moral judgements.
Writerswrite to be read. If they are not read, by
a many people as will do to kegp them vigorously
alive, they have faled aswriters. People will listen
even to what is disagreedble to them if the spesker's
tone takes them by the er. The Naturalists flung
tear-sodden lumps of raw life in the public's face
and complained because the public went home to
amue itself in its own way. There is a technica
job to be done. It can't be done until the instru-
ments have been meade and improved, as astronomy
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had to wait on a lens. How to make people listen
to what they don't want to hear. How not to
bore the people who do want to hear. If they
want to hear, you say, they'll take anything. But
why should they? Why should they be bored by
what is nothing more or less than incompetence
or amateurishness? It is not a question of setting
out to be a bes-sdler—if that is what you want
there are shorter and ease ways—but of learning
acraft. Again the relevant comparison is with the
documentary film. It takes a shapened and dis-
ciplined mind to handle a mass of material in such
a way that only the dgnificant details emerge.
We're confronted by the extreme difficulty of
finding phrasss which are at once compressad and
highly suggegtive. It's hardly a job for an amateur
unless he happens to be a genius. (When a genius
arrives he can and will look after himsdf.)

The isolation of writers from each other is
amog as deadly as ther isolation from the life of
farmers, labourers, miners and other men on whom
the life of the nation depends If something of
this unnatural apartness can be broken down, by
writers working together, by their coming into
relation with their felow-men and women, they
may, between them, provide the conditions, the
warmth, for a new literature. We have been
attending the death-bed of an old one for some
time; a birth is about due. It may actually be

S
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the birth of a great writer, and the documents we
have collected, the activity we have stirred up, will
form the conditions into which heis born. They
will shepe him and he will use them. A great
writer has more than one father and mother, as
well as more than one nurse.

One technical difficulty remains to be solved.
The solution may turn up one day, in the course
of the experiments going on all the time. Thisis
the frightful difficulty of expressing, in such a way
that they are at once seen to be intimately con-
nected, the relations between things (men, acts)
widely separated in space or in the social complex.
It has been done in poetry. At certain levels of
the mind we s and fed connections which we
know rationally in another way. In dreams things
apparently distinct are seen to be related (but
Surrealism is not the solution). We may stumble
on the solution in the effort of trying to create the
literary equivalent of the documentary film.

1937.



This essay wasfirst delivered as a lecture in Leeds
University. | think it is not very rhetorical—
fortunately. On rereading it | am startled by the
change which has come over my mind in the short
time since | wrote it. | have not, since then, altered
any of the convictions that have been growing in my
mind since | went up, a raw schoolgirl, to Leeds
University. What has altered is the stress which,
dictated to usby our emotions, welay on thisand that
aspect of a belief My mind moves with extreme
slowness. | trudge along, aware sometimes that the
stonesare vexing my feet, at othersonly aware of the
form of the country, and unexpectedly find that | have
moved into new country.

When | hadgiven this lecture, afriend, to whose
wit andintellect | am always on my knees, was angry
with mefor my critical (as | had hoped) attack on
Surrealism. 1t would only, she said, give satisfaction
to those persons who damn every new growth in art,
hating and fearing it because it is new. Now, it is
true that my commentson Surrealism in alecture not
devoted to it wereincomplete. | had agreat deal more
to say, a great deal more | could say if | had time.
But | cannot admit that one should not tell the truth
as one sees it, even though it will make the wrong
people rejoice—for the wrong reasons. It is the old
guarrel of expediency andjustice, or truth. Very
many writers have agreed that they will only speak

their minds when it is expedient to do so. To further
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a cause, a good cause, they will suppress others and
themselves. | do not accept this. | never did, and |
do so now less than ever. | am not competent to
criticisepublicly Surrealist painting—though | will do
S0 in private with agood heart. But | am competent
to criticise and to hold views on Surrealist writers.
If they areright and | am wrong they are not harmed
by my disapproval. They are not defenceless either.
| may well be wrong. But my criticism is reasonable
and pondered; it is not ingtinctive prgudice. My
instinct, indeed, is always to defend what is new and
a rebellion against authority. Thus | have worked
for my enjoyment of the work of certain modern
musicians, and certain modern painters. | should be
willing to go on working to enjoy Surrealist literature
if, after trial, my mind did not warn me how little
worth the effort itis. This, at least, is my truth, and
1 should do wrong, | think, to suppress it.



The Novel in Contemporary Life

WE al know that anew, and to many people avery
disturbing, influence has begun to movein literature
during the last ten or fifteen years. That is a mis-
leading way to put it. What | ought to sy is that
certain changes and threats of change in the world
have forced themsdves on the notice of writers
with such energy that whether we want to or not
we have not been ade to ignore them. A great
many writers do want to ignore them. It would be
just as essy to ignore a thunderstorm when you are
out init. Something which hes been going on in
the world for a long time has reached a Sage that
dters everything. So that even those people who
would rather not have been involved ae involved
agand their will. It ransalike on the just and the
unjust, on the unmitigated best-sdler and the un-
mitigable serious writer. A new Battle of the Books
hes begun.

| attended what must have been one of the first,
if not the first, private meeting at which a number
of writers, who had come to ss2 what it was about,
weretold that it was their duty not simply as persons
but aswritersto play an active political part. Some
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of them were bewildered. A well-known and rather
prosperous novelist kept on saying to me in a
disressed voice: 'But do they mean | ought to
give up art and write only propaganda? Actualy
he had not much to give up, but it ssemed worth
while trying to resssure him. Propaganda is not
the direct am of the novelist.

Snce that afternoon in London, writers have
been recruited into companies and on to committees,
they have been pressed for this Sde or that—aways
aswriters. ' It'syour penwewant.' Itisimpossble
to discuss the contemporary novel unlessyou redise
immediately that something is happening to it
which is happening at the same time to every other
human activity. In certain European countries the
process hes gone 0 far that a writer finds himself
being interfered with both as writer and as human
being. If he has the misfortune to be on the wrong
Sde—or only to ssm to be on the wrong sde—
he may be chased out of his country. Or shot, as
Lorcawas in Spain.  Or, as Erich Muhsam was
tortured first and then murdered, in a concentration
canp. Or, if left alive, asked to submit to a censor-
ship which hes the merit of being open. And no
other merit.

To put it shortly, the novel is being afected
profoundly, and not in any smple way, by the
socid and political climate of the present day
This has nothing whatever to do with the argument,
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aquitesilly and barren argument, about politicsand
the novel. To ask: 'Should politics come into the
novel ? isonly idiotic. Any concealvablething can
come into a novel if it comes in on the novdid's
own terms.  The change which is taking place in
the world, at various leves, of which the political
isonly one, isof such violence that the novel cannot
help being afected. It would be afected even if
every novelist decided to pretend that nothing is
happening. If you ae in the rain you get wet.

Let us try to look at the English nove in 1937
as if we were not engaged, far too many of us, in
writing it, and the others in reading it or being
bored or irritated by it into reading something dse
—oOr going to the pictures. The firg thing that
drikes any critic is the immense competence and
immense unimportance of the bulk of new novels.
The test of a novel's importance is the response we
make to it. It rousss certain impulses in us and
sidies them. The impulse may be wesk and
worthless, and our response negligible. Or we may
recelve a satisfaction that enriches and enlarges our
minds. Unless the novel we are reading moves us
in thisway itsvaue is no grester than that of abox
of chocolates. And not different.  You can sy,
'I| am a great reader of novels,' ad mean exactly
as much as you would meen by saying, 'l et alot
of chocolates.

When you look back on ayear's reading of fifty
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or a hundred novels—neatly-written, amusing,
exciting—of how many can you say: 'lt changed
me. Becaue of it | now fed more acutely, | se
more deeply and understand better what happens
to me' ? Of the novels which do not pess this test
itisudessto talk. We might just aswell, just as
profitably, discuss the merits of different kinds of
chocolate. And the causss which have led to our
having innumerable brands of chocolate to choose
from are ds0 responsible for the flood of competent
neatly-written—and the rest of it—novels. We
have become foolishly sophisticated because it was
profitable to supply us with these luxuries—and in
the axsance of any check on our tades or any
sandards except wilfully materid ones The noves
ae unimportant. The socid dandards to which
they bear witness ae not—but that is another
question. And another agpet of the change taking
placeintheworld.

Let us s what haes been happening to certain
novelists. One, who was undoubtedly a greet
artist, and a man who lived as he wrote, with the
insght and honesty of genius, hes died. D. H.
Lawrence. Hedied in February 1930, alittle before
authors began to be exiled, enlisted, or shot, and
before the change of which we have been spesking
became s0 obvious and menacing that even popular
novelists can e it. Lawrence, who wes never a
popular novelist, was avare of it dmost from the
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beginning of his life as a writer. Again and agan
in his noves he gives expresson to his overwhelm-
ing sense that our material and mechanicd civilisa-
tion hes reached its limits, that it is going to be
destroyed by forces it hes repressed, that we are at
last being presented with the bill for our pest
cruelty, greed, folly, for the ugliness we have
wilfully created. '"We have no future; neither for
our hopes nor our ams nor our art,’ he sys
‘Vitally, thehumanraceisdying. Itislikeagresat
uprooted tree, with its roots in the air. We must
plant oursdves again in the universe/ Lawrence
died just in time, before his certainty—it wes a
persond certainty—of the continuity of human
experience could be damaged by what is happening
in 1937. It is one thing to foresee chaos. It is
another toliveinit.

Now take Virginia Woolf. Her latest novel,
The Years, isan dmog involuntary witness to the
defedt of an artist whose suooess hes depended on
her being adle to find in the outer world an image,
a symbol, to which dhe can atach her remarkable
capacity for feding. Whenever, in her books,
Mrs. Woolf has been adle to convey, sharply and
immediately, theimpressons recaived by her sanses
the truthfulness and vaue of her work are beyond
question. She has an exquidite sensibility to sensuous
impressons.  Once dhe ventures outsde the range
of this sensibility she seams to have no feding for
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reality at all. A first reading of The Yearsisabitter
disappointment—the mechanica repetition of old
images, the sentimentdity which takes the place of
emotion in these admost non-exisent characters
the poverty of the thought. After a second and
third reading one redises that the emotion is there.
But it isan emotion of which the writer herself was
perhgps not conscious. A sne of deadness of
fagty. These people give back a hollow tone
when Mrs. Woolf touches them because they ae
hollow. They ae finished. They ae Lawvrences
‘uprooted tree, with its roots in the air\ They,
have no future. Even the pag is not dive in
them. This book was prased and blamed not
for what it is. Its truth is in the monotony, the
ddeness.

Another of our bes noveligts has ceesad to write
novels. Can we—in the cae of E. M. Forster—
assume that he finds it impossible to transmute into
fiction, into hiscivilised and essentidly sanefiction,
his knowledge of what is going on in the world?.
To asenghility as rare as Mrs. Woolf's he adds an
ironical intellect in complete control of itself. We
know that he is passonately dive to what is going
on. Two years ago he took the trouble to attend
the first international Congress of writers for the
defence of culture, held in Paris. Possbly the
geech he mede there aswers our question about
him. 'You will sy, perhgos’ he sad, 'that if a
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newv war bresks out, writers of the libera and
individudist type, like Mr. Aldous Huxley and
mysdf, will be Smply swept asde. | an sure that
we will be swvept adde, ad | condder as very
possble a new war. . . . This sad, my role and
the r6le of thase with the same sentiments as mysdif,
IS a temporary role. We mugt continue to potter
about with our old tools until the moment when
everything fals about our ears  When everything
cradhes, nothing will serve ay more. After—if
there is an ate—the task of civilisation will be
teken up by men whose spiritud training will be
different from mine' This courage, this persond
integrity, of a great writer, is nevathdess not the
mood in which it ssars worth while making the
effort to write a novel. Noves ae not written
pottering about with old tools, waiting stoicaly
for the roof to fal in.

Nor, to look now at James Joyce, by a laboured
and mechanicd manipulation of language The
trouble with Work in Progress is.not that it is
obscure. Obscurity may spring from the writer's
druggles to "convey, under intense emotiond
pressure, some profound experience The words
ae chosen, and perhgps forced together and dis-
torted, by the credtive nead itsdlf. Even if we hed
not been told how Mr. Joyce works up the text of
Work in Progress, underlining the puns, multi-
plying and cramming in the dlusons we should
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have known that his interest is not in what he is
saying. It is in the building up of this spurious
monument of verbal dfects  Spurious because it
is mechanicd and deliberate. It is not dictated by
an inner necessity. Some of the efects are charming,
0me are extremely interesting.  But the total effect
is of supendous dullness, like a dozen mechanicd
pianos playing Scridbine a once.  One can scarcdy
imagine anything more like Purgatory.

If this hes been the effect of the climate of the
|ast ten years on writers of genius, what has hgppened
to a highly tdented novelist, to Aldous Huxley?
He hes not only become an uncompromising
pecifist, but forces himself to work actively for his
faith. He makes goethes and writes pamphlets.
His horror a what is going on in the world hes
driven him on to the platform at the Albert Hall.
The hero of his latest novel is a pacifist. It is true
that this nove is not intrinsically more satisfying
than others of Mr. Huxley's. As a writer he hes
been haf srangled by his acute constiousness of
himsdf, his mind and his snsss  His response to
life, to experience, is arested aove the point
where he would have come into immediate contact
with what is fundamenta and enduring in human
beings. A much less clever, clumsier, more dipshod
novelist, like Dickens, will come nearer the essentid
truth of a character. What is sgnificant about
Mr. Huxley in 1937 is to be discovered more in
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what is happening to the man than in anything that
has happened to the novdid.

For the rest, our bes-sdling novelists continue
to write the books we expect from them. And now
and then, in the torrent of new novels, you get one
like The Stars Look Down—in which industry and
talent combined with an acute newssnse to
produce a book which has something more than
the vividness of a journaligt’'s account of an accident
in amine. You should notice that it had precisgy
the effect of journalism. It was eagerly read, by
people who fet that they wanted to know the truth
about a disader like Gresford. It disturbed, it
shocked, it interested—and it has been forgotten.
Its author is now, with equal skill and vivacity,
telling the truth about doctors.

Look at the torrent of new noves as it pours
down and rushes pas you. A name catches your
eye, you snatch at it—it is gone. You read and
enjoy a book. A month later, if you ek of it,
no one remembe's its name. The effett, in ite
of the competence we have noticed, is of complete
ineffectiveness. There are so many novels, and s
many well-composed novels, and scarcdy one a
year that makes any dent on our constousness
This peculiar ineffectiveness shows itsdf in two
ways. It is fet by novdigs themsdves Take two
of the liveliest among the young writers—Arthur
Calder-Marshall and C. Day Lewis. Not only
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would neither of these young men try to live on
his earnings as a novdist, but neither of them relies
on novels to convey al he has to say about the
world. Nor, you notice, doesMr. Huxley.

The other sgn is precisdy the fact of the torrent
itself. | can think of as many as half a dozen
noveligts of intellectual distinction and sensibility
who produce anovel ayear. Itisprased, andina
month it is forgotten. | think of writerslike V. S.
Pritchett and Gerald Bullett. Or of a novel like
The Root and The Floner, by L. H. Myers. This
remarkable book is concerned with those human
vaues which underlie any form of society. Itisa
mature and subtle work. The torrent swept it into
the oblivion of afew, avery few bookshelves.

One begins to s¢ that in 1937 the novd is
atacked and defegted from two ddes  There is
the suspicion, arising first in the minds of intelligent
and serious novelists, that the novel is inadequate
for what they want to say. And there is the eco-
nomic defest. Let us take this firdt, because it is
ampler. Take a ludicroudy smple illustration.
A few wesks dnce one of the most intelligent
literary agents in America invited me to send her
synopsss of as many long storiesas | cared to write.
'American editors,' e wrote, ‘are now willing to
print the more serious, literary type of story,'
Feding sceptical but encouraged, | sent her the
outline of four stories. She warned me immediately
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not to think of writing any of them. American
editors, e sad, do not gpprove of illegitimate
children, are violently prgudiced agang dories in
which a writer gopears as a character, do not like
certain subjects to be treated ironically, or directly,
and prefer that a great many others should not be
treated at all. It'snot in itself of the leest importance
that in order to sdll a story to a magazine you must
pretend that the world is something other than it is.
You ned not write for the megazines. But the
fact is that you ae not merdy shut out of this
market. What is cdled magazine fiction does not
remain in its proper place, between the advertise-
ments of face cream and the pictures of what Arnold
Bennett cdled ‘fabuloudy expensve women*. It
emages as a serious competitor. Not only as a
competitor. Its influence is much more insdious.
It credtes a tede for itsdf, it fixes a sandard of
popular success  Redise that magazine fiction
tends, not deliberately but inevitably, to create a
fictional world which is in keeping with the ad-
vertisement columns with their ingstence on certain
socid vdues—for the mogt part snob vaues,
aopedss to vanity, socid snobbery, and fear. This
IS not a conspiracy on the part of editors, writers,
and advertisers. It is busness as usud. It is part
of the much wider movement of society towards
a predominantly urban civilisation, with sandards
of luxury and leisure not fixed by any criterion of
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ned or tade but soldy by income. Magazine
fiction is, in fect, agandardised article. It conoans
-itsdf with dereotyped emations and idess, stock
gtuations, an outlook on life which does not conflict
at any level with the outlook of the big advertisers.
D. H. Lawrence has described it. "The novd, like
gossp, can exdte purious Ssympathies and recails,
mechanicd and deadening. The nove can. glorify
the most corrupt fedings, 0 long as they ae
conventionally "pure." Then the novdl, like gossp,
becomes at lagt vicious, and, like gossp, al themore
vicious becau=e it is dways ogensbly on the d3de
of the angds'

Bad money drives out good; bad novds, noves
warranted not to disturb, not to creste a mood in
which the purchase of a new motor-car might ssam
unnecessaty or unimportant, drive out the others.
The gtuationis more difficult for the srious writer
now than it was only a dozen or fifteen years ago.
A young and completely unknown writer dands
very little chance to-day if his work shows sgns
that he is hopdesdy given to writing the sort of
novelswhich will make him an undesrable accom-
paniment to the snob-goped of the advertisement
pages He has of course, to sruggle not only
agang the torrent of andardisad fiction, but
agand tendendes to sandardisation in the book
market itsalf. Y ou nesd only glance at the publishers
advertissments in your Sunday paper to e how .
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many publishers now follow the sound busness
principle that it is better to advertise a few lines—
the most popular ones—to the exclusion, and the
final extinction, of others. The Book Clubs do
their bit to smother the serious, the original, or the
unknown novelist. Since they must saisfy the
lowest common denominator of taste of their
members their standards are fixed for them. The
book they choose must help them. It must give
satisfaction. In short, a novelist in 1937 must
have qualities which have nothing to do with
honesty, sensibility, and the rest— nothing to
do with literature—if he hopes to live by his
novels.

So much for the economic defest. Now look
for a moment at the other. At the suspicion, if it
IS no more, that the novel is inadequate to express
all an intelligent writer feds about his times. To
know whether this suspicion is just we must know
two things. What is the particular job of the
novelist—what does he try to do, in writing a
novel, which is different from the effort of a painter
or amusician? And, is there anything, any con-
dition, or tension, in the society in which he works
and lives that makes it difficult or impossible for
him to do his job ? | am not now speaking of
economic difficulties as such, as they affect the
writer, but of the social complex, the movement of

society as a whole—this movement which shows
T
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itself asaprocess of change, taking placeal thetime,
at different levels, in every country.

The impulse which forces the novelist to write
his novels is not in the end different from the one
which drivesapainter to paint, but it tekes adifferent
form and in doing so it dedswith a different reality.
With a different face of redlity. The essntid
concern of the novel is with men and women in
their times. With the passons and sympathies of
men and women as these penetrate and are pene-
trated by the powerful socid currents of their time.
The novel can do other things, and in doing them
it may move towards some other art, towards
poetry, let us say. The novel is the leedt rigid of
forms, and it is dways being pulled and stretched
to this 9de or that by the genius of particular
novelists. But if we ae to ek of the essantid
form of the novel, we must think of it as depicting
in some way, in any way, the socid landscape and
climate in which the individual characters move.
This can be done in more than one way. It can.
be done as Bdzac does it, or it can be done by so
enlarging the individual that society is mirrored in
him and in his actions.

SO you can sy that in order to do his work
properly the noveist must be a receiving station
for the voices coming from every corner of the
society he lives in.  He need not report them
directly, but he must heer them. He must be able
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to say to himsalf: | hear of a desth and | her
of a birth; | will show the truth of al these
things, so that people may know what is going
on, so that they may not cling in their heats to
what is dead, and become desf and blind to what
is living. It is because the novel can do this that
it isimportant. Everything depends on the noveist
being sendtive enough to detect the past and the
future existing together in the present, and honest
enough to turn the light on it, without caring
what it reveds

The first thing the novelist discovers when he
turns the light on 1937 is what Lawrence cdled 'a
ga in the continuity of consciousness. 'The
industrial England blots out the agricultura Eng-
land. One meaning blots out another. The new
England blots out the old England. And the con-
tinuity is not organic, but mechanicd." In the
healthy life of a community the way in which men
live, their mode of life, should grow out of the past
sexperience of the community and towards a steadily
developing future. But our great industrial com-
munities have no roots in the pas. A man's work
is only connected with his life by his pay envelope.
Nor can he believe that he is building his life into
the future of his country. The future has shrunk
to a narrow persond fear. To-morrow | may be
out of work. To-morrow there may be war. In
a society which hes ceesed to understand its past
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and is not digging channds into the future there
can be no living culture. We are gpproaching what
Henry James cdled 'the awful doom of generd
dishumanisation'.

This doesnt mean that there is no new life
stirring. It does mean that a society we think of
as dlive, becaue we s it moving, is only moving
mechanicdly towards its own death—which may
be ours. Those convulsve movements we e ae
producing the engines, the bombs and the poison
ges which will destroy it. But something de is
being born. There is a socid ingtinct for sdf-
preservation as well as a persond one.  The shap-
ened snsss of the novelist will warn him to find
this new life, wherever it is—in a prison, a sret,
or a manger. Find it, recognise it and bring it
gifts.

This process of socid change, this new birth, as
well as this old death, is the rainy country of the
contemporary novel. Whether we s it or not—
but the novelis must s it—something which is-
essntidly arevolution is going on. In one way or
another, the snse, the energy, of this revolution
mugt come through his words. Or dse he is not
telling the truth about contemporary life. Thisis
nothing to do with putting politicsinto the novel—
nothing to do with propaganda Propaganda—
that is, conscious propaganda—is one use of words
and it is not the novdigt's ue of them. And
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politics are only one of the activities of men and
women. If they gopear in a novel they mugt do
S0 not as poalitics but as a human activity, expresssd
through human passons and desds  What in effect
the noveist sys is. Here is the socid web | am
uncovering for you. Look closdy and you will
g2 how men and women work, suffer, rgoice, ad
deinit, like fishes in water. Look closer still and
you will s that the web itself moves, changes,
and the human cregtures with it.

You now se how very difficult the task of the
contemporary novelistis. Likeany other intelligent
person he hes to live on a grest many levels of being
a once—physcd, socid, intellectual. But he hes
to do more than this. He hes to reach a point where,
he can & how thexe different human activities fit
together to form a society which is al the time
moving and changing. A novdist does, or ought
to do, something more than draw characters in
action. He forms a conception of life—such a
conception, let us sy, as Tolstoi offersin War and
Peace or Jules Romans in his imniense unfinished
novel Men of Good Will—and he chooses events
that will express it. The conception is the novel.
It is the inner necessty from which the events, the
story, grow. The characters spring from thee
events. They dfect them, or try to, and are afected
by them. When we criticise a novel we ought not
to discuss whether the characters are plessat or
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unplessant—thet is not the busness of an intelligent
critic. What matters is the writer's conception of
life. Is it true or fdse to the redlity, and ae the
words he usss adequate to expressit?

The difficulty, the intense difficulty, of the con-
temporary novelist is to form an adequate concep-
tion of life a this moment when everything is
changing. He mug know, that is, fed so much, and
on 0 many levels. And he must be dde to draw
back far enough to se the whole movement in
focus, not one agpet distorted out of all proportion
to the whole. He s that there are moments in
the history of the human race when what is persond
In aman is less important than the fears and hopes,
the impulses, he shares with a great many of his
fdlows. He suspeds that this is such a moment.
And perhaps he despars. He thinks: If | am to
write about this movement, this change it will
dwarf any men and women | can concave. It will
de-persondise them. Or he dwoosss—as Day
Lewis does in a novel cdled The Sarting Point—
characters which he hopes will convey by their
actions the heights and depths, the terrific disruptive
naure of the change. But to do that they would
have to be of heroic sze—of the 9ze of Lenin, or
Krupp. They would have to become the vehicle of
impersona forces while remaining men—Iike Ulen-
soiege in Charles de Code's grest novel. The
characters of The Sarting Point have not this more
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than persond sgnificance. It is perhaps impossble
for any contemporary novelist to draw far enough
back from what is happening to se it clearly.
Clearly enough to recregte it in fiction. If thisis
30, then the novdist is defeated by histimesin the
widest possble s of the word.  Or perhaps he
IS defeated by something in human nature. Con-
ceve a noveist with enough menta energy to
creste alenin or aMussolini. Would he have ds0
the coldness to sand above the battle, collecting
and directing his energies into a modern War and
Peace} | don't know. All one can sy isthat no
such novelist is writing. Unless, when or before
his novel is finished, we s that Jules Romains hes
done it: he is without question a very grest
novelist; and Men of Good Will is, even at this
unfinished dage, the largest novel of our time.
Or Arnold Zweig. In Education Before Verdun,
Sergeant Grischa, and The Crowning of aKing, he
is working at a degree of imaginative heat which
the French writer does not, in any single volume,
equa or approach.

The inadeguacy of the modern novel to tell us
as much as we want to know about the con-
temporary soene is felt by readers as sharply as by
the novdigs themsdves.  So you get the enormous
popularity of contemporary memoirs and auto-
biography, and such books as John Gunther's
Inside Europe. It is not a wesk curiosity but
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a vital one which seds people to these books.
They hope indeed to enlarge their constiousness
by reading them. To feed an appstite which the
novel is starving.

Writers have made two fdse starts—I think they
ae fdse—towards a new attitude to life. Take the
Surredidgs firdt. It is difficult to give an account
in purely intellectual terms of a method—using the
word in itswidest ssnse—of writing, which involves
arepudiation of theintellect. Or triesto dodgeit.
Fortunately, Surredigts don't mind explaining and
expounding themsdves, inrationa language. They
contradict each other, but one gathers uncertainly
that the Surredist writer tries to find a method of
releesng in himsdf that level of his consdousess
which he knows to be the source of inspiration—
his subconscious. He wants—to quote Mr. Herbert
Read quoting Max Ernst—to bresk down the
barriers between the conscious and the unconscious,
so that they will 'meet and mingle and dominate
the whole of life." The Surredi4 attitude towardse
his unconscious is a humble one. He waits on his
kness. He generdly expreses it with feaful
arogance and ddfiance, reminding one of a Sur-
redig image which | read somewhere—the
strident cry of red eggs:'

Many writers and artists are very unplessant
outsde their creative work. They must be judged
by their work, and in the case of the Surredidts, by
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their theories. One agpect of Surredlist theory is
entirely respectable and not new. That the artist
draws his inspiration from something other than
his conscious mind is beyond question. Has anyone
ever questioned it ? Thus an intelligent and sengitive
critic, Mr. Herbert Read, can say: 'Artismorethan
description or reportage; it is an act of renewal.
It renews vision, it renews language; but most
essentially it renews life itself by enlarging the
sensibility, by making men more conscious of the
terror and beauty, the wonder of the possible forms
of being.' {Surrealism: 1936.) Thisisasexcellent
an account of the creative arts as you could wish
for, and an orthodox one.

But he goes on to say something el se:'... though
poets and painters in all ages have clung to a belief
in the inspirational and even the obsessond nature
of their gifts, repudiating in deeds if not in words
the rigid bonds of classicd theory, it is only now,
with the aid of modern diaectics and modern
psychology, in the name of Marx and Freud, that
they have found themsdves in a position to put
their beliefs on a scientific basis, thereby initiating
a continuous and deliberate cregtive activity whose
only laws are the laws of its own dynamics. (Ibid.)
This says something quite different. It says that
with the sanction of Freudian research and the
method of thought known as dia ectical materialism
the artist—writer or painter—has found a new way
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to reach and use inspiration. Elsawhere he says.
'Perhaps for the first time in history the artist hes
lbecome conscious of the springs of hisinspiration,
IS in conscious control of such inspiration. . . '
(Art and Society.) This, though | doubt if it
means much, is plain enough. But he adds in a
footnote: 'The paradox of such conscious control
being that its am is to circumvent the intellect,
the normal instrument of conscious control.* We
ae left bewildered in front of a process which
can only be described as the intellect circumvent-
ing itsalf.

Other and less intelligent, but more actively
practisng Surredigs have given other definitions.
'. . . weknow that the surredist text is a complete
submission to the automatism of thought, that the
spirit hears its own unconscious voice and that the
poet transcribes without the intervention of the
controlling reason.! (Georges Huguet in Sur-
realism: 1936.)

Distrust a movement that begins by asking the
intellect to circumvent itself. A writer lives in
intimate contact with that vast store of fedings,
words, images, which we call the unconscious.
The great writer penetrates farther, moves about
more boldly in it, than his inferiors can do. His
degree of duooess as a writer is the degree to which
he contrives to disengage himsalf from this mess of
raw material, to draw back from it, so that he is
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able to redise, and present in a coherent and intel-
ligible form, the complex tissue of fedlings, emations,
thoughts, stirred in him by a particular occason.
By relating a number of fedings to one another, by
concentrating a great many experiences into one,
he gives a new form and subgtance to vast tracts of
our common human experience. This involves
exerting an even greater degree of attention.
Becoming more critical, more and more passon-
aely attentive, not more automatic. And this is
true even dthough part of the process we call
'‘exerting attention' takes place unconscioudy.
There is an unconscious and a conscious attention
at work. Both are part of the same creative impul se;
both are essentid to writing anovel.

There is dready a body of Surredist literature,
in which you can judge what hgppens when you
as34 the subconstious to circumvent the intellect.
Here is a short poem by one of the better-known
French Surredids, Benjamin Peret. It is cdled
.Honest Folk.

The quard beween the boiled chicken ad the
ventriloquist

hed for us the meaning of acloud of dust

which pessad above the city

like the blowing of a trumpet

|t blew so hard that its bowler hat was trembling

and its beard good up on end

to bite off its noe
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It blew so0 loudly

thet its nose cracked open like anut
and the nut goet out

into the far didance

alittle con-9ed
wherein the youngest calf

was sdling its mother's milk

in saussgekin flasks

thet its father hed vulcanisad.

It's very odd how silly the French, who are the
most civilised and intelligent people in the world,
can be. But this sort of thing is worse than silly,
it's spurious. Far from holding out hopes of a
revival, aliterary renascence, Surredismin literature
shows every symptom of cultural decay: a shalow
sophigtication taking the place of maturity, in-
genuity in place of a serious purpose, stridency—
the strident cry of red eggs, surrender to persond
emotions, diffuseness a laboured and boring sdf-
CONSCIOUSNESS,

The other fdse dart is the proletarian novel—
so-caled. Pehaps it would be truer to sy of it
not that it hasnt dated properly, but that it
doesn't exist. There is nothing to which we can
point and say: 'This expreses a new mode of
feding, a new attitude.'! There ae novels about
working-class life, good, bad, and indifferent. In
al but the inessentid details they ae exactly like
novels about middle-class life. No noveist has
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yet sucoceeded in giving form and a voice to the
passon—I am using the word in its scriptural
sene—of the worker.  Perhgps we are waiting for
this novelist to be born. It is possble that he will
be born on the dole. It is not so likely that he will
be able to write on it.

He mus have in himsdf aoess not smply to
the life of the anonymous worker, at its degpest
and lees apprenensble level, but the energy to
trandfer it into words, into the events and characters
of anovel. You need not expect this energy in a
factory-hand or a dolefed unemployed man or
woman. A novelist born and living in the con-
ditions of another dass, without the senshility to
touch redlity at the point where it touches the
worker, had better not sink his shdfts a this spot.
Nor is it of the first importance that he should.
What is more important for him is that he should
wredle faithfully and ceesdesdy with the life of
his age until he knows what is essentid init, what
is living and what is dead and done-for. When
he knows this he can give the things he is adle to
write about a sgnificance they owe to being a part,
vivid and undistorted, of alarger world.

This is perhaps the way out for the modern
novelist. If he cannot ded with the whole con-
temporary scene he can take soundings of it. |If,
let us say, he describes the life of a German refugee
in Paris he can tell us what, in 1937, is happening
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to human dignity. Or he can take some actua
concrete ingance from contemporary life—say, a
mining village in a ruined area—and write about
it in such a way that it bresks into our minds.
He can only do this if he redises that his own
fedings are not of the fantest importance. That
he was shocked, or surprised, or indignant matters
as little as if he logt his hat. Less Perhgos he
watches a poor woman, the wife of an unemployed
man, giving some little extra food de hes got to
her haf-fed child. He is szed with pity, with
rage. He sys S0, and a once the image of the
mother is obscured. The pity, you seg is in the
act. Not in what the novelist feds about it. He
should fed only an intense anxiety to convey just
that gesture, that tone in her voice, that ook, of
pride and feafulness on her face and as he
kegps the image held firmly in his mind a grest
many fedings will atach themsdves to it—fedings
which belong perhapsto hisown childish memories
His dready intense emotion becomes more intense;
degper and wider. It forces him to choose the
right words, words that will throw the scene into
such relief that it blazes with light. A great writer
perhaps has some inborn capacity for detaching
himsalf from his experience.  Those of us who ae
only taented are dways falling into the temptation
of thinking that our persond emotions, especidly
when they ae intense, are vauable for their own
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ske And mos of us write too much and too
fag—we ae too busy earning a living—to learn
this painful discipline which the great writer leans
easly.

An intelligent critic hes sad that the novel, as a
form, is finished. | don't acoept this. | do acoept
that there has been, during the present century, a
cultural decline—the causes are socid and economic
—which dfects the novel as sharply as every other
literary form. Anintelligent reader, looking at the
year's novels, has some excuse for believing that
the novel has become a form of sdf-indulgence, a
drug which injects its reedes with fdse essy
emotions and an attitude to life bassd on the most
meegre kind of experience. Beddes this, it hes
become increasingly difficult for the serious novelist
to live on what he eans by writing novels. This
Is not entirely because of the competition of the
dandardised type of fiction. The intense effort to
grasp what, in 1937, is happening to human beings—
i* the world outsde them and in their own minds
and hearts—demands time, willingness to travel,
mentaly if not physicaly, until you come to the
place where a new life is being born. None of
thisis easy. If it means suooess of one kind it may
meen fallure in another. Failure, poverty, and
what is worse, not being heard. | am not now
talking about genius—though genius itself can be
killed or a leest deformed by being born at the
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wrong time or the wrong place. A genius has no
more brains than another man to be shot out of
him. And no fewer nesds During the lagt ten
years of his life D. H. Lawrence wrote too much
and too quickly—he had his living to earn. But
| am talking about the talented and intelligent
writer who can take hold of the spirit of his age
only by a persgtent struggle with it. His inner
sght hes to be shapened. He hes to work hard
for his vision. If the contemporary novel is to be
sved and regenerated certain things are required
of novelisgs—especidly of the young ones The
res of us are probably past hope.

How is the novelist to bresk through to the new
reality, the new constiousness of redlity? A dis
cipline, a double discipline, is needed. He must
meke a willing and passonate surrender to experi-

—to the point of extinction of his persond life
—=90 that he may become more senditive, more Us
ceptible to an dways widening range of emotiona
expaience. And he mus practise an absolu*'
faithflilness in turning emotion into words. The
situation, the ssquence of events, the charecters,
that are to carry the emotion must not be artificially
blown out by pumping into them fedings which
the novelist thinks ought to belong there.

Where is he to look for thexe events these
characters, if—for the reasons we have examined—
he cannot attempt to get into a novel those anony-
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mous mases moved by dmogt inarticulate passons
and dedres, which, more than any individual,
express the redlity of the contemporary soene?
(Unless it were a gigantic and legendary figure
like Ulenspiegd, 'the great Beggar') He must
thrust his knife to come in as near the bone of
reality as he can. Birth, death, the relations of men
and women, are part of the socid complex a the
same time as they ae common and & home with
us. When a writer examines the socia complex
he is revolted by a great many things. He is
usualy eager to sy 0, which is a migake. He
may, he must revolt againg hypocrisy, worn-out
conventions, injustice, cruelty. But if he is going
to'write about them as a novelist he should re-
member that his emotions are not interesting be-
cae he feds them. The more deeply he has
felt, the harder he must work to detach himsdlf.
To presat not himsdf—not his raw persond
emotions and reflections, nor the images latent in
his unconscious—but the thing observed.

We often goesk as though novels were composed
of characters and plot. What they are composed of
IS words. To regenerate the novel meas re-
generating the language. Here is a santence by a
serious and thoughtful modern novelist. 'He made
even this mob of posh young men look gauche
and uncouth, as though one saw a fragile, perfect
datuette walking through a field of prize cattle.'
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Now, without reading the whole book, that sntence
IS enough to warn us that the character described
in these words is much less interesting and sig-
nificant than the author wants to meke us believe.
The dovenly wording, and the use of a clumsy
inexpressve metaphor, are sufficient evidence that
the writer's thoughts were confusad and his fedling
poor and thin. Alert and sengtive fedings would
have warned him that a Satuette walking through
afield would look far more out of place—'gauche
and uncouth'—than the cattle. If we ae going
to have a new attitude to life we nead to look very
caefully a the words we use. We nead words
that are things. And new and unexpected com-
binations of words to bring out the meaning—as
sharply asit is brought out in a documentary film
by the choice of ggnificant detail and the angle
from which the pictureis made.

A passge in a new novel—The World Ends,
by William Lamb—says much of what | want to
sy. The only salvation for literature is to go-
back to the beginning. | No descriptions of scenery
—except when it is necessary to explain that there
was no water in the hillsand the men were dropping
off from thirst, or that in the pass one machine-gun
could hold up all the troops a murderous govern-
ment wes able to send.  Or you may say that the
sawas cruel or ascold asice—or that agirl's eyes
ae "like the eyes of a kitten." But that's all.
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The dories themsdves must be honest passonae
acoounts of a man's conflict with danger, cruelty,
injustice, and the earth itself. Nothing dse is
worth discovering. Nothing dse matters. | don't
want to read one more novel in which the characters
wallow in money and fdse emotions—wax modes
—coommonplace sentimental young women imagin-
ing themsdves ironical—or in which everything
red is sacrificed to the "brilliant atmosphere”, or
smothered in " charming descriptions of the country
Mr. Spaiterdash knows so well, etc." They make
me ashamed. | want to tear off amosphere and all
theres of it, like pulling the clothes off asick man
to s&= what's the matter with him.'

There are no short cuts to the regeneration of a
language. No tricks are any ue. Hereis a quota-
tion from another recent novel. The writer is
trying to convey aman's disturbed sate of mind.

\ .. walking towardsthe library he was thinking
glad
s
glad
sd
glad
sd glad sad glad sad glad glad sad glad sd glad
sd glad sad glad sad gladsadgladsadgladsadgladsad
gladsad, without truly finding out which he was.'

This method is completely indefensble. Y ou
might say that it is the pointillist method of painting
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applied to writing. But pointillism in painting
depends on depths of light, and on the placing and
composing of colours and forms. There ae in
writing no visual depths, and inwriting of thissort
there are no aurd depths ether. It is possble to
produce an effect of depth by merely aura means—
by the arangement of vowel sounds. But this
makes sound the determining factor in writing, a
thing not defensble in prose. Sound cannot be
the determining cause in poetry, either: a poet's
words ae given to him a some level of his con-
siousess on which the sound is itself determined
by the emotion.

New snses a new conception of life, new
fedings, demand a perpetud search for words and
phrases not rubbed thin by misuse or vulgarised
by advertisement-writers. We nead a literature in
cosx touch with the language of non-literary
activities. When the wife of an unemployed ssamen
sys to me: 'By Thursday |I'm ashore for food',
deis using an image as vivid, as living, as ay in
Shakepeare We need to find thee images.  |If
we cannot regenerate the noved—because the task
IS impossble or too difficult for us—we can keep
the language alive for the novelist to whom it will
be natura to think in anew way. In the meantime
only those novdists ae worth* troubling about
who are trying to become more avare of what is
happening to us. Trying to convey their know-
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ledge with the grestest possble exadtness and
emotiona relevance. Trying, as Lawrence sad,
' to lead into new places the flow of our sympathetic
constiousness'  The others are dead, and it ssams
apity that they are not buried.

1937-






/ shall not say anything about this.



Fragment of an (Unwritten)
Autobiography

| NEVER wanted to write.

Thisis partly true. From one cause and another
—but chiefly because | had a hard time to get
myself to a university—I didn't, when | was very-
young, think of writing. Once only, when | was
at school, it had occurred to me that | might
become a poet. | wrote about two hundred lines
of a long poem in the metre of Hyperion. | can
remember nothing about it except that the last
word was 'Renunciation* After that, | suppose, it
became too difficult. About ten years ago | found
afar copy of it in a drawer and destroyed it.

At the university | wrote a thess on Blake:
about eighty thousand words. Most of it was
written during the summer vacation in Leeds, in
the admirable public library which contained, beside
books on Blake, Ellis and Yeats's large edition of
the Works. | remember that it was a very hot
summer. In the last week of the vacation | made
a fair copy of it at home, in Whitby, writing all

night the last two nights. My mother understood
312
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s0 well the need for this forced march that she got
me green tea, with which | kept myself avake.

As | remember it, that thess was abominably
written, in immense involved sentences | had no
notion how to write.

| kept this, my first ‘work’, for severd years.
The typescript was read by a few persons besdes
the university authorities. J. G. Wilson the book-
Sler was one of these, and it is in my mind that
he showed it to a publisher. He had—has—an
enthugastic kindness for young writers. The
original copy, corrected and interlined, lived in the
corner of a shelf in the dining-room of my first
house, exactly behind the coabox. It became
terribly dusty. When did | destroy it and the
typed copy? Did | destroy them, or were they
lost somewhere? | have no recollection. Certainly
they vanished years ago.

My ambition during this time was to be a don.
| worked and hoped for this. But in the end,
when | had taken a very good degree, no encourage-
ment was forthcoming from the only quarter where
it could come from. At the time | put this down
to my being a young woman, but doubtless there
were other very good reasons, not obvious to me,
| would not allow mysdlf to fed disgppointed, or
even to think about it. | took the reseerch scholar-
ship offered to me and wrote another thess—on
modern European drama this time, i don't know
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whether anyone told me to write in short sentences
this time. | am inclined to think | came to it
mysdf—the first time my mind took a e on
itsown.

In April, 1914, | was living in Kettering. My
book on drama had been packed off to the university
and | knew | should be rewarded for it with—
another degree. It was meagre comfort for the
moment. | saw no future for mysdf and my
hopes. Not that | admitted to mysdf even now
that | had been pased over by the authorities who
might have noticed me. My mind ignored all
that. It behaved like a newly-trapped wild animal.
A furious undirected energy possssed it.  Looking
back, | s mysdf as a hamless young fool. But
| daessy | was an intolerably resless companion.
| did not know what to do or which way to turn
to exgpe | hated Kettering, and quoted with
pleesure a line (of Bdloc's?) aout the Midlands
being 'sodden and unkind'.

It was unjust. This spring, the last of the old
world, the hawthorn was the finest | ever saw it;
the hedges were an unbroken wave of white blossom,
miraculous.

Since there was nothing dse | could do | began
to writeanovel. With my first sight of Kettering
| had made a vow not to say there a day longer
than | must. | refused to look for a house to live
in. Even then | had an instinctive horror of
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posessons—an ingtinct | have ignored to my
cost. So, we lived in a smal commercid hotel.
No one d<e livedin it. No one except me would
have dreamed of doing so. We had a dingy
smdl sitting-room of our own. | had a perpetud
grudge agang the landlady for mixing potato
pedings with the coad de dlowed me. | suppose
de did it to damp down the fire, but the smell
was ingdious and abominable. | daren't complain.
We pad so little, and we had with difficulty
persuaded her to take us.

With my large idess of what is barely necessary
for living on a day of less than fifty shillings a
weeK, | took out a subscription to the Times Book
Club. | had time, during the long days, for
plenty of reading and, as well, for the first time
| could read without a thesis in view. Everything
| reed stirred alittle the ferment in my mind. Novels
scacdy interested me. | got out one after another
the volumes of J. A. Symondss History of the
Renaissance in Italy and lived in it with an in-
describable excitement and pleasure. What vaue
the book hes as awork of scholarship | don't know,
but | owe it a debt | shal never pay in my turn.
If at this minute some young shabby girl, baffled
by her life, is recovering it in a book, it is little
likely to be one of mine.

With so much reading, and with days when |
was too redless to read, let done write, my first
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novel went slowly. | try to remember the mood
in which | began it. What did | think to do?
Certainly 1 was not interested in telling a story.
Nor, very much, in chaacters A large exadse
book survives (because it is still in use) from this
time, and contains two and a half pages of scattered
notes | mede for it. They follow no plan. Most
of them are now meaningless. What can one make
of this? 'A Lucretian millionaire, exploiting men
and their atoms."  Or this? 'Progress. Karl Marx.
Fabians. Mrs. Webb totea. Cloven hoof." Three
incidents are noted in a few lines, and there ae
even briefer idess for characters. | notice an odd
thing about these They ae none of them men
and women so much as embodied idess A number
of the notes concern the idess that possesssd me
then, in 1914. 'Coming struggle. Back to cage
tradition. Chaeosingead of order. No roots (even
reformers have no roots).’

Nothing would induce me to open the novel
itself, to s how many of thexe lightly scrawled
notes took form init. What is clear is that Nature
felt no more eager to make a noveist of me than
the university authorities to make me a don. No
plot, only digointed scenes. No characters, only
dry bones in the valey of my mind—the ideas
collected in years of ill-directed reading, borrowed
from the New Age, remembeaed from sudents
talk. There is a angle exception to make to this.
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One breath of life blew into the manuscript from
heaven knows where. For one moment my mind
shook off its preoccupation with other peoplées
thoughts, and mede an irresponsible gesture towards
freedom. 'l remember this later.

The War broke out. | moved to Liverpooal,
and the trap | had been evading cosed on me.
| took a house and becare its servant. | never do
anything by haves. Hating domesticity | was a
far more efficient housewife than any | have been
able to employ. | can't write or read in an untidy
room. The second half of my novel was written
in the intervals of scrubbing, cooking, washing up,
shopping. It was still not finished when my son
was born in the middle of 1915, in Whitby.

After this it gathered dugt in a corner of the
shdf for five months. In December | went to
Whitby again with my baby—and my manuscript,
pushed into our sutcase a the las minute. |
should have time there, | thought, to write. The
War was killing my friends and making every-
thing uncertain, but my mind and'body were too
young not to think of the future with hope for
myself.

"My Spoectrearound me night and day,
Like a Wild beast guards my way. . . .

My Spectre was a mind, ambitions, that gave me
no rest.
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In Whitby my six-months-old son caught
whooping-cough from my sSde. He took it
mildly, but he woke up and coughed at night. |
burned vapo-cresolene in our room, over a night-
light. One night | was kneeling on the floor,
resting my paper on the edge of a char in the
feddle tiny ring of light round the night-light.
Pat of my mind was a the door of my ea,
listening for the first sign of reslessness from the
cot. Suddenly a person, imagined and redl, broke
into my mind like a thief. A diseputable little
man, with a round bristling face, caled Poskett.
At firgt sight | knew al aout him. | knew he
had had trouble with his wife—and no wonder.
| knew his wesknessss his shocking habits, his
one endearing virtue. | crouched, scribbling like
a maniac, foolishly smiling. My chesks burned.
The child in the cot woke up, coughed and was
sick: | made him comfortable and went back to
Poskett, who, for that matter, had never been out
of my thoughts. | wrote until diffness in my
knees, cramp in my wrist, and the cold, drove me
shivering into bed.

Only a fraction of what at that time | knew
about him went into the book. It never occurred
to me that this fraction was the only touch of
redlity in the whole prepogterous thing. No one
told me so. | don't think a reviewer noticed him.
A pity.
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| didn't finish the book during this time. But |
wrote some varsss for it on the lasting passon of
my life (Whitby). One evening the dectric light
flickered out and on three times, and findly sayed
out, which wes the sgnd for the Zeppdins. In
the darkness, | found a piece of pgoar and & on
the floor with my back againg the leg of the table,
to catch a little light from the cande my Mother
s near her char. The 'poem' wes finished just
when the light came on again, and | read it to my
Mother. She admired it very much. Exhilarated,
| said: 'The poetess will now get supper ready.’
'Poetess indeed,’ she sad kindly. | half thought
| was one.

| finished the novel some time during 1916.
| don't remember much about this time, except
that | was adways too busy and often now too
tired to write. | usad to think about it some
times when | was whedling my son out. Inside
the front cover of the exerdse book | wrote down
phrases that occurred to me. | had begun to do
this in Kettering. | don't think many came to me
now. It was finished at last, and | made a typed
copy of it, working away with two fingerson a
rickety machine we had scrounged. This took a
good time.

When | left Liverpool for good in the spring
of 1917 the typescript went with me. It had
dready been rgected by one publisher—Duck-
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worth, | think. From Reading | posted it to
another. For the time being | wrote nothing more.
Novel-writing really did not interest me much.
| waited to sse what would happen to this one.

Mr. Fisher Unwin sat for me to go and s
him. | mede outwardly cadm inwardly nervous
preparations for the interview. | saw his Reeder
first, who talked to me very kindly. Did he tell
me to throw this novel awvay? | don't think so.
He couldn't have redised how impenetrable my
f-confidence was to kindness. Then | sav Mr.
Unwin himsdf, in one of those lovely Adelphi
rooms for which our latter-day barbarians have no
ue After some talk he suggested that | might
cae to offer him, say, my next sx noves. If he
had sad 'the next on€', | might have agread on a
rather onedded bargain, but the notion that |
might go on writing novel ater novel darmed me,
and | got up to go. Chamingly polite to an
uncouth young woman, he accompanied me to the
door and put in my hand a copy of The Way of
anEagle.

'I'l'l give you this,' he sad kindly. 'Read it,
and s= how anovel ought to be written.'

The manuscript—I left with it under my arm—
went somewhere dse Where? | have forgotten.
It came back. | sent it out again, from a Hamp-
shire village this time, to Congtable.

Surdy | must have kept, a leet for some



FRAGMENT OF AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY 321

months or years, the letter Constable wrote saying
that they were interested in it and would like to
g2 the author. It has vanished now. With the
self-doubt which lies deegper in me than my con-
fidence—but not deeper than a blind obstinacy—
| didn't assume that they were willing to publish
the book. | wrote and asked them if that was
what they meant. If it was not, | didn't mean to
spend train fare on another journey, and perhaps
be given a copy of another best-sdller to study.

Their answer still left a faint doubt in my mind.
| imagined, too, that when they knew that the
author was a young woman they would think less
of the book. | sent my husband up to interview
them, and to pose as Storm Jameson. | might
just as well have gone myself. The junior partner
in the firm was a young man called Michael Sadleir.
He easlly persuaded the truth out of the other
young man. | suppose | was pleased when | knew
certainly that my book was going to be published.
| have forgotten. But | am sure | took it coolly.
| never give myself away. Nor expect much good.
But | must, for atime, have felt alittle sfer.

My memory, that japer, has kept a small distinct
picture of myself crossing the sitting-room of
Michael Sadleir's London house. In the picture
the room is a mile long and to all intents and pur-
poses | cross it on my hands and knees. After
dinner 1 went through the manuscript and drew

X



322 CIVIL JOURNEY

my pencil through pessages he sad were silly and
must come out. My haf-redised contempt for
novel-writing made this essy to do. He knocked
four words off the title. | had cdled it The Pot
Boilsand the ScumRises,

Some weeks later, after the contract wes signed,
| had pressng need of money. There was nothing
new about this dae of things, but | had a new
idea for deding withit. | wrote to Congtable and
asked them for alittle money. | had adim notion
that this was an outrage. But, | sad to mysf,
they have got my book, which isworth something.
| was far from supposing that it wes less an ass
to the firm than a liability.

Anybody who bdieves that publishers—except
one or two perhagps—are not gentle-hearted good
men must drop his head for hame  They sent
me ten pounds. It meant, of course, that their
losses were ten pounds heavier than they would
have been.

The novel was published early in 1919. Trying
to fed my way back to what must have been a
time, however short, of excitement and expectancy,
| can recdl nothing. Nothing at all of the fedings
of an obscure young woman. | remember that |
sav no one during the early days whom | could
ek to about it. | don't suppose | minded that.
It wouldn't have suited me to show much interest,
or to be eyed.
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In my ignorance | was not surprised that it had
a great many reviews. | don't think it was much
praised, but it wes taken serioudy. On Michad
Sadler's advice | had sent a guinea to a press
cutting agency. | kept every review, bad and good,;
and kept them for a long time, too. Four or five
years. But | destroy everything in time—letters,
reviews, all that. Nowadays | get rid of them very
quickly—at once. | won't leave awrack of papers
behind when | die. | want, when | die, to dear
off without a trace. Sourlos versenkt. Nor do |
cae to drag about with me while | am dive a
growing burden of documents from my past. Go,
go, | sy, tearing up letters the moment | have
answered them, tearing up my notes for a book,
rgecting mementoes rubbing out where | can
every mark of mysdf on this eath | shdl leave
with such bitter anguish.

| should like to be dble to destroy every copy
of The Pot Bails, wherever it is. It is, I'm happy
to know, not in the ordinary way to be bought.
The copyright is mine, too, and' it can never be
reprinted, even if there were a competition for
Worst Novels. It was an unbdlievably bad book,
though perhgps not the worst | have written. Its
gngular bedness proves that | was not a born
novelist, but | think it has another lesson for the
young writer—and that is the importance he should
atach to being born into a literary or literary-
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overcrowded to a degree that he is lucky if he is
not suffocated in the first few minutes. If he is
noticed he can hope for thoughtful useful criticism
from, at mog, two or three quarters. Therest will
be no ue to him. The weekly reviews will not
notice him at all, unless he heslaid his lines before-
hand to bring themin.

The undeniable overcrowding is most serious
for an unfriended writer. His best hope isto make
friends in the right places quickly. Thisif heis
sendtive is a wade of energy and spirit, but it
may—I don't sy that it will—save him from
wasting his time working with care and passon at
a novel only to hear a few cadess words thrown
ater it as it 9nks for the lagt time. A society on
the point of dying of its vulgarity is no nursery
for a young serious writer. In this sng as in
ome others, his lot is harder than mine was in
1919. For money it could scarcdy be harder.
Ten pounds for more than three years work. And
that not earned.

| regret still that | did not become a don.

Postscript.

The few, the very few, documents | do not
destroy include the contracts for my books. | have
them all, neatly clipped with a rubber band. A
minute ago | had the curiosity to look in the
envelope marked 'Constable, The Pot Boils, |
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have found a pgoer which would certainly have
been destroyed if it had not hidden itsdf there all
these years—the Report of Duckworth's anonymous
reeder on the book. | wonder how | came by it.
Did | ak them for it? | was innocent enough to
have done that.

He wrote: 'This is a distinctly dever tract,
gibing a the young intdlectuds who "take up"
sodd reform. It is not SO much sdire as irony,
ad it is a difficult book to place. Amid much
devaness ad indght, there ae dreeks of Hdf-
constious gmatness and labouring of the point.
Still, 1 think it isworth some attention.

'I'tis loosdy condructed; darts nowhere; ends
nowhere; tries goparently to follow the French
mode of throwing in jabs of light on a given
gtuation from many agles. Each chapter intro-
ducss new characters, who regppear & odd moments,
and the characters ae 0 many and <0 ill-defined
that the reeder becomes confused in sorting them
out. They do not live; they ae just vehicles for
the author's theories and the expounding of his
theme.

‘Thereisno plot. The book just rambles round
the thoughts, ideds and druggles of a group of
young people from a northern university; ther
dissstigfaction with life as it is; ther forlorn
miseries over things that don't maiter.

'l think it should be conddered, though hardly
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for immediate publication. If this is afirst book,
it shows condderable promise, and the author
would in any cae | think be worth encouraging
for his next book. There would hardly be much
in this book, but the man can write and is worth
watching.'

‘The man' could not write. Being denied other
usss for his mind he fdl into the habit of writing.
A pity.

September 1938.
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