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DEDICATION

TO
E R

My old editor, F. C. Burnand, to whom a pun offered
irresistible attractions, said that the books which men
wrote about themselves fell into two categories, auto-
biography and ought-not-to-be-ography. | don't know yet
to which of these groups the present work belongs—no
doubt, if to the second, | shall be told—but, in any case,
it belongs to you.
E.V.L.






PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION, 1932

HY, at the age of sixty-three, | should be em-

barking upon this voyage into the past—and

especially since | have always vowed never to
do such a thing until I reached three score years and ten,
and most improbably then—may be very simply explained.
Suddenly stricken down by lumbago and for five weeks
unable to move without pain, | had to occupy myself with
a form of work practicable among pillows. Being too ill
to invent, always a matter of great difficulty to me, | found
it amusing to remember ; and since the lumbago was making
me at least ten years older | was a reminiscencer on my own
rigid terms.

As this is only arecord of a writing career, | have said
little about personal affairs. But | must confess that one
of my greatest griefs, which has followed me all my life,
has been to have to answer ' No' to the question, ' Are
you related to A. P. Lucas?' Latterly | have been
similarly piqued in having to deny kinship with St. John
Lucas, although in everything but blood we are united.
Nor can | ally myself with Margaret Lucas, Duchess of
Newcastle, that loyal lady ; or Sir William Lucas of Lucas
Lodge; orwiththe Hermit Lucas, whom Dickensinfuriated
by putting into an article; or with David Lucas, who
mezzotinted Constable.

Lucas is a surname said to be found in all European
countries, but my branch is English. My paternal grand-
mother was a Rickman, my maternal grandfather a Drewett
and my mother's mother a Pattison : all Quakers and of
Quaker stock. My brother Perceval, a genealogist by
profession, carried the four lines back a long way, through

vii



viii READING, WRITING AND REMEMBERING

ordinary and respectable walks of life, usually farming,
brewing or banking. A quiet drab level was in the main
kept, but now and then something more distinguished was
flung up: such as Thomas Rickman, the architect;
Thomas 'Clio' Rickman of Lewes, the reformer and
associate of Tom Paine; Samuel Lucas of Hitchin, the
brewer-painter; Thomas Hodgkin, the banker-historian;
Joseph Lister, afterwards Lord Lister, who put humanity
in his debt by the use of antiseptics; Rickman Godlee,
the surgeon; A. W. Verrall of Cambridge, the classica
scholar; Jeremiah Wiffen, the translator of Tasso; and
Roger Fry, the artist and critic.

| should like here to say, in so many words, what should
beimplicit throughout the book : that | cannot be sufficiently
grateful for the good fortune that has turned what is too
often called the drudgery of writing into a pleasure. For
the greater part of my literary life | have been able to choose
my own subjects and write nothing that | did not want to
write or that | did not believe. Hence | have driven the
quill with no less contentment than other men drive
trotting ponies or Bugatti cars. Few authors can have
been so lucky as | in blending recreation with livelihood.

PREFACE TO THE THIRD EDITION, 1933

T would be a great pleasure to me to write this book
afresh ; but that cannot be. In default of that |
may some day add a volume of greater intimacy, where

life comes before bookishness.

The text of this edition has been corrected and amplified
in various places and the course of the Hand of Death, in
the past year, marked.

E.V.L.



CONTENTS

FIRST READING e
' Poor Mary '—The Green Boy Book—Hans Christian
Andersen—Jacob  Abbott—Ann and Jane Taylor—
Sunday Books—' Ballantyne the Brave '—Frank R.
Stockton—The Spell of the Eighteenth Century—John
Timbs—' Hesba Stretton '—The World, of Wit and
Humour—Simple Poetical Needs—Taste in Fiction—A
Literary Censorship—Books with a_bedsde manner—
Ouida—George Eliot—Jane Austen—The Two Ladies—
The Irish Idiom—A Recipe for Retirement

FIRST LIVING AUTHORS

The Rev. James Pycroft—Alfred de Keyser—A Sussx
poetess—Edmund Yates—A. A. Dowty—Two Honour-
ables—William Black—George Augustus Sda—A bad
model—The Illustrated London. News—The Autocrat—
Amencan,mﬂueno%—JoaqumMlIIer—AfamHy%éizzle—
Obiter Dicta—Andrew Lang—The Shelley eti—
A literary duty—Matthew Arnold—The Ten O'Clock—
' HSns %reltggtann '—Halliwell-Phillips—Edward Garnett
—Dr. Garn

A BRIGHTON JOURNALIST

A mixed library—Early Verse—Shakespeare looks ahead
—First appearance in” print—Visions of fortune—A
uaker convention—Neville Figgis—James Knowles—
‘Wilde and a fase ascription—William Watson—
Raobbie Ross—A quarrel—The Colvins—Hugh Walpole's
Tribute—The Sussex Daily News—Vincent Brown—Mr.
Gladstone—Palitical  Or, or%—A House in disorder—
The Hawarden Horace—' Ad Dorotheam '—My first book
—Julia. Nellson—Beerbohm Tree—Little Red-Riding-
Hood—]. L. Toole—Lord Sheffield

LONDON BEGINNINGS

Harrln%t'on Square—University College—W. P. Ker—
A naughty sonnet—A. E. Housman—Richard Whiteing
—Theddore Watts—Walter Raleigh—William Bateson
—The Privateer—Some thera%| Recipes—Alphonse
Legros—Satirical | verses—'Poor Mr. Kipling'—Songs
of the Bat—A visit to the Globe office—T! hitefriars
Out)—David Christie Murray—H. W. Lulc_Y—guarrels
of ‘authors—Robert Buchanan—T. W. H. Crodand
—'Hugh Conway '—Edward V | | ascritic—The English
lllustrafed Magazine—F. Anstey—Lord Balfour's blind
spot—Clement” Shorter—Robertson Nicoll—Modern re-
viewing—Edmvmd Gose

IX



CHAP.

Vi

Vil

VI

X

READING, WRITING AND REMEMBERING

THE GLOBE

A promise kept—A momentous Wagner night—Algernon
Locker—R E. Francillon—Counsels on style—' By the
Way '—' Captain Grease'—Toil and recreation—Dr.
Garnett—The British Museum Reading Room—Thomas
Seccombe—Old Book shops—Wanley's Wonders of the
Little World—Catherine  Anwill—William Hone and
Rudyard Kipling—The four thrills—A private miscellany
—Bertram  Dobell—James Thomson and Francis
Thompson

FIRST PROSE BOOK

Early Verses on ' Old China —Bernard Barton—Edward
FitzGerald — Woodbridge — Ellen  Churchyard — Mrs.
Edward FitzGerald—Charles Lamb—A foundling—Over
bemerton's—-The scarcity of bookbuyers—Frederick
Locker-Lampson—A disastrous fire

CONCERNING LAMB

Reginald Smlth—CharIes Lamb and the Londs—A ' ras-
cally Lake poet'—Algernon Methuen—W. J. Craig—
Norman Moore—Stephen Gwynn— -Lamb's MSS.—W.
Carew |lazlitt—An evening visit to ' The Pines'- Swin-
burne and Watts-Dunton

CONRAD

A restaurant encounter- -Almayer's Folly—John Gals-
worthy—At Limpsfield—At Postgate—The Canterbury
Week—Lord Jim—William Archer—A visit to the
Temple—A. B. Walkley

MISCELLANEOUS BOOKS .

Poetry for children—Grant R|chards- 7he LIan‘p and
A. B. Walkley— The Open Road—William Hyde—Miss
M. C. G. Jackson—Domestic essays—An examination
paper in the writings of Charles Lamb—Early verses on
London—Books of Travel—' The Song of Solomon '
C—John Home—Nat Blaker- Old Sussex—The Vexatious
urator

TUE ACADEMY

Lewis Hind—Capricious patrons— Pegasus at Tatter-
sail's'—Lionel Johnson—-H. C. Bceching—A visit to W.
E. Henley—Francis Thompson—' What's Dunton ? '—
The desecrating purser—First realization of painting—
Charles  Whibley—George Moore—Bernard  Shaw—
Stephen Leacock at Hambledon—Alice Meynell -
Stephen Phillips—Maurice Hewlett

BARRIE AND OTHERS

The Little White Bird—Peter Pan's beginnings—The
Greenwood Hat— George Meredith—Henry James—A dis-
suasive blurb—Max Beerbohm—Baffled limners—Barrie
as a speaker—A Thames-side eyrie—A St. Andrew's Speech
Day—Mixed LL.D.'s—Dr. Ellen Terry—Barrie's cricket
team—Artists at the wicket— A. E. W. Mason—John
Galsworthy—Gabriel Wells

PAGE
104

.120

.132

145

.151

166

.181



X1l

X1

XV

XV

XVI

XVII

CONTENTS

ARNOLD BENNETT AND OTHERS

A useful impediment—e' Un Nouveau Dieu —Vlctorlan
furniture and the latest art—Wish Wynne—H. G. Wells
—A Georgian giant—Burlesques of Novels—A" Laconic '
—Maurice Baring—A musical lunch—Hilaire Belloc—
A new language—Triolets—Father Knox—Dedications

SHILLING NONSENSE

Harry Furniss—C. L. Graves—A satlrlcal partnership
—Lives of the 'Lustrious—Mock biography—The ' Inside
Completuar '—' John Phoenix ' found useful—Wisdom
While You Wait—Wisdom on the Hire System—England
Day by Day—Change for a Halfpenny—Napolio — Signs
of the Times—The Daily Mail through the Ages -Henry
VIIl, Noah, Nero and the Maid—//—Cricket under
Socialism—The Leonardo wax bust

WILLIAM D E MORGAN

A late flowering—Links with Lamb—Joseph Vance—
Domestic humours—Mary Webb—The Macdonald sisters
—The Mackails

THE WAR

A Hippodrome Revue—Flirtations with the Stage—
George Alexander's prudence--Methuen's Annual—Two
cases of prevision—The Louvain outrage—Sivollen-
headed William—John Lane and William Heinemann
—The Debt—An Italian mission—Outposts of Mercy—
A mock diary of the War—Humbert Wolfe's memory

ROUND THE WORLD

Roving East and Roving Weﬂ—HospltabIe India—Sir
Edwin Lutyens—A Lamb-like joke—The W. G. Grace
gates--An enthusiast for de Maupassant—My first
American interview—Lecturing for dollars—Sidney Lee
—Public Speaking—Dickens and Thackeray dismissed -
Squire Bancroft —Mark Twain—A Link with Dickens- -
Conrad in the machine—New Y ork hospitality—A. E.
Newton—Harry EIkin—R. B. Adam—Dr. Rosenbach —
Gabriel Wells -Charles W. Berry

PUNCH

' The Mahogany Tree —TennleI—George du Maurler—
F. C. Burnand—Owen Seaman—-F. Anstey—A. A. Milne
—Frank Reynolds—AIgernon Locker—Puns—' Evoe '
and ' A. P. H.'—-A parody of Hardy—George Morrow —
R. C. Lehmann and IL W. Lucy—Linley Sambourne—
Saint Walter—Outside contributors—A specimen article
—Big hitting—A cricket quatrain—A centenarian poetess

APPENDIX
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
INDEX

X1

193

209

271

278

301

316

330
3
333






LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

PLATES
FACING
PAGE
W. P. KER. By F. A. de Biden Footner . Frmamtiispi ece
SAMUEL  DREWETT . 10
FANTASTIC LANDSCAPE. By E. V. Craig 11
" BUTTON SNAP. By C Lovat Fraser 11
BERTRAM DOBELL L 32
JOSEPH CONRAD. By Muirhead Bone 33
By permission of P. & D. Colnaghi & Co.
FRANCIS THOMPSON. By the Hon. Neville Lytton 42
MAURICE HEWLETT. By J. Kerr Lawson 43
W. J. CRAIG 56
Photo: J. Russell & Sons, Ltd.
WILLIAM BATESON 57
ARNOLD BENNETT. By Sir Bernard Partrldge . 70
RUDYARD KIPLING. By Sir Bernard Partridge . 1
THOMAS  HARDY 84
W. E. HENLEY . 85
SIR SIDNEY AND LADY COLVIN . 100
A. E. W. MASON AND GABRIEL WELLS 101
Photo: Associated Press.
MAJOR THE HON. MAURICE BARING. By George Belcher,
ARA 114
STEPHEN  LEACOCK 115
By permission of John Lane The Bodley Head Ltd
C.L.G, E V.L.AND G. M. 128
A. A. MILNE AND E. H. SHEPARD 128
Photos: Howard Coster.
WILLIAM  ARCHER 129
Photo : J. Russell & Sons, Ltd
142

A ST. ANDREWS GROUP, 1922
Photo : Lafayette Ltd., Glasgow.

Xiii



xiv. READING, WRITING AND REMEMBERING

FACI NG
PAGE

SIR J. M. BARRIE AND DAME ELLEN TERRY

Photo: Central News. 143
SIR EDWIN LUTYENS. By Sir Bernard Partridge 160
CHARLES DICKENS AND LITTLE NELL. Statuary Group by

Edwin  Elwell e [
SIR OWEN SEAMAN . . . . . . 174
Photo: E. O. Hoppe.
R. C. LEHMANN. By Sir Bernard Partridge 175
SIRF. C. BURNAND. By SirBernard Partridge . 175
LINLEY SAMBOURNE. By Sir Bernard Partridge 175
SIR JOHN TENNIEL. By Sir Bernard Partridge 175
SIR BERNARD PARTRIDGE S 200
Photo : Howard Coster.
C. L. GRAVES. By Sir Bernard Partridge 201
L. RAVEN HILL. By Sir Bernard Partridge 201
W. A. LOCKER. By Sir Bernard Partridge 201
E. V. KNOX. By Sir Bernard Partridge . 201
A. P. HERBERT. By Sir Bernard Partridge 312
FRANK REYNOLDS. By Sir Bernard Partridge 313
GEORGE MORROW. By Sir Bernard Partridge 313
T. ANSTEY GUTHRIE. By Sir Bernard Partridge 313
THE SIX-CLUB MAN. By Max Bcerbohm 326
E. V. LUCAS . . . . . . 327
Photo : Howard Coster.
IN THE TEXT

" AMERICA READS " BUSTER BILL "' . . .27

A prophetic portrait of Mr. Maxton byG K. Chesterton
" SOME KIND U N C L E o 27

FromaDrawing by G. K. Chesterton.
LAST PAGE IN FACSIMILE OF MS. OF THE DEATH OF SIMON
FUGE . . . . . . . 197
By Amold Bennett.
BAROMETER-CLOCK FROM LUTHER'S HOUSE—CANDLE LIGHTED
BY LATIMER AND RIDLEY —THE POPE AS HE APPEARED TO
LUTHER—FONT WHERE LUTHER WAS CHRISTENED—
LUTHER'S BATH PACKED FOR TRAVELLING . . 216
From ' Wisdom While You Wait' (1903).



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS XV
PAGE
SIMPLE GOTHIC SHELTER FOR SHEEP AND LAMBS—SUBURBAN
GOTHIC CHURCH WITHOUT SPIRE . 217
From ' Wisdom While You Wait' (1903).
LORD ROBERTS WINS BEKKER'S ARISTOTLE .218
From ' Wisdom on the Hire System ' (1903).
"DON'T SHOOT YOURSELF, GRANFER ; THERE'S SURE TO BE A
CONSOLATION PRIZE' 219
From ' Wisdom on the Hire S/stem (1903)
CAPTAIN BULGER'S 'HEALTH RESORT' PIPE. By George
Morrow . . . . . . 221
From ' England Day by Day (1903).
THE 'CRCESUS' TROUSER STRETCHER. By George Morrow 222
From ' England Day by Day ' (1903).
LEGG'S BATH CABINET. By George Morrow 223
From ' England Day by Day ' (1903).
WESTMINSTER ABBEY AFTER SYNDICATION. By George
Morrow . . 225
From ' Change for a Halfpenny (1905).
ST. PAUL'S AFTER SYNDICATION. By George Morrow 226
From ' Change for a Halfpenny ' (1905).
COMBINED DINING AND BILLIARD TABLE. By George Morrow 228
From ' Sgns of the Times ' (1907).
| FMR. SARGENT HAD TAKEN PART I NTHEEXODUS. By George
Morrow . . . . . . . 241
From ' If ' (1908).
IF GEORGE ALEXANDER'S TROUSERS BAGGED AT THE KNEE.
By George Morrow 242
From ' If (1908).
| F EVERYTHING WERE KNOWN. By George Morrow 243
From ' If ' (1908).
| F POETRY PAID, By George Morrow 244
From ' If ' (1908).
| FCOLUMBUSHAD NEVER SEEN AN EGG. By George Morrow 245
From " If ' (1908).
| FBERNARD SHAW GAVE UP HISBEARD. By George Morrow 246
From ' If (1908).
NON ANGELI SED ANGLI (after Sir Joshua Reynolds). By
George Morrow . . . 248
From ' Farthest from the Truth ' (1909).
M R. CHESTERTON BECOMESA BOY SCOUT. By George Morrow 251
From ' Farthest from the Truth ' (1909).
THE STOLEN DIAMONDS. By Whiteleys . . . 253-270

From ' What a Life !"



xvi  READING, WRITING AND REMEMBERING

PAGE
'| SEE THE FALSE SIR EDWARD GREY . . . AND ON EITHER SIDE,
CATEGORICALLY DEMANDING THE BRITISH EMPIRE, THE
MAGNIFICENT FIGURES OF THE GERMAN EMPEROR AND THE
CROWN PRINCE." By George Morrow . . . . 286
From ' In Gentlest Germany ' (1915).
"VON TIRPITZ, WHOSE IMPRESSIVE WHISKERS HAVE BEEN
SO USEFUL AS A PATTERN TO THE DEVISERS OF SEARCH-
LIGHTS. By George Morrow . . . . .287
From ' In Gentlest Germany ' (1915).
CHRISTIANITY SHORTAGE. SCENE IN YESTERDAY'S QUEUE AT
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. By George Morrow . . 293
From * Quoth the Raven ' (1919).

FOUR PAGES FROM QUOTH THE RAVEN (1919). By George

Morrow . . . . . . . . 295-298
SERIOUS LAMP-POST SHORTAGE FOR PROFITEERS. By George
Morrow . . . . . . . . . 299
From ' Quoth the Raven ' (1919).
A N EPITAPH . . . . . . . . . 332

By G. K. Chesterton



READING, WRITING
AND REMEMBERING






READING, WRITING AND
REMEMBERING

CHAPTER |
FI RST READI NG

Poor Mary '—The Green Boy Book—Hans Christian Andersen—
Jacob Abbott —Ann and Jane Taylor—Sunday Books—' Ballantyne
the Brave '—Frank R. Stockton—The Spell of the Eighteenth
Century—John Timbs—' Hesba Stretton '—The World of Wit and
Humour—Simple Poetical Needs—Taste in Fiction—A Literary
Censorship—Books with a bedside manner—Ouida—George Eliot
—Jane Austen—The Two Ladies—The Irish Idiom—A Recipe for
Retirement

NOT counting nursery rhymes or hymns, the first
Npiece of literature with which | became acquainted
was—as was once the case with so many children
written by Jane Taylor of the Taylor sisters, Ann and
Jane ; whose function is now largely in the hands of A. A.
Milne. It was a little poem sung to me by my mother,
beginning:
' Before the bright sun rises over the hill,
In the cornfields poor Mary is seen,
Impatient her little blue apron to fill
With the few scattered ears she can glean.'

Jane Taylor and her composer were in this poem providing
at any rate one reader—no, not reader, listener—with an
undercurrent throughout a life that is now in its seventh
decade. | am not sure that

" Impatient her little blue apron to fill'
I
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is not still my favourite line in poetry. It is chalenged
only by

' Before the bright sun rises over the hill' :

a moment that we all are always waiting for.

' Poor Mary ' belonged to the parlour. Upstairs we were
regaled with less tranquil rhymes, for we had a nurse who
had by heart the terrifying prophecies of Mother Shipton :
a popular seer of the day, less constructive than Old Moore,
with what would now be called an annihilation complex.

' The world unto an end will come
In eighteen hundred and eighty-one '

—that gloomy forecast was among Mother Shipton's
poetical works. Only a few years to go and there would
be nothing, nothing! It was a long time of grace—say
seven years, and seven years is an eternity when we are
very young—but all the same the threat was frightening
and chilling. Let us hurry downstairs, to the comfort and
security of the present moment.

To name our ' firsts ', even though it is not too easy, is
always easer than to name our 'seconds\ What piece
of literature came after ' Poor Mary ' | cannot say; my
mind is divided among many, all again listened to rather
than read, for my mother was a constant reader-aloud and
we had many poetry books. | can remember much in a
range wide enough to comprise ElizaCook's' Old Arm-chair’,
'Hiawatha', Wordsworth's ' Drink, pretty creature, drink ',
" John Gilpin', Southey's ' Lodore ', and the verses about
Old Kaspar and little Wilhelmine, in whichit always seemed
to me wrong that he should have been so ignorant. The
sources of battles surely must have been worth inquiry.
There were also several odds and ends of rhymes which
have remained in the memory, one of which ran :

' The horse bit his master.
How came it to pass?
He heard the good pastor

Say "All flesh is grass." '
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And then there was the rhyme which a want of punctua-
tion turned into magnificent nonsense: 'l saw a pea
cock '. 'l saw a peacock ' it begins :

"I saw a peacock with a fiery tale
| saw a blazing comet drop down hail
| saw a cloud wrapped up with ivy round
| saw an oak tree creep along the ground
| saw a pismire swallow up a whale
| saw the sea brimful of nutty de

| saw a Venice glass . . . .

The trick, which it was such a triumph to explain to
bewildered contemporaries, was the absence of a full-stop
at the peacock. ' saw a peacock ' is a definite statement,
unrelated to the rest of the poem. The fiery tale was the
comet's ; the hail was the cloud's; and so forth.

The very first book | can remember is a comic German
picture-book about bad boys; a rival of Smwwelpeter, |
should guess, but | liked it better. We called it ' The Green
Boy Book ' because one of the boys was dressed in a green
tunic. He and his companion had started a barrel—Dio-
genes own tub, in fact—rolling after them down hill, and it
caught them up, went over them and left them flat. Really
flat, like sheets of paper. | never tired of that tragedy. |
rather think ' The Green Boy Book ' wasthework of Wilhelm
Busch, the German artist who was the real inventor of the
progressive comic series which it is customary to attribute
to Caran d'Ache and which everyone now attempts. ' The
Green Boy Book ' was seen only when | was visiting my
maternal grandmother and was her one vehicle for the
beguilement of her grandchildren. It was kept locked up
in a cupboard and brought out only as a favour. Its sole
companion in that cupboard, from which passages were
read every morning after breakfast, in place of the Bible,
was a folio Josephus. Strange bedfellows.

' The Green Boy Book ' came before | could read and
had to be explained. Then came the books to which we
listened—which probably are the best of all—and then
those that | read to myself, by the thousand.
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Of those to which we listened, let me begin with Hans
Andersen, whom | much preferred to Grimm. | have
since discovered that the two writers are not to be grouped
together, because whereas the Grimms were primarily
students of folk-lore, Andersen was a naughty old satirist.
None the less—or rather because—Andersen's name should
have letters of gold, for he was the most honoured of all.
Other writers did their best, and for a while seemed to
conquer and sway ; but they did not satisfy : sooner or
later came cries for ' Big Claus and Little Claus’', or ' The
Wild Swans', or ' The Travelling Companions’, or ' The
Brave Tin Soldier', or ' What the old man does is always
right', or my own favourites, ' The Nightingale' and
'The Tinder Box '. Nothing of that quality in Grimm.
I was very fond too of Ruskin's King of the Golden River,
a story about three brothers and their adventures. No
story about three brothers with different characters can
go very far wrong, just as no story can go wrong where a
weakling who is bullied takes boxing-lessons. And another
book | never tired of hearing was Harriet Martineau's
Young Settlers.  This was about a flood. No story about
a flood can go very far wrong. A terrible flood, with
haystacks swirling along, and mattresses and babies in
cradles rushing down in mid-current.

We aso had a whole series of books by an American
named Jacob Abbott, called the Franconia Stories, about
Phonny and Madeline and Stuyvesant and a wise handy
Swiss boy named Beechnut, who could make anything with
a pocket-knife and always said, 'Well'. '" Well," said
Beechnut \ | wonder if Jacob Abbott as a writer exists
to-day. He had a curious quality as a narrator, taking
you minutely into his confidence over every particular and
making the most trivial details absorbingly interesting.

Then we had, for fun, the ' Alice' books and Helen's
Babies, and, for terror, the Original Poems of Ann and
Jane Taylor. 1 still turn cold when | think of the story of
the Little Fisherman who, by way of judgment for having
caught a fish, was himself suspended by the throat on a
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meat-hook in the larder. Very unfair, but never to be for-
gotten, even though one continued to angle; and | still
never s an orchard in September, with the apples catching
the light, without thinking with a shudder of the ballad
of the boys and the mantrap. But the story | liked best
was ' Greedy Dick'. There was a splendour, an affluence,
a freedom, about the first stanza which filled me with envy :

"" 1 think | want some pies this morning,"
Said Richard, stretching himself and yawning.'

These are the opening lines, and they display a voluptuous-
ness which, in our home circle, may frequently have been
felt but was rarely expressed and never gratified. ' Some '
pies too ; not one pie. In the next couplet recklessness
and licence join the scene :

' So down he threw his slate and books
And sauntered to the pastrycook's.'

That was a Richard worth being. When he got to the
pastrycook's, he spent all his money in gorging and so had
nothing left for a poor beggar.

Many years later, as it happened, | was to edit the com-
pletes! collection of the verses of the two Taylor sisters
and their friend Adelaide O'Keefe that has yet appeared—
urged thereto by Swinburne, in a long letter in their praise,
which unhappily no longer exists.

Reverting to the frightening influences in the books of
those days, there was nothing to equal the horror com-
municated by Southey's ballad of Bishop | lat to cornered
in his castle by rats. | was not 0 moved again till Edgar
Allan Poe arrived with ' The Fall of the House of Usher '
and ' The Cask of Amontillado ".

We had Little Women and Little Men read to us, and later
came three glorious books which | hope are still in nursery
libraries—Marryat's Children of the New Forest, Hawthorne's
Tanglewood Tales and Kingsley's Heroes. | used to think,
and still do, that Theseuss forgetfulness about hoisting the
right sail after he had killed the minotaur was one of the
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saddest things that could possibly happen. Among the
other tragedies met with in early reading which still make
me shudder, is the mistaken killing of thefaithful hound in
the ballad ' Beth Gelert' and the fate of the beautiful girl
in ' The Mistletoe Bough ', where with the saddest story is
dso the saddest music. But the wretched frustrated
Chatterton, in the play which Wilson Barrett used to per-
form, finding a publisher for his poems and a beloved for his
heart the minute after he has swallowed the fatal draught
of poison : he was heart-breaking, if you like, even though
Wilson Barrett was fat and Little Lord Fauntleroyish and
thirty years too old for the part.

Those were week-day books. On Sunday, of course,
there were different ones: ' Sunday books ' in short. My
home being strictly Sabbatarian, we might read—or listen
to—only what had a religious bearing, and if we used the
paint-box it was to illumine texts, and if we played it had
to be what were known as Sunday games. Capping verses
from the Bible, for instance. The result was that | then
longed for Monday as much as | longed for Sunday after
| grew up. For not only were there these restrictions, but
Sunday meant services and best clothes too. One of our
Sunday books, | remember, was called Frank: the Sory
of a Happy Life. | remember it for two reasons, one
being the incorrigible piety of Frank's brief career, as
described by his mother—he was, | should guess, a con-
sumptive—and the other that the frontispiece was an
actual photograph. This sometimes happened in publish-
ing in those days, but even then—I was six—it seemed
wrong. Most of the models held up to us in Sunday books
died young. Is that, | wonder, still the case? Or have
Sunday books ceased to be ?

The Fairchild Family was not on our list ; indeed | did
not open it until many years later, when it had become an
accepted object of derision. But we had many stories by
a writer who called herself A. L. O. E., and my mother
kept at her bedside a volume of religious poems by Frances
Ridley Havergal, with the perusal of which she began every
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day. There were adso Ministering Children and The
Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta Family and Little Henry
and his Bearer and Jessica's First Prayer and Little Meg's
Children and The Wide Wide World and Queechy—all
suitable for Sunday. The Swiss Family Robinson, A Peep
behind the Scenes, and Black Beauty were, | fancy, on the
border-line. Black Beauty, the autobiography of a horse,
always made me cry. Then there was The Sory of a Short
Life, by Mrs. Ewing—that was pathetic too and therefore
suitable to the Day of Gloom.

Just a word about one of the authors mentioned, for it
illustrates an interesting subject, the choice of pseudonyms.
The real name of Hesba Stretton, who wrote Jessica's First
Prayer, Little Meg's Children and fifty other books, was
Sarah Smith, and she was not only a contributor to All the
Year Round under Dickens, but became a protegee of his.
Having come to the decision that Sarah Smith was an
undistinguished name, she looked about for another, and
just as Dickens had taken 'Boz' from a family mis-
pronunciation of' Moses ', so did she begin at home. Hesba
was composed of the initial letters of her five brothers and
sisters, in their order of age; Stretton she took from
Church Stretton in Shropshire.

All the books that | have already mentioned were read
to us. When | could at last read to myself, | found endless
solace and refreshment in a book of almost folio size, given
to me by my mother as a birthday present, entitled The
World of Wit and Humour, edited by George Man ville Fenn.
This provided an introduction to a number of writers who
would have to be well explored later—among them Oliver
Wendell Holmes (‘The Wonderful One-hoss Shay'), Mark
Twain, Bret Harte (' The Society upon the Stanislaus ' and
'The Heathen Chinee'), Artemus Ward, Charles Godfrey
Leland (' Hans Breitmann '), Josh Billings, Charles Dudley
Warner, Henry S. Leigh, W. S. Gilbert, the two Tom
Hoods, Arthur Sketchley, who had invented a voluble
and opinionated British matron named Mrs. Brown,
Douglas Jerrold, who had preceded him with Mrs. Caudle,
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and George Augustus Sda (' The Conversion of Colonel
Quagg).

I must have read these pages with the most complete
concentration, for | can still remember two of the small
jokes with which its interstices were filled. Just as an
indication of the caprice of the memory, which lets so
much grain slip and retains so much chaff, | quote one of
them now. It accompanied a picture of a young angler
being accosted by a long-haired poet. Says the poet,
" Ho, Adolphus, art thou enticing the finny race to engulf
in their denticulated jaws a barbed hook to which is affixed
a dainty allurement?' And the boy replies, ' No, sir,
I'm fishing." That | thought this pomposity exceedingly
funny at the time is proved by the fact that | learned it
by heart. Obliquely it may have been a lesson, for it is
not impossible that the seed of an aversion from long
words and elaborate diction was then sown.

When | could read to myself, my first favourite was
R. M. Rallantyne: 'Ballantyne the brave', as Stevenson
caled him ; and then, | think, came Kingsley's Hereward
the Wake and Westward Ho ! and Tom Brown's School Days,
which | thought as sadly impaired by the entry of Arthur
as Huckleberry Finn by the interferences of Tom Sawyer.
Captain Mayne Reid was a stand-by, and so was his name-
sake Talbot Baines Reed, after his arrival in the Boys Own
Paper with The Adventures of a Three-Guinea Watch. Had
there not been his Fifth Form at . Dominic's, | don't
suppose that I, as well as thousands of other boys, would
have taken to school journalism. Of course | read Eric
and . Winifred's by Canon Farrar, but | never believed
in them ; Talbot Baines Reed was the authentic school-
novelist. Somewhere in the back of my mind is the name
of Mrs. Eiloart, associated also with acceptable stories of
school life early in my independent reading career. One
of her books was called Chris Fairlie's Boyhood, and it
was excellent. There was also a fascinating book called
The Swan and Her Crew, about boys building their own
boat and sailing it on the Norfolk Broads.
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All Marryat | devoured. Mr. Midshipman Easy |
revelled in, and Peter Smple. | doubt if they are read
by small boys to-day. To-day | fancy that small boys
read what has been especially written for them, by the
Ballantynes and Hentys and Kingstons and Manville
Fenns of the moment, or they read the magazines. ~ Sherlock
Holmes and his derivatives were after the time of which
I am writing. But | would not give Smedley's Frank
Fairlegh for all the detective storiesever devised. That was
a book | could not put down, followed by Lewis Arundel
and Harry Coverdale's Courtship. There was not only an
exciting story in those books; there was life. Billiard
sdloons, drink, without anything to skip. Charles Lever
| devoured too—Charles 0' Motley and Harry Lorrequer and
Tom Burke of Ours—which were second only to Smedley's.

But how perilous it is to return in maturity to the
enchanting pages of our childhood | have just discovered,
by the rash act of reading, or trying to read, Frank Fair-
legh again. And in doing so | made the odd discovery that
Ouida, when she wrote her first novel, Held in Bondage,
went to Smedley for her picture of a private tutor's.

And then there were the Harrison Ainsworths. It was a
glorious moment when | discovered Ainsworth. | read
them all, some in first editions with Cruikshank's plates.
Mauger the headsman sharpening his axe in The Tower
of London, and Heme the Hunter in a thunderstorm in
Windsor Castle, | can still see whenever | close my eyes for
that delectable purpose. Oliver Twist was made more
memorable by Cruikshank too. But before | came to
Dickens and Thackeray there was a time more glorious
even than when, two or three years earlier, Ainsworth had
satisfied every need; and this came with The Three
Musketeers. Ainsworth to Dumas is as water to wine.
| know now, and | suspected it then.

| read Lytton—not My Novel and The Caxtons, but Rienz
and The Last Days of Pompeii and Kenelm Chillingly and
Zanoni. | read Charles Reade. | read Scott, but not
after Dumas. | mean at that time. Afterwards 1 found
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him again, but 1 am one who prefers his Journal to his
novels. There is indeed no book that | did not attempt.
I could even read Henry Cockton's Valentine Vox, although
it tried one's credulity rather high. The same author's
Sylvester Sound beat me, but | got through Samuel Warren's
Ten Thousand a Year, although always fairly sure that
Tittlebat Titmouse was a bad choice of name for the hero.
Theodore Hook's Gilbert Gurney | found too high-spirited.
Cuthbert Bede's Verdant Green, however, | remember liking.

Since | have referred to books that | could not read, let
me confess here to a blind spot for Surtees. Again and
again have | tried to find sustenance or refreshment in
Jorrocks & Co., but in vain. On the other hand | can read
the horsey pages of Surtees pet aversion ' Nimrod ', whom
he called Pomponius Ego, by the hour.

That so many odd books should have been accessible
may be a matter of surprise; but | was a great borrower
(adlways punctiliously returning) ; | spent my pocket-
money on sixpenny editions, of which there were in those
days very many ; and | found in a back street in Hove a
cheap circulating library. There was adso a shilling
Shakespeare, published by Dick : everything complete.

What | never looked at, except in the cricket season, was
a newspaper. Like most small boys | knew the initials
of every amateur and the Christian names of the pro-
fessionals, and having seen what they had done yesterday
my interest in the outside world evaporated.

When | was about fourteen | was bitten by the Americans
and for a while read nothing else. | read all Mark Twain
but of course liking Huckleberry Finn the best, all Bret
Harte, Poe's Tales, Uncle Remus. And the more farcical
funny men too: Max Adeler, who for a while was my
favourite, and Artemus Ward, and The Banbury Newsman,
and A Bad Boy's Diary, and a writer | have never heard
of since, named Stanley Huntley, who described the ad-
ventures of a Mr. and Mrs. Spoopendyke and seemed to me
to have influenced Jerome K. Jerome not alittle. Another
American author whom | pursued was that curious fantastic
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humorist Frank R. Stockton, beginning with Rudder Grange
and the volume of short stories containing ' The Lady or
the Tiger ?'. | had at one time all his books, assembled
with no little difficulty ; but to-day, such is the power of
the borrower, | have not one. He was not for every taste
—his processes were too slow and stealthy for readers of,
say, Max Adeler or Mark Twain—but | personally wanted
more and more and must some day revive the old im-
pressions. His gift of grave absurdity, making impossibility
meticulously real, was never employed with more relish on
the author's part than in the story called ' The Casting-
away of Mrs. Leeks and Mrs. Aleshine ', which | remember
using as a test-piece among my friends to see whether
they really could appreciate nonsense or not. | wonder
if anyone reads Stockton now. Stevenson, who used 'to
rejoice in him ', wrote these four lines in his honour :

"My Stockton if | failed to like,
It were a sheer depravity,
For | went down with the " Thomas Hyke "
And up with " Negative Gravity ".'
What a lot of authors who were popular in the eighteen
eighties, and particularly those that | liked best, seem to
be out of print! Does this reflect upon my taste? A
disquieting thought.

Mention of Stevenson brings me to Treasure Idand,
which | read directly it was published, in 1882, when | was
fourteen. Even more excited was | by the same author's
New Arabian Nights, published in the same year. But his
two books which | most cherished and read again and again
were the Inland Voyage and the Travels with a Donkey,
which I still have in pocket editions with a frontispiece by
Walter Crane. They were published in 1878 and 1879
respectively, but | cannot say when I first read them. Not
until after | had read both Sterne's Sentimental Journey
and Kinglake's Eothen, for | can remember thinking them
better than either, by which of course | mean more appealing
to me.
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| dso knew, probably long before many English readers
—because it was not until Colonel John Hay became
American Ambassador to the Court of St. James that
his early work was published here—the Pike County
Ballads, and at this day | could give a reciter in doubt
the next line in 'Jim Bludso', 'Little Breeches' or
' The Mystery of Gilgal'. It was very exhilarating, only
the other evening, to be matching memories of Hay's
poems with the Master of the King's Musick, Sir Edward
Elgar.

School readers dso played their part in forming literary
preferences, although probably they are stronger in the
other direction. | remember in particular two extracts,
one of which | hated and one of which I liked and returned
to again and again. Both were by Americans. The piece
which | hated was called ' One Niche the Highest' and
described how the indomitable Elihu Burritt, as a boy,
climbed awall. Theother wasabout English life a century
ago and a country gentleman named Master Simon, whom
I found afterwards at fuller length in Washington Irving's
Bracebridge Hall, which comes half-way between Addison
and Steele's Roger de Coverley papers and the poems of
Austin Dobson.

I have mentioned many of the regular accepted books
which young readers rind for themselves on their parents'
shelves or are told about by their contemporaries. Now and
then chance brings something exceptional, such as, in my
own experience and very early, a crowded volume of stories
of illustrious persons, called A Century of Anecdote, by John
Timbs. The eminent people were classified- authors,
artists, statesmen, doctors, actors—and practically all were
of the eighteenth century. It was my first glimpse of that
enchanting period, which a series of high lights such as
was provided by this carefully selected series of amusing
occurrences and witty replies made even more attractive.
Very easy reading, too, for no story occupied more than
half a page. It was in this book that | first met Garrick
and Dr. Johnson, Goldsmith and Reynolds, Eoote and
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Sheridan, Wilkes, George Selwyn and Charles Lamb.
Looking into the Dictionary of National Biography | find
that Timbs, my benefactor, was born in 1801 and was the
author of no fewer than a hundred and fifty books. Among
his many compilations, Things not Generally Known, 1856,
second series, 1859, might be worth reprinting, unless |ater
journalists, who have found him to be a little goldmine,
havemadeit all ssemold. Inthelist givenin the Dictionary
the Century of Anecdote does not appear. Timbs died in
1875, just as | was beginning to read him, in ' considerable
poverty'.

I find among my early rhymes, which had a way of
being sententious, this effort to record the transition stage
between frivolous and more serious reading :

" Youth's thoughts on books arc seldom set
Upon the noblest, best.
His standard is not high, as yet,
Nor is his mind impressed
With finest thoughts, with grandest deeds ;
The most exciting tales he reads.

As time rolls on, with pain he learns
His swans were mostly geese,

To wider streams he gladly turns,
Whose torrents will not cesse.

'Tis then his mind and taste will thrive ;

" When half gods go, the Gods arrive "'

Thinking about it now, the mystery is how | found the
time to read so much and keep my eyesight and lead any
other kind of life as well. | was shy and retiring, but not
unsociable. The call of the open air was stronger than
any book.

During the years of which | am thinking—between the
ages, say, of eight and fourteen—I read little but prose.
Like Aurora Leigh, | did not chance upon the poets until
the time was ripe. But | had taken some steps towards
Parnassus. We had the regular poetry books at school,
of course, and at home Longfellow and Hood and Macaulay's
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Lays, and the Bab Ballads and the Ingoldsby Legends (one
of which, ' The Execution', | received sixpence from my
uncle, Samuel Drewett, to learn by heart). At how early
an age | used to hear him repeat Burns's lines that follow,
| cannot determine ; but gradually | had them by heart too,
long before | ever opened the volume they are in:

' To catch dame Fortune's golden smile,
Assiduous wait upon her ;
And gather gear by ev'ry wile
That's justified by honour ;
Not for to hide it in a hedge,
Not for a train attendant ;
But for the glorious privilege
Of being independent.’

To gather gear ! He gathered little enough himself, but
he was tireless in helping others to that end.

As for the real poets that | read to myself, they came
much later, the way to them being paved by Austin
Dobson, who for a year or so after | had broken from
fiction did all that | wanted in verse until Browning and
Matthew Arnold arrived.

Another favourite was William Barnes, of Dorsetshire,
for whose simple homely verses | had for a while the
deepest admiration. They formed, indeed, the subject of
my earliest critical essay.

All the poetry that | now want could be compressed into
three volumes, one to consist of Shakespeare, one the
iirst Golden Treasury, and the third a miscellany containing
much Matthew Arnold, FitzGerald's Omar, most of A. E.
Housman, some Browning and a little of Hodgson, of
De La Mare, of Edna St. Vincent Millay and of Alice
Meynell.

Let me finish this section on early tastes by saying that
as a reader to-day, all these years later, | still want books
to be cheerful and amusing. Authors may be as satirical
and ironical as they please, but directly they become
pathological | drop them. Xhisis not because | am afraipl
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of facts as facts, but because in my opinion the novel is
not the place to expose them. .Moreover the half-truth is
a nuisance, and not even the”sternest realist would be
allowed to tell all. Theresult is a carefully selected parade
'of detail; a compromise between science and fiction,
which, to me, who hate compromise, is nauseating. Should
a novelist of genius arise and in a passion of sincerity tear
away every veil, | might do homage ; but he has not been
sen yet. Meanwhile, the adroit novelists of talent, cal-
culating the risks and being as candid as they dare, give me,
who read for pleasure, no pleasure at all.

But apart from matters of sex, how can a story within
the ordinary limits of a seven-and-sixpenny volume tell
anything, or hope to tell anything ? We live in seconds,
every one of them pages long, with unspeakable thoughts
playing within us like a weaver's shuttle. No recorder
could cope with such seething mobility, even if he had all
the paper in the world to write on. Why, then, try ?
Let the story-teller, in Sir Philip Sidney's words, come
unto us 'with a tale, which holdeth children from play,
and olde men from the chimney corner.' Or in the words
of a living poet, let the story-teller carry 'tired people
to the Islands of the Blest .

All the same, | should not support a censorship, at any
rate, in England, not even to protect the minds of the young.
Like attracts like far more than it creates like ; and there-
fore the mischief—if it is mischiefF—has probably been
done. To use a word without which no earnest advanced
novel is now complete, a reader does not become a ' sadist
through perusal of the monotonous pages of the Marquis
de Sade; it is because he is that way inclined that he
perseveres. Besides, in England there is always the Press,
or Public Opinion, and the Law, to keep things fairly
sweet; and being a nation of busy-bodies, with, too many
of us, nothing dse to do, it is difficult for any lapse from
virtue or rectitude or good form, in others, to* escgpe notice.
Our old friends ' Paterfamilias’, ' Pro Bono Publico ' and
* Mens Sana in Corpore Sano ' are bound to spot it. Mean-
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while the principal national industry, trying it on, will
continue to flourish.

| still read new novels, but the books that | like best afc
biographies, personal reflections and reminiscences. | agree
with Pope that the proper study of mankind is man.
Bos well and Pepys, The Citizen of the World, Hazlitt,
Lamb, Horce Subsecivce, the memoirs of William Hickey,
the memoirs of Alexandre Dumas, Sir Walter Scott's
Journal, Haydon's autobiography, Charles Young's memoairs,
and The Sory of San Michele by Axel Munthe (to name a
recent example)—these are the books | like best and can
return to : the books with the best bedside manners.

Considering how well treated | had been, in early days
as a reader, by Miss AUcott, and Miss Edgeworth, and Miss
Martineau, and the Misses Taylor and Mrs. Eiloart, it is
odd that suddenly, in the late teens, | should discover that
any book with a woman's name on the title-page was
unreadable, or rather was not to be attempted at all. A
very blind spot. This kept me from much good literature.
From Miss Broughton, for example. Also from Ouida,
of whom most that | know was derived from short stories
by her which a master at one of my many schools read to
us when he was bored by the task of imparting knowledge,
of which he had so little that we were aware of it. ' A Dog
of Flanders', ' A Leaf in the Storm', ' Two little Wooden
Shoes '—all these he read, and | suspect with some dramatic
skill, for he had most of us in tears.

This absurd and indefensible prejudice against all
feminine writers but Marjorie Fleming kept me aso, until
many Yyears had passed, from George Eliot and Jane Austen.
George Eliot, when the time came, | read and admired and
occasionaly rejoiced in, particularly in the rustic con-
versationsin Slas Marner, in Mrs. Poyser, and in the Scenes
of Clerical Life (probably the best book with the worst
title in the world) throughout; but Jane Austen | ' fell
for', as we now say, completely, and still idolatrously
worship.

| don't know when women writers began to be funny—
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after Jane Austen the world had to wait for Cranford, that
exquisite thing, and after Cranford for what ? But my
first knowledge of them as consistently humorous came with
the Experiences of an Irish RM., which has qualities of
observation, character-drawing and good writing about
horses, scenery, dogs, hunting and Ireland that no modern
man has approached. How two women came to write
anything apparently so masculine as these stories and all
those that followed is one of the mysteries of literature.
To assume a pose, to imagine oneself someone ese, has
often been the best way to make a good book, and, despite
all the merits of The Real Charlotte, | think that Miss
Somerville and her cousin, Miss Martin, drew their best in-
spiration when make-believing"-they were Major Yeats, a
Residential Magistrate. To me his adventures are in-
exhaustible ; | find something new every time. No
collection of the best humorous stories could justly omit
' The House of Fahy '; but | should be sorry to find it there,
all the same, for no form of reading is so depressing as a
collection of the best humorous stories.

Another book by a woman which | have read three times,
always to find in it something fresh and irresistible, is
The Caravaners, by the Countess Russell. Here again the
author (who, however, needs no help) has been helped by
the supposition that she was someone ese ; another woman
writing as a man. And what a man—the Baron von
Ottringel! Everyone knows that it is sfe to expect a
good time when this scalpel of a pen begins to dissect a
German, but never has it led to such hilarious results as in
The Caravaners, where the exposure is conducted by the
victim himself. Miss Rose Macaulay is not so funny as
the Irish ladies and ' Elizabeth ', but she has the keenest
wit, and she wants watching all the time. It does not do
to read a single one of her sentences with a wandering eye.
There is no living author whose next book | anticipate with
so much impatience.

| fed so strongly about the ' R.M.* stories that | should

like to insert here, although it has been printed before,
2
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portions of an article that |1 wrote for the Spectator some
years ago under the title ' The Two Ladies\ | imagined
a congress of their admirers met to praise them.

' The discussion might, indeed, have begun by the old
question " What are the best short stories in the world ? "
and my own insistence on the claims of this very " House
of Fahy "to a place high on the list; because, as | should
have urged, it relates an episode proper only to the short-
story medium ; there is no word too many or too few; it
has atmosphere and character ; it is absorbing; it has a
beginning, a middle and an end—such an end !

" But what about ' The Maroan Pony' ?" some one might
have inquired. " Isn't that a perfect short story too ? "

And | should have replied that it is.

" And 'Harrington's' ? " some one ese might have urged.

"lsn't that perfect ? And it has an extra quality, for
in addition to all the humour of it, and the wonderful
picture of a country auction sade, it has that tragic touch.
To my mind it is greater than 'The House of Fahy'."

And then | am sure that a most emphatic claim for
"Trinket's Colt' asthe best of all would have been formu-
lated, and by thistime we should have been right in the
thick of it, all eager to spesk and be heard.

To me the Two Ladies have long been the only con-
temporary authors whom it is absolutely necessary to read
twice instantly : the first time for the story itself, which
is always so intriguing—and the more so as you get more
familiar with the ingenuity of their methods—as to exact
a high speed ; and the second time for the detail, the little
touches of observation and experience, and the amazing,
and to an envious writer despairful, adequacy of epithet.
And having read them twice, | find that whenever | pick
them up again there is something new, something not fully
tasted before. Indeed, at any rate in the RM. series,
they are the most trustworthy and rereadable of any
writers of our time.

" Talking of observation and experience " (here | resume
the report of the imaginary club of devotees), one said,
" they know everything. That they should be wise about
hunting and Irish life is natural. Hunting and Irish life
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are their strong suit. But they know all about the sea too :
no one has so etched in the horrors of a ground swell on a
hot day. They know all about dogs—what dogs think
and how dogs feel."

" But most remarkable of all," said another, " is their
knowledge of man—and married man at that. Who would
ever have guessed that Major Sinclair Yates was the
invention of two single women ? | cannot find a single
slip into sheer femininity in all his narratives." '

The Irish idiom has aways fascinated me, whether on
flattering Irish lips or in literature ; and never is it more
attractive in literature than when recorded by the Two
Ladies. But | carry in my mind a delicious description
of the Atlantic Ocean in one of the ill-fated Donn Byrne's
novels—Hangman's House, | think—where an old Galway
man cals it 'a sup of water, and if it wasn't for the un-
natural breadth of it, sure you could see the quick American
people and them arguing on the sidewalks of New York \
The other day, in the Times, Mr. Maurice Healy quoted a
passage from a love-letter from a bare-foot Irish boy from
beyond Bantry, where he wrote to his girl in America:
'Far away from where | am now there is a little gap in
the hills, and beyond it the sea; and 'tis there | do be
looking the whole day long, for 'tis the nearest thing to
yourself that | can se .

Finally, on this matter of reading—I am not intending
to lay down the pen just yet, but there is no harm in saying
here that my ideal of retirement or repose, when it comes,
is to have a library entirely filled with the old books | like
best and, whenever a new book comes out, make an effort
to read it.

Should an occupation entailing more industry seem
necessary, | would spend some of my time in grangerizing
Horsfield's History of Sussex, which would be a once a
fascinating and unending task. Grangerizing, | may
explain for the benefit of any reader who has not met the
word, is the art of extra-illustration, or, in other words,
the sacrifice of many books on the altar of one.
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men that | ever saw : all being at Brighton in the

eightcen-seventies and eighties ; but since that ' dse-
where ' is probably unknown territory, except to me, there
may be no harm in recapitulating.

The very first author of a book—and as it happened a
book | possessed and knew by heart—that | ever saw was
the Rev. James Pycroft, who wrote The Cricket Field.
And it was in the cricket field that | used to see him,
when | was a small boy of eight and he was a man of
sixty-three : the County Ground at Hove. He was erect
and active, with a pink face and the whitest hair and
whiskers, a clergyman's black cape and tall hat. His habit
was to walk round the ground, with frequent pauses as the
ball was being delivered, usually alone but often talking
animatedly with some old crony from the pavilion, where
he was apparently too restless to sit. Many, many years
later, when compiling an enthusiastic record of early cricket
called The Hambledon Men, | was to find The Cricket Field
of great service.

That was my first prose author. My first poet was less
authentic : merely one of those oddities which every good-
sized town can boast—a local newspaper bard. The im-

20

I HAVE written elsewhere of the first real live literary
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posing name of mine was Alfred de Keyser, and he was a
wild-looking, grey-haired man, usually muttering to him-
sef, with along, lean neck, flowing clothes and an eager,
impulsive manner of walking and thrusting forward a
strange and rather distraught face. In fact, superficialy,
everything a poet should be. Not only did he write verse,
but he advertised the fact by combining the duties of
author, publisher and bookseller, himself offering for sde
the leaflets on which his effusions were printed. | remember
aline from a poem on the Brighton pier, which | thought
splendid. There, he wrote, were to be found

" brilliant night moths and butterflies of day.'

| have said that de Keyser was one of the poets common
to every town large enough to have a newspaper ; but
there are poetesses too, and, now | come to think of it,
| believe that my very first lyrical lion was a lioness, who
antedated de Kcyser by two or three years : an unmarried,
cheerful, birdlike little woman who lived with her father, a
retired brewer, in a Sussex village, and who contributed
elegiac stanzas to the local paper and afterwards had copies
struck off for distribution among her friends.

| was young enough to be awestruck in the presence of
one of those marvellous beings who could get their poetry
printed. Many of my relations scribbled verses for home
consumption, but none reached type. 'Did Miss Nelly
really write that ?' | asked. ' How wonderful ! ' For she
was so unlike a poet in every way—so round and brisk
and facetious ; but gossip credited her with a broken heart,
underneath, and perhaps gossip was right, for she drowned
herself not long afterwards in the conservatory tank.  Poor
Miss Nelly, she was my first poet; Alfred de Keyser a
mere second. And | knew her to speak to ! whereas Alfred
de Keyser—beyond such intimacy as comes from offering
a penny and receiving a broadsheet and a smile—I did not
know at all.

Even less was my familiarity with the men of letters
who, in my early years, were common objects of the sea
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shore. Chief of these was Edmund Yates, a burly squire
with a heavy white moustache and two or three chins,
who used to move majestically up and down the Front on
a big black horse which no one had ever seen to trot. As
it chanced, we had at home in a very miscellaneous library
a curious book by Yates called The Business of Pleasure,
which, since | was ready for anything in print so long as
it was not religious, | read at an early age. We aso had
a poetical volume called Mirth and Metre, which was a
far juicier morsel because it was written by Yates in col-
laboration with my darling Frank Smedley—the unassisted
author of Frank Fairlegh. Mirth and Metre was a derivative
of The Ingoldshy Legends, and, like all derivatives, inferior
to its model, yet it was more fun than The Business of
Pleasure. | have never seen either book since. But what
later gave the portly and extremely cautious equestrian most
interest in my eyes was the fact, as | had discovered, that
it was he who was one of the causes of the quarrel between
Dickens and Thackeray. These great writers were not
destined ever to be intimate—their friends would prevent
that, apart fromthe rivalry betweenthem whichwasinevit-
able—but had it not been for Yates's article on Thackeray
in Town Talk in 1858 there might have been no actual
and painful breach.

Edmund Yates's Business of Pleasure was not the only
odd book which | read at an early age and should probably
have found unreadable ever after. We had aso three
paper-covered Victorian satires, published at | think a
shilling, called respectively The Sliad, The Coming K——
and Jon Duan, written in heroic couplets and bearing
upon the Court and politicians of the eighteen-seventies.
What there was in them to appeal to a very small boy,
| cannot imagine; but | diligently perused them through-
out. They were, | believe, at any rate in part, the
work of a journalist named A. A. Dowty, who under the
pseudonym O. P. Q. Philander Smith, wrote aso a comic
history of England which | found in ahotel at Alton when,
as a child, | was taken to a Monthly Meeting there, and
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which | preferred to all the deliberations of Elders, Ministers
and Overseers.

The second man of letters upon whom | used to gaze
had a double claim to reverence, for he was not only a poet
but an Honourable—and Honourable has always seemed to
me the most attractive of all titles. This was Roden Noel,
a Byronic figure in a black cape and black soft hat, with an
irregular tragic face, who walked always alone and always
deep in thought. He was author of several volumes, the
best known of which is A Little Child's Monument.

My third Brighton literary celebrity was adso an Honour-
able, but how different! An artificial old dandy, with
waxed moustache and imperial, eyeglass and pinched waist
all complete, dressed in summer in white, with a sunshade,
who paraded up and down the Front ogling every woman
that appealed to his calculating eye: the Hon. Hugh
Rowley, who painted fans and was the author of two
ignominious books which had some vogue in their day :
Puniana and More Puniana. Nothing could be wider than
the gulf between Roden Noel and Hugh Rowley, and |
never saw them together.

My fourth Brighton celebrity was better known, for his
fame had spread far and wide and for a while he was a
best-seller : a little man in a bowler, with fiery features
and highly magnifying spectacles, who, like Roden Noel,
walked alone ; but whereas Roden Noel kept to the Hove
end and Edmund Yatess sedate charger paced the whole
distance, William Black—for the little red-faced man was
he—ranged between Paston Place and the Aquarium. He
was, if | remember rightly, the favourite living novelist
of my mother, or perhaps sharing that position with his
less mundane fellow countryman, George Macdonald.

It is long since | saw a book by either. | read much of
Black and found him very good company ; but Macdonald
I knew only by his fairy tales, The Princess and Curdie and
At the Back of the North Wind, which | often recommend
to little people to-day.

It was very exciting for us when William Black wrote a
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novel called The Beautiful Wretch, with Brighton asitsback-
ground. His most popular book was, | think, The Srange
Adventures of a Phaeton, in which he drew from life the
beautiful American actress who was dazzling the eyes of
the playgoers at that time and enchanting their ears
with her melodious voice: Miss Mary Anderson, whom
| saw in the doubled parts of Perdita and Hermione in
A Winter's Tale at the Lyceum in 1887, but was not to
meet until 1918, when she gave me some reminiscences of
her friend Edwin Abbey, the American artist, for a book |
was then writing.

Not having any preconceived idea of what Edmund
Yates and William Black were like, | was not surprised
when | saw them. They seemed to be more or less right.
But | have had since as many recoils upon the first sight
of favourite authors as anybody else. Why we are so
exacting about the looks of our pet writers, when there is
no standard for artists and musicians, | cannot explain.
All | know isthat it is so, and that the fact that | have not
a long white beard has been a cause of shock and even
grief to many of my readers who have met me in person or
have seen my photograph.

I.think that the earliest disappointment of this kind
from which | suffered was when, at Oxford in 1892, | heard
Walter Pater lecture on some Renaissance subject, and
was displeased by his heavy jow! and want of esprit. Poets
in particular are liable to impart pain. Roden Noel, my
first poet, looked the part; W. B. Yeats looksit; Rupert
Brooke seemed to be more than a poet: Apollo himself;
Francis Thompson, as | say later in this book, would have
been taken for a poet by even the least discriminating
observer; Swinburne clearly lived, rapt, in a sphere of
his own, and Richard Le Gallienne, whom | used to see
in the 'nineties, might even be thought to have been made up
by Clarkson on strict poetical lines.

But who, meeting Ralph Hodgson with his attendant
bull-terriers, would dream that here was the author of that
lovely song of ' Eve', that glorious ' Song of Beauty ' ?
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' Here was the strangest pair
In the world anywhere,
Eve in the bells and grass
Kneeling and he
Telling his story low. . . .
Singing birds saw them go
Down the dark path to
The Blasphemous Tree.'

Who, meeting Walter de la Mare, with or without bull-
terriers, would expect from him such lines as these ?—

' Here lies a most beautiful lady,

Light of step and heart was she ;

| think she was the most beautiful lady
That ever was in the West Country.
But beauty vanishes; beauty passes ;
However rare—rare it be ;

And when | crumble, who will remember
This lady of the West Country ?'

There is nothing about Laurence Binyon inconsistent with
the claims of the Muses, and about John Drinkwater there
is a definite suggestion of those ladies. But Sir Henry
Newbolt looks more like an eminent Permanent Official
than the author of Admirals All, and Rudyard Kipling,
though noticeably a man of mark, does not make one
think of The Seven Seas and ' Recessional'. Rather might
he be a planter home on leave. A. E. Housman may
convey the impression of scholarship, but not of lyrical
genius, and the Poet Laureate it would intensely puzzle
strangers to place. Of all the imaginative writers of my
time | think Barrie looks most like his work.

| have been recalling the late eighteen-seventies and
early 'eighties. Later a demigod of mine settled also at
Brighton and was to be seen, in a grey hat with a black
band, a white waistcoat and sponge-bag trousers, like a
perpetual and incorrigible wedding guest. This was George
Augustus Sala, whose suggestion of conviviality was
increased by a very red nose and one half-closed eye.
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Although it was interesting to gaze upon Yates and William
Black, Roden Noel and Hugh Rowley, | never wanted to
write like them. My literary ambition did not run in their
direction. The man-of-letters whom | had set up as my
model was Sadla ; for when | was fourteen | formed the habit
of reading, in the lllustrated London News, his ' Echoes of
the Week ', signed G. A. S, and made up my mind that
one day | would succeed him. They seemed to me to be
perfect; and indeed only a ripe, well-stored mind, or
rather memory, or possibly even a wonderful series of
Commonplace Books, could have produced so much that
was alert and amusing and oddly informative.

But the ambition was not realized. There | was, all
unoccupied, when Sala retired, but his immediate successor
was James Payn, who substituted his own charm and
lightness for Salas erudition and what might be called
his Notes-and-Queryism. And then came L. F. Austin,
who was lighter still; and then the present contributor,
G. K. Chesterton, who every week, with unflagging spirit,
improvises variations on a new theme, his challenging
belligerent text surrounding a picture of often startling
unrelatedness.

James Payn | never knew, but his son-in-law, G. E.
Buckle, once editor of the Times and later of Queen
Victoria's letters, and Rudie Lehmann, Payn's friend and
mine, have told me many pleasant things about him : his
courage as an invalid, his passion for whist, his quickness
in jest; but | used to see Austin now and then: a tall
handsome man with tired eyes; and G. K. C. | know well
and would like to meet oftener, for the orchestra of his
great brain is aways in tune, ready instantaneously te
begin. | know no one, except perhaps Bernard ShawW
whose reaction is so swift and whose arguments are in
such good order. But the difference is"that Shaw heS
had them ready for a long while, whereas Chesterton
summons them from space, and with them come crowding
in whimsicalities which Shaw would deprecate as inter-
lopers and disdain, but at which Chesterton exuberantly
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chuckles. It is a great joy to hear Chesterton laughing
at his own jokes: with a laughter to which he is fully
entitled, for they have been as fresh to him as to his hearers.
Shaw has no such surprises: his road is always a high
road without tributary lanes. He talks as he writes:
light without shade. But a light how crystal clear!

| have more reason than most people to be grateful to
Bernard Shaw, for in addition to giving me the pleasure
of his books and plays, he taught me to swim. We were
staying in the same cottage in Cornwall and bathing every
day, and he, one of the best swimmers in the world, took
me in hand and made what had been so difficult before
simple and safe. | followed him less easily on land, for
his talk was about things which | had never analysed but
took for granted, with emphasis always laid on the folly
and wrongheadedness of every one else. Counsels of per-
fection too often. He also bewildered me, unfamiliar then
with the iron laws of individualism, by saying that a short
story for children which | had just written, caled ' The
Ameliorator ', the teaching of which was that we should
do things for others, was the ' most immoral thing he had
ever read.’

Sada, when he lived in Brighton, was the editor of a
weekly paper named, but too late, after himself. Sulci's
Journal might have meant something in the 'sixties and
'seventies, when its director, as a young lion of the Daily
Telegraph, got into Friendship's Garland ; it meant nothing
in the 'nineties. But by the time | saw him my devotion
had long since died the death, a result accelerated by
reading two meandering and maundering novels from his
pen, The Baddinglon Peerage and The Seven Sons of Mammon,
which Thackeray, no mean judge, relabelled The Paddington
Beerage and The Seven Tons of Gammon. These were
terrible. One does not look to a descriptive reporter like
Sdla for good novels ; but one expects so capable aworkman
to make a better job of it, once he has begun.

A few words about the career of this very unusual man
—uwriter, artist, collector, traveller, gourmet, antiquary—-



FIRST LIVING AUTHORS 29

may not be out of place. Born in London in 1828, he was
the posthumous son of the son of an Italian ballet master.
H is mother, an operatic singer, teacher and actress, having
four other children, and only her own industry to support
her, the little CT. A. S. was brought up very sketch ily by
aunts, servants and acquaintances to whom his very
remarkable precocity appealed—so remarkable that before
he was ten he had written a tragedy in French. At the
age of eleven he was sent to a lycee in Paris, among his
school-fellows being Alexandre Dumas fils. On returning
to London he became the pupil of a miniature painter and
at the age of hfteen was thrown upon the world. Until
1852 he was dependent on his artistic ability, which com-
prised illustrating books, painting scenery, and even the
construction of a panorama of the Great Exhibition ; but
he then, on account of failing eyesight, exchanged the
pencil for the peu, having been encouraged by Dickens,
who in 1851 accepted an article by him for Household
Words. Dickens, who had always been his chief source of
inspiration and whom he sometimes flagrantly imitated,
continued to employ him, and it was he who gave him
his first commission as a specia correspondent, sending
him to Russia to describe the aftermath of the Crimean
War. v&dds first foreign tour for the Daily Telegraph,
with which his name was to be so closely identified, was
in 1863, when he was in America watching the Civil War.
Thereafter, for many years, he was abroad more than at
home ; but when at home, at the Daily Telegraph offices,
legend runs that the Editor would lock him in his room,
with the proper ration of refreshment, until the article
was finished.

Considering how fond he was of the good things of life,
and the many temptations to which such a conversable
companion is liable, the amount of work he did is amazing.
Had he been possessed of more prudence or money-sense,
and could have resisted the lure of old prints, old china
and old books—particularly old cookery-books—-his last
years would have been more leisurely and peaceful. As



30 READING, WRITING AND REMEMBERING

it was, out of touch with new generations of readers who
werewithout any of his delight in the past, he had to work
to the end.

The Sda of the ' Echoes of the Week ' (which he once
himself burlesqued in Punch under the heading ' Egos of
the Week ) was no more the essential Sala than the Sala
of the bad novels. At his best he needed more room than
a paragraph and less control than a plot exerts or should
exert. | used to have all his books ; | now have but one,
and that his masterpiece, Twice Round the Clock, published,
like everything he wrote, serially first (in 1858 in The
Welcome Guest) and as a book later. The scheme was to
depict London life from 4 am. all through the day and
night till 3 am. The first scene is Billingsgate, the last
a Fancy Dress Ball followed by night charges at Bow
Street. Between these extremes we have the inside of
the Times office, the Law Courts, changing the Guard, a
fashionable wedding, a Stock Exchange, Tattersall's, a
Green Room, a debate in the House, supper at Evans's,
and a fire. Sala was then just thirty and at the top of
his form. There is some pinchbeck among the gold, of
course, and*too many hares are started, for his besetting
sin as a writer was always to be reminded of something
ese; but the result is a very lively series of kaleidoscopic
views, never flagging in spirit and quite remarkable for
the richness of allusion and knowledge of the world. There
can have been no Man about Town even twice his age to
whom this young journalist could not give points.

| quote two passages. The first is Sada calling on his
own experience, and it is interesting not only in itself but
for its light on the childhood of a writer who was to take
the whole globe as his province. The second is pure
description.

* TWOP.M. FROM REGENT STREET TO HIGH CHANGE '

"1 am again in Regent Street, but at another window,
and in another house. There is no nurse now, but a genteel
young woman, aged about thirty—she asked me once, for
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fun, how old she was, and | guessed in all youthful serious-
ness, fifty, whereupon she slapped me—to take care of me.
Her name is Sprackmore, she has long corkscrew ringlets,
and is very pious, and beneath her auspices | first study the
" Loss of the Kent, East Indiaman ", and the " Dairyman's
Daughter". She has fits, too, occasionally. | am just
of that age to be a hollow-eyed little boy in a tunic, with a
frill and a belt, and to be dreadfully afraid of the parent
1 used a year before to love and caress with such fearless
confidence. They say | am a clever child, and my clever-
ness is encouraged by being told that | am not to ask
questions, and that | had much better go and play with
my toys than mope over that big volume of Lyttelton's
" History of England ", lent to me by Mr. Somebody, the
lawyer—I se him now, very stout and gray, at the funeral
whenever any of us dies: of which volume—it is in very
shabby condition—I break the top-cover off by letting it
fall from the chair, which is my reading-desk. | suffer
agonies of terror and remorse for months, lest the fracture
should be discovered, though | have temporarily repaired
it by means of a gimlet and a piece of twine. Then, one
bright day, my cousin Sarah gives me a bright five-shilling
piece—| take her to the opera now, but she always
remembers my childish dependence upon her, and
insists upon paying the cab home—and take Lyttelton's
" History ", still with great fear and trembling, to a book-
binder's in Broad Street, Golden Square, who tells me that
the " hends is jagged ", and that there must be a new back,
lettering and gilding to the book. He works his will with
it, and charges me four shillings and sixpence out of the
five-shilling piece for working it ; but to tell of the joyful
relief | felt when | bring Lyttelton's "History" back
sofe and sound. | do not get rid of my perturbation
entirely, however, till | have rubbed the back against the
carpet a little to soil it, in order that it may not look too
new. Oh'! the agonies, the Laocoon-like conscience wind-
ings, the Promethean tortures, that children suffer through
these accidental breakages! Oh'! the unreasoning cruelty
of parents, who punish children for such mischances! So
| am the little boy in atunic; and | daresay that, with
my inquisitiveness, and my moping over books, 1 am an
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intolerable little nuisance. | am at the Regent Street
window, and much speculation is rife as to whether the
King, who islying mortally sick at Windsor, is dead. For
it is within a few minutes of eleven, and at that time the
well-known troop of Horse Guards pass on their way to
St. Jamess; and it is reasonably inferred that, if King
William be gathered to his fathers, the standard will be
furled. The Guards pass; they wore helmets, with plumes
above them shaped like black mutton chops—not the
casques with the flowing horse-hair they wear now ; and
to be sure the standard is furled, in a species of drab
umbrella case. The King is dead for sure; nay, he does
not die for a full week afterwards; the flag was merely
furled because the day was dark and lowering, presaging
rain.

" | told you hours since that | lived in the house in Regent
Street in which the Marquis de Bourbel forged his letters
of credit. | think that 1 am qualified to spesk of the
place, for, walking down it the other day, | counted no
less than eleven houses, between the two circuses, in which
| had at one time dwelt. But they were all early, those
remembrances, and connected with the time when the
colonnade of the Quadrant existed—" La ville de Londrcs "
as the foreign engravers of pictorial note-paper used
grandiloquently to call it. Whatever could have possessed
our Commissioner of Woods and Forests to alow those
unrivalled arcades to be demolished ! The stupid trades-
men, whose purblind, shop-till avarice led them to petition
for the removal of the columns, gained nothing by the
change, for the Quadrant, as a lounge for wet weather,
was at once destroyed ; and | sse now many of the houses,
once let out in superior apartments, occupied as billiard-
rooms and photographic studios, and many of the shops
invaded and conquered by cheap tailors. The Quadrant
Colonnade afforded not only a convenient shelter beneath,
but it was a capital promenade for the dwellers in the
first-floors above. The entresols certainly were slightly
gloomy ; and moustached foreigners, together with some
gaily-dressed company still naughtier, could with difficulty
be restrained from prowling backwards and forwards
between Glasshouse Street and the County Fire Office.  But,
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perambulating Regent Street at all hours of the day and
night, as | do now frequently, | s no diminution in the
number of moustached, or rouged, or naughty faces, whose
prototypes were familiar to me, years ago, in the brilliant
Quadrant. As to the purlieus of the County Fire Office,
they are confusion, and a scandal to London and its police.
The first-floor balconies above were in my childhood most
glorious playgrounds. There | kept preserves of broken
bottles and flowerpots ; on those leads | inscribed fantastic
devices in chalk and with penknives, drawing silver diagrams
through the cake of dust and dried regrain that covered
the metal; and often have 1 come to domestic grief through
an irresistible propensity for poaching on the balconies of
the neighbours on either side.

" Still in a state of tunic-hood, | remember a very tall
handsome gentleman, with a crimson velvet under-waistcoat
—I saw his grave in Pere la Chaise last winter—who was
my great aider and abettor in these juvenile escapades.
He had a wondrous weapon of offence called a " sabarcane ",
a delightful thing (to me then), half walking-stick, half
pea-shooter, from which he used to discharge clay pellets
at the vagrant cats on the adjoining balconies. He it was
who was wont to lean over the balcony, and fish for
people's hats with a salmon-hook affixed to the extremity
of a tandem-whip; he it was who came home from the
Derby (quite in a friendly manner) to see us one evening,
all white—white hat, white coat, white trousers, white
waistcoat, white neckerchief, white boots, to say nothing
of the dust and the flour with which he had been plentifully
besprinkled at Kennington Gate. He had won heavily on
some horse long since gone to grass for ever, was very merry,
and insisted upon winding-up our new French clock with
the snuffers. He it was who made nocturnal excursions
from parapet to parapet along the leads, returning with
bewildering accounts of bearded men who were gambling
with dice at No. 92; of the tenor of the Italian opera,
who, knife in hand, was pursuing his wife (in her night-
dress) about the balcony at No. 74 ; and of Mademoiselle
Follejambe, the premier sUjet of the same establishment,
who was practising pirouettes before a cheval glass at the
open window of No. 86, while Mademoiselle Follejambe's

3
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mamma, with a red pocket-handkerchief tied round her
old head, was drinking anisette out of a teacup.

"You must be forbearing with me, if, while | speak of
Regent Street, | interlard my speech with foreign languages
a little. For, from its first erection, the Quadrant end of
Regent Street has been the home of the artistic foreigners
who are attracted to London during the musical and
operatic season, less by inclination for the climate and respect
for the institutions of England, than by a profound admira-
tion for the circular effigies, in gold (with neatly milled
edges) of Her Majesty the Queen, which John Bull soliberally
bestows on those who squall or fiddle for him, provided
they be of foreign extraction. Let me not be too unjust,
however, to Bull. Find him but a real English tenor,
and J. B. will smother him in bank-notes, and deafen him
with plaudits. From the balconies of Regent Street, | have
seen the greatest caniatrici and ballerinc of this age. The
Grand Cham of tenors, who has never been replaced—no
Sign or Mario, no Sim Reeves, no Mr. George Perren—the
incomparable Rubini, had lodgings opposite, once, to
where we dwelt, at a shawl shop. | have watched the
sedulous care which that eminent man took of his health,
marvelled at the multitudinous folds of silk or woollen
stuff, like the turban of an Asiatic, with which he encircled
his invaluable throat when he took outdoor exercise. |
have seen, through his open window, the basso of bassos,
Papa Lablache, the man with the lion's head, the Falstaffian
abdomen, and the ten times stentorian lungs, eat macaroni
for twenty-seven consecutive minutes, till he seemed
determined to outdo all the ribbon-swallowing conjurers
who had ever lived. We used to say that he was practising
for Leporello. He had a kindly heart, Papa Lablache,
and preserved a kindly remembrance of the hearty English
people, among whom he made his fortune. Though he
would sometimes facetiously declare, that when his voice
was no longer fit to be heard in a Continental city, he would
come to England to settle, and sing " Fra questi sordi "
among these deaf ones—for whom he would still be quite
good enough—his heart never cooled towards the old
country; and, moribund at Naples when the supreme
Hour was fast arriving, he raised himself on his couch,
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and essayed to sing a song he loved very well—" Home!
sweet Home ! " But, as the silver cord loosened, he mur-
mured, " Mi manca la vocel"—"My voice fails me";
and so died.’

A man who can write like that is not to be scoffed at.
And here is a passage from the chapter called

'TWO A.M. A LATE DEBATE IN THE HOUSE OF
COMMONS

' Standing in the narrow Gothic railed-off space reserved
for the public—the throne at the opposite extremity of the
House—you may see on one of the benches to the right,
almost every forenoon—Saturday and Sunday excepted—se
during the session, a very old man with a white head, and
attired in a simple frock and trousers of shepherd's plaid.
It is a leonine head, and the white locks are bushy and
profuse. So, too, the eyebrows, penthouses to eyes some-
what weak now, but that can flash fire yet upon occasions.
The face is ploughed with wrinkles, as well it may be, for
the old man will never se four-score years again, and of
these, three-score, at the very least, have been spent in
study and the liardcst labour, mental and physical. The
nose is a marvel—protuberant, rugose, aggressive, inquiring,
and defiant : unlovely, but intellectual. Thereis atrumpet
mouth, a belligerent mouth, projecting and self-asserting;
largish ears, and on chin or cheeks no vestige of hair. Not
a beautiful man this on any theory of beauty, Hogarthesquc,
Ruskinesque, Winckelmanesque, or otherwise. Rather a
shaggy, gnarled, battered, weather-beaten, ugly, faithful,
Scotch-colley type. Not a soft, imploring, yielding face.
Rather a tearing, mocking, pugnacious, cast of counten-
ance. The mouth is fashioned to the saying of harsh, hard,
impertinent things: not cruel, but downright ; but never
to whisper compliments, or simper out platitudes. A nose,
too, that can snuff the battle afar off, and with dilated
nostrils breathe forth a glory that is sometimes terrible ;
but not a nose for a pouncet-box, or a Covent Garden
bouquet, or aflacon of Frangipani. Would not care much
for truffles either, | think, or the delicate aroma of sparkling
Mosdlle.  Would prefer onions or strongly-infused malt and
hops: sometimes honest and unsophisticated. Watch
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this old man narrowly, young visitor to the Lords. Scan
his furrowed visage. Mark his odd angular ways and
gestures passing uncouth. Now he crouches, very doglike,
on his crimson bench : clasps one shepherd's plaid leg in
both his hands. Botherem, Q.C. is talking nonsense, |
think. Now the legs are crossed, and the hands thrown
behind the head ; now he digs his elbows into the little
Gothic writing-table before him, and buries the hands in
that puissant white hair of his. The quiddities of Floorem,
Q.C., are beyond human patience. Then with a wrench,
awriggle, a shake, a half turn and half start up—still very
doglike, but of the Newfoundland rather, now, he asks a
lawyer or a witness a question. Question very sharp and
to the point, not often complimentary bytimes, and couched
in that which is neither broad Scotch nor Northumbrian
burr, but a rebellious mixture of the two. Mark him well,
eye him closely : you have not much time to lose. Alas'!
the giant is very old ; though with frame yet unenfeebled,
with intellect yet gloriously unclouded. But the sands are
running, ever running. Watch him, mark him, eye him,
score him on your mind tablets : then home; and in after
years it may be your lot to tell your children, that once at
least you have seen with your own eyes the famous Lord
of Vaux ; once listened to the voice that has shaken thrones
and made tyrants tremble, that has been a herald of
delivrance of millions pining in slavery and captivity ; a
voice that has given utterance, in man's most eloquent
words, to the noblest, wisest thoughts lent to this Man of
Men by Heaven ; a voice that has been trumpet-sounding
these sixty years past in defence of Truth, and Right, and
Justice—in advocacy of the claims of learning and industry,
and of the liberties of the great English people, hearing in
a Walhalla of wise heroes, after Francis of Verulam and
Isaac of Grantham ; the voice of one who is worthily a
lord, but who will be yet better remembered, and to all
time—remembered enthusiastically and affectionately—as
the champion of all good and wise and beautiful Human
Things— Harry Brougham.'

Brougham was then, in 1858, eighty. He lived ten years
longer.
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Let me round off these samples of the floridest and most
discursive pen that ever wrote by quoting a parody of
Sala by Edmund Yates, which appeared in the Christmas
number of The Comic Times, a short-lived rival to Punch
which H. J. Byron edited and which began and ended
with 1863. Yates, who was a life-long friend of Sala, was
his sub-editor when he had founded Temple Bar a year or
0 before.

In The Comic Times article the idea is that a consignment
of British authors reaches Pluto in the nether regions and
each has to provide a specimen of his talents.

"" Well, I don't know ! " said Pluto, " it may be because
I've not lived in the world lately, but | can't make out half
what these fellows say. Here ! you ! do you know anything
to tell me ? " and he beckoned to a ghost with very short
black hair, who was taking notes in a metallic book.

"" Ay, Sir!" said the black-haired ghost, " Ay, Dis
HADES CLYTOPOLON HOGELASTUS ORCUS PLUTO there be
many things that | wot of, and perhaps of thy history
among the number ! for | am of the streets streety, and
of the roads roady, and of the pavement pavementy. | have
seen most things under many aspects and know them
tolerably well. | have taken catalogue of my Lord Mayor
of London, his furs and furbelows, his silk stockings, his
powdered footmen, his watch chain and his shining boots,
and | have noted the beggar's rags and inventoried the
cadger's bandages. | have had my breakfast in bed, and
my dinner at Cann's leg-of-beef house, and my supper in
the thieves' kitchen. 1 call a spade a spade, and limn
even as Joseph William Mallord Turner, sometime known
as ' Puggy Booth', painted in broad, bright, iridescent
colours. | have had the key of the street, and have known
the secrets of the gas, and have communed with the
Macadam paving stones, St. Peter's bowing to a palsied
Pope, 1| Duomo at Florence, jack-booted Life Guards
trooping in St. Paul's Churchyard, the Nevskoi Prospektiv
with the Giant Czar, Hogarth graving pewter plates,
Churchill striding through the Chapter Coffee-house, Colonel
Quagg converted. Twining arms have wound around me,
lisping lips have whispered in my ear, and | have known
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the face of brass and the bowels of platinum, and the heart
of marble."

"" Bless my heart | " said Proserpine, " what a lot the
gentleman has seen."

"" Too much for me!" growled Pluto.'

Twice Round the Clock, which has many excellent outline
drawings by an artist named William M'Connell, who died
at the age of thirty-four, would not be likely to sell now,
but it would make a very useful model to an observant
journalist—such as H. V. Morton—for a recurring series.
There are so many names of men and places in it that |
can think of no more amusing task for a socia historian
with leisure and means than to prepare an annotated and
grangerized edition.

My desire to write like Sala was succeeded by a much
saner ambition—to write like Oliver Wendell Holmes.
| was fifteen when The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table
was given to me—again by my uncle Sam—in the little
pocket edition of American Authors which David Douglas
of Edinburgh was then publishing : the same David Douglas
who later was to edit and issue in its entirety Sir Walter
Scott's Journal, that great sane book. The little series,
with its polished paper covers and attractive uncrowded
page, was my introduction to serious American writing.
Oliver Wendell Holmes seemed to me the perfect blend of
gravity and levity, and | quickly passed on to The Professor
at the Rreakfast Table and The Poet. The way of this smiling
philosopher, this understanding critic, was surely the way
to write! | think so still, but now | know, as | did not
know then, that the style is the man : no one must try to
imitate anybody. Our methods of approach must be our
own, our thoughts must be our own, or we had better take
to the sword or the ploughshare : anything but the pen.

Douglas's American Authors were for a while all | read.
From Holmes | passed to John Burroughs, half a dozen
of whose collections of essays were in the series; to William
Allen White, to T. B. Aldrich, with short stories, to Brander
Matthews and H. C. Bunner, with short stories in collabora-
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tion, and to Blanche Willis Howard with an amusing novel,
One Summer. | did not find them equally good : Holmes
stood out as the king ; but they had a new quality, different
from English writers, and they marked the division between
the stories and nothing but stories which | had been read-
ing and the more reflective books that | was going to read.

Charles Dudley Warner's My Summer in a Garden and
Lowell's Fireside Travels were two of the books, not in
the Douglas series, that ought to have been there. Many
years later | was to persuade the Oxford Press to re-issue
the Fireside Travels, which | think a fascinating work :
one of the best books which, without any Elian devices,
would not, but for Elia, have been written. Lowell's
more famous collection of essays, My Sudy Windows, |
aso read and admired, but there is a quality about Fireside
Travels which is lacking in the more pretentious work.
Thoreau's Walden | read too, largely because of John
Burroughs' praises; while his eulogy of Whitman, entitled
' The Flight of the Eagle', in one of the little Douglas
volumes sent me to Leaves of Grass: the only one of the
books | am now naming to which | still return. To try
to write like Walt Whitman never occurred to me, but |
was glad when the time came and | needed a title for my
anthology, The Open Road, to borrow it from him. 'What
awind! "' as somebody said of another poet—I forget both
of them.

The only American writer with whom | could never get
on terms was Emerson, who seemed to me to speciadize
too much in perfection. His essays struck me also as
being notes for essays rather than the finished article, and
for all their compressed nutriment, as of pemmican, |
resented that. Perhaps | was too near Holmes on the one
hand and Goldsmith on the other. Also it must be
remembered that these American explorations occurred
before | was seventeen.

In those far-off days | probably read American books
which many Americans disregarded. Joaquin Miller's, for
example. | had his Songs of the Serras, Joaquin et Al
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and Memorie and Rime.  There was a narrative poem called
"With Walker in Nicaragua' with the very fibre of the
fine romantic fustian of the cinema in it. A musician in
search of a theme might look at Miller's verse. As for
his prose, it was in one of his stories, ' The Colonel Bill
Williams Mine', belonging, | suppose, to the 'seventies,
that | first met with the word ' bloody"' in its vulgar form
as a depreciative adjective or forceful adverb. An English
peer out in the wild west used it, and | remember what a
shock it was. Times and manners change: | was reading
the other day a humorous novel—not a realistic document
—by a canon of the Church of England, where there are
three' bloodies' in as many pages. They adso were a shock
to me, although no longer one of surprise.

But | did not at once begin to write like Holmes, any
more than | had begun to write like Sala: in fact as a
schoolboy | wrote very little; and students of heredity
who refuse to believe in spontaneously engendered tendencies
would be hard put to it to account for subsequent pre-
occupation with pen and ink, for there are no writers
among my direct forbears. It is true that a member of
the Verrall family, William Verrall, landlord of the White
Hart at Lewes, wrote A Complete System of Cookery, 1759,
but he was a collateral ancestor ; while | have a little
note-book entitled Original riddles propounded by Margaret
Lucas to puzze the wits of her beloved father, Christmas
Day, 1857, the author being my Aunt Margaret, whom |
never saw, and the recipient my grandfather Edward
Lucas, who died when | was six. One of the riddles is so
intricate that in these days of cross-word puzzles | am
tempted to transcribe it, not merely as a series of problems
(which | have been unable to solve) but to prove that
Aunt Margaret could manage prosody.

"In lands where Romish faith prevails
I and my friends abound,

And with a variation small,

One which you could not hear at all,
In deserts vast are found.
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But most at merry Christmas time
The children love my face.

For then in joyous guise |'m seen,

All dressed in blue and red and green,
Their festival to grace.

Cut off my head, oh cruel act !
My life at best is short,

But give another, and | rise

At once before your wondering eyes,
If not before your thought.

Now change again, and if you will
A double head bestow,
I'l'l show you goods both cheap and rare
To clothe the poor and deck the fair,
Stuffs, silk and calico.

If you will change my double head
You'll see that | am able

To jump and run right merrily,

And e'en a frequent guest to be
Upon your dinner table.

My shifting head may rest at last,
But now my tail must go ;

In burning Africa | dwell,

In South America as well,
And other lands also.

And though they say |I'm cold and high,
And somewhat stern and bold,

| yet sometimes will condescend

To act the part of genial friend
And keep you from the cold.

Beware how you behead again,
The act you may repent,

For thus disfigured | should be

Rude, fickle, impudent and free,
On mischief still intent.'
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As the little book does not include answers, | cannot give
the key; but there is perhaps enough evidence here to
indicate that writing was inthefamily. But abetter theory
is that | wrote because | wanted to. Most people do what
they want to do, and | was no exception.

Having abandoned Sala as a model, | was stirred to
emulate the author of The Citizen of the World, which was
given to me early in 1884 by the same uncle Samuel, who
was the greatest living influence that | knew in those early
impressionable years. | wish it had been possible to give
the world another work of such sagacity, humour and
kindly and limpid persuasive prose as Goldsmith's ironical
masterpiece ; but these things cannot be.

My next literary god was the author of Obiter Dicta,
published in 1884, which was the first book of essays by a
new writer that | bought. | still recall the feeling of
well-being which warmed me as | read that vigorous, witty,
sagacious and good-humoured work. Much later in life,
when | came to know Augustine Birrell, | found him of a
piece with his book ; indeed | have met no author whose
spoken word was so like hiswritten. His tongue, however,
goes farther than his pen ; he is the most uncompromising
talker | know. Heis also the readiest after-dinner speaker :
apt, humorous, scornful, whimsically aggressive and audible
all over the room. | doubt if he prepares a sentence of it.
He has a presence too, very like Thackeray in the Boehm
statuette.

I think that my next exemplar was Andrew Lang, whose
causerie ' At the Sign of the Ship ' in Longman's Magazine
| used to devour, and whose Letters to Dead Authors was,
| thought, one of the best books of 1886. Lang was the
first public man, a stranger, to whom | summoned up
enough courage to write—and he was dso the last. He
had made an alusion which | could not place, and my
letter was to ask him to explainit. Hereplied very briefly
—and for once legibly—giving the reference, but adding
that for schoolboys to take up the time of busy authors
came under the heading of ' cheek ': a rebuke which sank
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deeply in. Nonetheless his intellect continued to fascinate
me; he truly possessed all the talents. Everything that
he did he did with style; and | wish that we could have
one of these new omnibus books containing all his best
work, but they seem to be kept for the story writers.
Among the graver inclusions | should insist on his brief
memoir of his uncle, the classical scholar, W. Y. Sdllar.
During Lang's lifetime, Pett Ridge, the sympathetic tran-
scriber of Cockney comedy and tragedy, collected a number
of his articles from the Daily News and made a book
of them called Lost Leaders. There is therefore a good
precedent.

It was Lang who in, | think, his life of Stafford North-
cote, first said that it was the duty of biographers to relate
the favourite humorous stories of their subjects, as these
always shed a strong and vivid light on character. That
struck me as very sound advice, but it is not too much
followed. | have seldom been so well rewarded by the
perusal of a weekly paper as when, many years ago, | found
in the Saturday Review Lang's blank-verse account of the
founding of the Shelley Society, printed as prose, which,
in default of repeating any favourite humorous anecdotes,
| quote here. | used to know much of it by heart. The
four rhymed lines in the middle will be recognized as an
adaptation of a stanza in In Memoriam.

"" By Jove, | will; he was my father's friend! " Thus
Dr. Furnivall, in choice blank verse, replied when he was
asked by Mr. Sweet (Sweet of the pointed and envenomed
pen, wherewith he pricks the men who not elect him a
Professor, as he ought to be), 'twas thus, we say, that
Furnivall replied to the bold question asked by bitter
Sweet. " And what that question ?" Briefly, it was this
—" Why do not you, who start so many things, Societies
for poets live and dead, why do not you a new communion
found—Shelley Society might be the name—where men
might worry over Shelley's bones? " " By Jove, | will;
he was my father's friend," said Furnivall; and lo, the
thing was done ! Then, the fresh victim to " inaugurate ",
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they caled upon the Reverend Stopford Brooke, who,
being well disposed to them, arose, and did address them in
majestic phrase, " Forewords ", as they are styled by
Furnivall, by Jove, for Shelley was his father's friend.
" A thoughtful and most temperate address " was Stopford
Brooke's, who, as we learn with grief from the reporter
of this merry fit, " knocked Mr. Matthew Arnold out of
time."

' Oh, somewhere, meek, unconscious M att,
That sit'st below Teutonic limes,
Somewhere thou'lt read it i' the Times,

How Stopford Brooke has knocked thee flat!

' Then, to the joy of the assembled host, to them arose
intrepid Furnivall (youngMr. Shelley washis father's friend),
and proved that Matthew is a Philistine! Oh, tell it not
in Gath ; oh, tell it not where men do congregate in Ascalon,
that Mr. Arnold tarries in their tents, disguised, and worships
Dagon €en as they. Such is the view of Dr. Furnivall.
Then anecdotes of Shelley were brought forth—old anec-
dotes, and such as Captain Sumph was wont to tell of Byron
and the Priest, who grieved that he was "not a family
man ". This was the bravest of the anecdotes, how Shelley
at the elder Furnivall's (for Shelley was the Doctor's father's
friend) was asked one day, at tea, " What he would take ? "
And what took Shelley but a dish of milk (it seems he did
not like it in a cup)—a dish of milk, and, butterless, a crust.
Such was the food of this superior mind, such the tradition
and the influence that shaped the soul of Dr. Furnivall.
What more ? Why not so much as we might hope; but
Mr. Brooke—the Reverend Stopford Brooke, he who in
our religion finds romance—declared that Shelley was the
poet-priest of what he calls " the modern Meliorism ".
What that may be we know not ; but 'tis thought to be
a kind of pious Socialism, to be a dallying with dynamite,
with Mr. Hyndman and the other gents who lead a mob
along the streets and break the windows, and who scare
the little girls. Then these weird figures went their
several ways, all the Society of Shelleyites. Much have they
added to the public stock of information about Shelley's
ways ; much, very much, it helps us to enjoy the Adonais
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and Alastor, too, Prometheus and Epipsychidion. Oh,
happy Shelley ! Happy in thy friends, and happy in the
culminating chance when Mr. Sweet inquired of Furnivall
why he should so neglect so great a bard, for Shelley was
the Doctor's father's friend.'

Later | came to know Lang personally: not well, but well
enough to receive a number of unsolicited letters from him
and one day to go with him to Lord's. We sat on one of
the front benches of the Pavilion. He wore an ancient
top hat, which he tilted over his eyes, stretched his legs
on the seat in front and talked all the while; but | had
no notion of what he was saying, partly because of his
careless utterance and partly because | was watching the
game. Cricket demands concentration. He had a voice
that did not carry—' roupy ' he himself called it—and he
did something to his words too : bit them, | think, so that
most of them were lost.

| continually regret that there is no selection of Lang's
letters. A great many are in existence, all true to type;
and although the task of deciphering them would be
arduous, it could be done. A varied, learned and very live
and amusing book would be the result.

Next to Lang, and far more of a mental stimulus, came
Matthew Arnold, whose appeal was double, for | found
his poetry more to my mind than that of any other modern,
and was swayed by his prose. Principally | wanted prose
and, for | had given up reading novels, what | wanted in
prose was a ' criticism of life'. Matthew Arnold said that
criticism of life was the province of the poet, but | preferred
to find it in prose, and nowhere did | find it more acceptably
than in his own books. | rejoiced in his irony, his clear
sight, his melancholy, his contempt, his despair, and the
clarity of his sentences. And he was so responsible for his
words, as an author should be. | read everything he wrote,
from Friendship's Garland, with its deadly banter, to the
lectures on translating Homer, which, even though | knew
no Greek, enthralled me. Literatureand Dogmaland God.
and theJBible have by their titles probably scared many a



46 READING, WRITING AND REMEMBERING

young reader away ; but let the young reader take heart;
they are full of fun, Matthew Arnold's fun, which is avery
specia kind.

Never shall | forget the day—a Monday in 1888—when
the news came that Matthew Arnold was dead ; for only
a few hours before | had been reading his last article,
printed in the Nineteenth Century for the same month,
entitled ' Civilization in the United States'. which (though,
very magnanimously, it has been published in America),
has never been re-issued in book form here. Never, it
seemed to me, was he so wise or so spritely. It isin this
article, which | read again the other day and found just
as trenchant and timely as on its first appearance, that he
made the often-quoted remark that every nation has the
newspapers which it deserves.

Arnold died suddenly, after jumping a little gate on his
way back from church, where he had been listening to a
sermon by the Rev. John Watson, known to readers of
Scotch stories as ' lan Maclaren .

After Arnold, who was less imitable than any of my
favourites, |1 had donewith models, although | must confess
that Whistler's Ten 0'Clock, which in 1888 was issued at
a shilling in a brown paper wrapper, fascinated me, and |
can still finish from memory many of its sentences if given
the opening words. That, | thought—and still think—
was the way to write! At any rate, one of the ways.
You may imagine with what eagerness, after reading the
passage about the river at Chelsea after dark, | looked for-
ward to my next visit to London to seit with my own eyes.

| don't say that even now | do not pause sometimes' in
my reading to say to myself, ' | wish I had written that'
—I have said it with abook by Lytton Strachey in my
hands, | have said it when rejoicing in the gay fluidity of
A. A. Milne's prose—but | have grown to learn so well
that to write like another is as impossible as it would be
wrong.

Let me return to the authors whom | knew, either by
sight or even to have the honour of addressing. Alfred
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de Keyser and poor little Miss Nelly did not really count;
for although they had reached print they had not reached
title-pages, and it is title-pages that make the author.
Among my early friends at Brighton was a watchmaker in
the Lanes, who had drifted into picture dealing—a vain,
idle, talkative man with a warm heart, who wore his hair
long and his collar open because poets were like that, and,
from his shop door, for the same reason, kissed his hand to
all the pretty girls that passed. He had some luck at the
local sales—Brighton being famous for artistic trouvailles
—among the pictures that passed through his hands being
a portrait by Reynolds of Frank, Dr. Johnson's black
servant, and a Constable, bought for a few shillings, which
fetched three hundred pounds at Christie's. He was forty
years older than I, but we got on very well. In fact, at
that time, almost all the associates | could choose were
my seniors.

Well, one day | found in his shop a tall man with a
beard and spectacles and an American accent, who turned
out to be none other than Charles Godfrey Leland, known
to me as the author of the Hans Brcitmann ballads, which
my uncle was always quoting—

' Hans Brcitmann gave a barty—
Where is that barty now ?"'
and

' Der maiden mid nodings on ',

some of which (thanks to my World of Wit and Humour)
| aso knew by heart. Leland was staying at the Norfolk
Hotel for a few days, little expecting to meet in the Lanes
a boy of seventeen or so who could repeat anything from
his broken-German epic. But he cannot have been so
thrilled as I, and it was with a real sense of superiority
that | sat down to write to my uncle, telling him all about
it and triumphing in the advantage | now had over him
through this actual meeting.

Leland and | had a long talk and afterwards he sent me
very friendly letters, which, later, when | came to his trans-
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lation of Heine, made me the more ready to revel in that
work. But for Leland, | suppose thousands of English
readers would know nothing of ' Florentine Nights' and
' The Baths of Lucca'.

It was another Brighton dealer, but this time a book-
seller, dso with a shop in the Lanes (which are, so to
speak, the Beauchamp Place of that town), who intro-
duced me to Heine's great forerunner, Voltaire, lending
me a translation of The Philosophy of History, with Leigh
Hunt's name on the title-page.

My second author to speak with | owed more directly
tomy uncle. Thiswas J. O. Halliwell-Phillips, the Shake-
spearean investigator and collector, who had bought a
hill-side near Brighton, called Hollingbury Copse, where
he lived in a spreading house composed of separate bungal ow
rooms united by passages. He was then about sixty, a
big man with a white beard. For some reason my uncle
had to s him, and | went too. Considering that we
caled on a Sunday morning, which in my own cese is
the best morning for work in the whole week and not to
be broken in upon by any stranger, and considering aso
that our host enjoyed a reputation for, if not ferocity,
certainly independence, | think we were very well received.
He showed us many rare books and documents, but- what |
chiefly remember of this meeting is his remark that if he
ever chanced to se anything in anyone else's house or in
a museum that he thought he was more worthy to possess,
and (obviously) more able to protect, than its owner, he
had no scruples about taking it. This may have been a
humorous and idle boast; but he said it.

Whether Brighton is still the abode of literary men, |
cannot say. The only one | know who lives there to-day
is the author of The Guarded Flame and many other power-
ful novels, W. B. Maxwell, who is a proof that the gift of
inventing good stories and writing them with very accept-
able skill can be inherited, for his mother, before she
married, was Miss Braddon, author of Lady Audley's Secret.

Leland and Halliwell-Phillips thus stand as the first
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authorswith whom | had any speech. But thefirst author
whom | knew well as a contemporary of my own, was
Edward Garnett: adoubly divine person, for not only had
he written, but, as literary adviser to the firm of Fisher
Unwin, he could make reputations for others, or take
steps to delay them. Garnett, whose first book was The
Paradox Club, 1888, had married Constance Black, the
sister of my architect cousin's partner, and it was at the
settlement in the Weald of Sussex, three or four miles north
of the Downs, where they spent every week-end, that we
used to meet. In those days Constance Garnett had not
yet turned to Russian literature ; her interest in Turgenev
and Tolstoi, in Dostoievsky and Tchekov came later,
through Stepniak, her neighbour and mine at Crockham
Hill in Kent; and it is fortunate indeed that it did, for
otherwise English readers would not have her superbly
lucid and sympathetic translations of those authors.

Edward Garnett, hardly less enthusiastic but now gray,
is still aliterary adviser—the most inspired and inspiring
of all those powers-behind-the-throne of my time—having
been content to discover and stimulate others rather than
to write much himself. Meanwhile his son David has
made a name as a satirical fabulist with a style as pure as
Defoe's, while his older brother, Robert (who died in 1932),
after pretending for many years to be nothing but a
family lawyer with a private passion for Alexandre Dumas,
emerged into the warm air of an Indian summer as a book-
man with the widest possible net and as a very enter-
taining autobiographer.

Of the work of the paternal Garnett—the erudite and
untiringly kindly Dr. Garnett of the British Museum
Reading Room—I shall speak later. May | livelong enough
to se what the fourth generation will do!
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to be a Brightonian for more than twenty years,

for when at last, just after my sixteenth birthday,
a broken scholastic career, which included nine schools of
varying merit, came to an end, | was apprenticed to a
Brighton bookseller and thus lost the years in which the
ordinary youth has most fun and learns most. And when
I had finished with that, | spent two years more gaining
experience as a member of the staff of the Sussex Daily
News, a Brighton paper.

The book-shop had acirculating library with an enormous
stock of works no longer in circulation, many of them
dating from the eighteenth century, so that | was able
to make explorations in reading not easy for ordinary
boys, while the work later, on the Sussex Daily News,
taught me to keep my thoughts in easily accessible pigeon-
holes ; but | used to look with envy on those contemporaries
who were still at good schools or at the University, with
playing fields at their service. Nor did it decrease my
dissatisfaction to have to be, as part of my regular duty,
every day at noon in the porter's lodge of Brighton College

50

I XCEPT for school terms elsewhere, | was destined
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to se what new guides to knowledge the young barbarians
were needing.

Most of all do | now regret the loss of aclassical educa
tion. The world no doubt is the best or most serviceable
schoolmaster ; but the world's curriculum does not include
Latin and Greek. If it were any consolation, | would
remind myself that Frederick the Great and Cecil Rhodes
were equally without the dead languages ; but it is not.

Although during that apprenticeship | spent most of
my spare time, and some of my employer's, in reading,
| was trying to write too, always verse. | sem to have
written no prose before | was twenty-one. The pro-
ductions of these early years are collected in three or four
manuscript books, one of which, Verrallana, 1888, begins
with the following appeal to the reviewer :

"Were | to seek publicity in print
The Critic's heart |I'd soften, if | could,
(" The Critic's heart," say | ? The Cr|t|cst|nt)
With this decree of Arnold's gentle Budh :*
" Kill not, for Pity's sake, and lest ye slay
The meanest thing upon its upward way." '

The verses are all very serious. No love poems, but
plenty of polemics and inquiries into the anomalies of
life, with anxious views on the next world. In fact, a
sceptic's commentary.

| seem very early to have doubted and denied. In
fact"all my life | have been without belief in any guiding
purpose behind thp veil and with too quick a consciousness
of the world's ineq dity, injustice, cruelty and of the
waste and frustration that are continually evident. This
iswhy amost all my writing has been concerned with the
pleasant things, and why | have laid so much emphasis
on what | found to be beautiful or worthy of honour.
Perhaps | was thus concentrating for fear that | might
weep.

Anyway, one cannot be a reformer without being very

The Light of Asia, by Edwin Arnold.
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sure of oneself and accepting the possibility of improve-
ment. Again, reformers need to see things as black and
white, and to my eyes they are a mixture of shades. All
my life | have been handicapped as a debater or con-
troversialist or condemner by rinding myself to too large
a degree ranged also on the other side.

| quote a little from these early callow pages here and
there in this book, at this point contenting myself with
what strikes me now as the only original idea (in More
Verrallana, 1888) : a monologue by the youthful Shake-
speare called ' Looking Ahead'. The Bard of Avon is
discovered, a mere stripling, reclining in a meadow near
Stratford. He muses thus:

' The writing fever bows me down.

I long to cover reams and reams.
The sun of genius shines on me

And bathes me in his glorious beams.

| long to benefit the world,
I long to gain immortal fame,
Confer some blessings on my race
And win myself a deathless name.

If 1 can give our English stage

Some plays depicting human life
That will in future years become

The cause of trans-Atlantic strife . . .

If 1 can set a million pens
Discoursing of my wondrous powers
And finding flowers where | sow weeds
And finding weeds where | sow flowers ;

In each reprint of any play
If | can so distort the text
By printer's errors, that it reads
Quite differently in the next,

And introduce some ancient slang,
(I never did know how to spell)

To bother Aldis Wright and Skeat,
And Furnivall, and Halliwell . . .
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If 1 can add a phrase or two

To leader writers' stock-in-trade ;
If | can help an orator

Enforce a point that he has made ;
If 1 can do all this, why then

My labours will be well repaid.'

Now and then | succeeded in inducing the Editors of
the local papers to accept something; but the most
memorable moment of my life arrived when at last the
Globe printed me—the Globe, a famous London evening
paper. Here it is, written during the Home Rule excite-
ment in the late eighteen-eighties :

THE POLITICAL PROPHET

Near me home in Tipperary lives a prophet—old and hairy,
And, begorra! all his clothes are torn to rags;

Not a pig that's born would grovel in the miserable hovel
Which he's built wid sticks and mud among the crags.
Well, we made a little party, did the bhoys from Ballin-

carty—
We're the finest politicians in the South—
And we got his honour's permit, and we called upon the
hermit,
Faith! we found him wid a bottle to his mouth.

Then says Tim (he did the spakin'), ' Praise your Riverence
were sakin'
For to know the future of this glorious land.'
Saysthe prophet/ | cantell ye, but ye'll haveto fill me belly
Wid the craytur. 'Tis John Jamieson, me brand !
Och ! our pockets wasn't heavy, but we made a little levy
And Tim handed to the hermit one and six :
Says he, in voice of thunder, '1'll be took up sure for
plunder
Can't ye raise another shillin' ? This is nix !

' Nok;? Then hark, ye men of larnin’, for | hear me eyeballs
arnin'
The throubles of me counthry claim me powers ;
| feel mejayniusradiate, we'll have Home Rule immaydiate,
And Liberty and Freedom will be ours 1
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| prophesy for Parnell a heavenly throne etarnal,
And an earthly throne as Qireland's noble king ;
And the Pathriot O'Brien will give speeches from Mount
Zion,
While on earth he'll make the Dublin rafthers ring!

' The divine immorthal Biggar, wid his fine majestic figure,
Will be gineral of our Army—or | lie;
The speaker will be Tanner—that man of polished manner ;
Tim Healy will be Chancellor—or die !
We'll slit the Orange wizens, and we'll shut up all the
prisons,
And whisky will be common as the sea—
Och! we'll cut off all connection wid the thrice accursed
Saxon,
And wake it in one everlasthing spree!

' To complete the undertakin', up in Heaven they'll soon
be makin'
Alterations in the list of Pathron Saints :
Misther Gladstone will—above us—take Saint Pathrick's
place, and love us,
And hark to Paddy's blessings—and complaints! '
Then says Tim, ' Wid all these glories, Faith, you're leaving
out the Tories.'
Says the prophet, ' For their dirthy, scurvy tricks,
They will suffer dreadful tarnients, and wid'out their lower
garments—
By the Pope! | can't do more for one and six.'

We left the sage, so gifted, wid his elbow slightly lifted ;
"Och! Tim, me bhoy," says I, ' can this be thrue ?"'
"Ye'll be mad," says he, ' I'm thinkin', it's as rale and

thrue as drinkin’,
And, 'pon me sowl, that ought to settle you ! '
Our hearts were feelin' frisky, wid the thoughts of so much
whisky,
AU night we danced and yelled, and played the fool;
For we're plaised as Punch and merry, down in county
Tipperary,
Now the prophet says we're goin' to get Home Rule !
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The local papers did not pay, but the Globe sent me a
postal order for fifteen shillings for these verses, and reading
them again to-day, | can't think that they were dear.
At the time, however, | thought the reward wonderful.
Without being in the least mercenary or acquisitive, never
can one know again such rapture as accompanies the
opening of the envelope containing the first payment for
literary work. But my own share of ecstasy was double,
for | had already had the ailmost unbearable joy of finding
the verses on the front page of the Globe in the ' By the
way' column ; acolumn which, as Dame Fortune was secretly
arranging, | was in the not very distant future to write
very largely myself. It was amost too much : first the
versesin actual print, and then the money for them. Lucky
that | had a strong heart.

Naturally | continued to send verses to the Globe
(' Fifteen shillings a week : let me see, that's £39 a year’
was how my thoughts were running), but they were more
often rejected than not. Still, all unconsciously, | had
laid a foundation-stone.

I will quote no more from those early days until | come
to mention my first book, which was now in the making,
except these stanzas from a private commentary on the
decision of the Quaker hierarchy, at a summer gather-
ing at Scarborough, to let the prophet Jonah's most
famous escapade go. | have not the exact date, but
assume it to have been about the time of which | am
writing.  Although not then much identified with the
sect, | seem to have known what was going on. Hence
these lines :

To Scarboro' the Quakers went
Intent on disputation
Provided only it was blent
Enough with recreation :
For Yorkshire's coast is very fine
For junketings and rambles,
And some one ought to draw the line
At minor prophets' gambols. . . .
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And so poor Jonah went, his tale
Transformed to Allegory,

For look ! Apartments in a whale
Is too grotesque a story !

While Job is aso out of touch,
The Summer School has said it,

Alas! that one who bore so much
Has now to bear discredit !

But as for us who did not fare
To Scarboro', nor wish to,

Who from the first have had a care
For Jonah and his fish too,

To us it seems that Quakers might
Be doing something better

Than joining with the ranks that smite
In battles o'er the letter.

The Spirit once was their concern,
'TwasFox's inspiration

(Though Fox maybe ne'er lived to burn
In righteous exaltation)—

Strong simple souls, they did not rove
In problematic chatter

But went direct to God for love
And deemed naught ese could matter.

But lo! the Bible isin crime
To-day by Friends detected,

And Jonah for the second time
I's, so to speak, 'rejected .

And O the pity of it ! for

While critics hack and sever

The outstretched hand of Christ is more
Desired by man then ever.

One recollection of those early Brighton days is con-
cerned, obliquely, with Oscar Wilde and the odd manner
in which | became acquainted with his writings. In
January 1889 | chanced to meet a youth, who later was
to distinguish himself as a historian—John Neville Figgis,
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whose father was minister of the Countess of Huntingdon's
Chapel in the town, and who, as the author of daring and
satirical verses, displayed the brilliance that we associate
with the rebellious sons of the clergy. After surprising
me by taking orders and forswearing the world, he died
—a loss to learning—in middle age, but not before he had
acquired as much erudition, bulk and untidiness as Dr.
Johnson himself, whom he resembled, to my eyes far
more than Mr. Chesterton is supposed to do. His end
was accelerated by being torpedoed during the War on
his way to America to lecture. No less likely fate for this
studious cloistered theological inquirer could be imagined.
Although Figgis was saved from drowning, his health and
nerves were shattered. His incomplete work on Bossuet
went down with the ship.

But to return to Oscar Wilde—on the evening on which
I met young Figgis, who was then about twenty, he had
come fresh from reading in the Nineteenth Century Wilde's
essay on ' The Decay of the Art of Lying', and, without
a misplaced or omitted word, he repeated large portions
of this to the company. The result of a single perusal.
The stories of Macaulay's similar feats of memory | had
until then thought to be exaggerations; but | can testify
that Figgis had the same astonishing gift.

The Nineteenth Century always had something arresting
in those days.  So had the Fortnightly and the Contemporary.
They have all lost authority, one reason being that the
ordinary newspapers now find room for the kind of article
which James Knowles, the founder of the Nineteenth Century,
was always seeking.

| met Knowles, who was Maurice Hewlett's uncle, once,
but had little conversation with him, as he was always an
editor and there were present some real fish for his net.
Before he became an editor he was an architect, and he
had designed a vast number of buildings of all kinds, from
churches to clubs, from offices to the terrace that is now
Princes' Hotel at Hove. London's chief debt of gratitude
to him is for Leicester Square. In 1873 Leicester Square
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was a piece of waste ground full of rubbish. When ' Baron'
Grant bought it asa gift to the public he employed Knowles
to make it seemly.

The Edinburgh and the Quarterly, strictly anonymous
in those days, also carried big guns; but one is now no
more. Taste has changed. | remember that my first
glimpse of real magnificence, or reckless prodigality, was
when, asked by a colleague on the Globe to dine and deep
at his cottage on the Epsom Downs, he bought at the
Victoria bookstall the Edinburgh and the Quarterly, the
Nineteenth Century, the Fortnightly, the Contemporary and
severa magazines and illustrated weeklies, in order that |
might have 'something to read in the train'. That
seemed to me, who would have been satisfied with one
evening paper, princely. | never made such lavishness
my own, but when | was told that a certain hostess always
took sixteen copies of The Times and sixteen copies of
the Pall Mall Gazette so that her guests should have one
each, | decided that if ever | entertained on a similar
scae | would do the same.

That was in the time of Harry Cust's editorship of the
Pall Mall, when there was something amusing or startling
every afternoon, as sure as sunset, and the ' Wares of
Autolycus' ran through theweek. | forget Mrs. MeynelTs
day. Was it Wednesday ? And was it on Fridays that
Mrs. Pennell was greedy ? Poor Harry Cust—even to
those who, like myself, knew him only very slightly, how
gay and charming he was! It was he, with his bulldog
Lobengula at his side, who wrote the most caustic and
sensational of the leaders and found comic titles for them.
' PeYier Joue" was one of these, when Casimir PeYier, the
French President, resigned ; another, when he could think
of nothing else, was ' The Coisoned Pup '.

Oscar Wilde, by the way, like Sydney Smith before him,
has the credit for more jokes than he made. Not long
ago | had to listen to a fellow guest who was regaling the
table with one of Wilde's best impromptu comments.
The scene was a meeting of the Vagabonds' Club, a dining



A BRIGHTON JOURNALIST

society which flourished in London in the 'nineties. On
the occasion in question, eating having finished, there were
speeches, and among those who spoke was the repre-
sentative of the Sar—' The Sar man ', as he was called
—who, the chairman said, had expressed his readiness to
tell a few stories. Having told three or four, each totally
unfit for mixed company, with great success, he stood for
a few moments in silence while he searched his memory
for another and, if possible, a worse. It was then, said
the narrator, that Wilde was heard to remark, in a loud
whisper, ' The Sar is lost in the illimitable blue'. Very
good, and in Wilde's own manner; but as a matter of
fact it was not Wilde who said it. The remark was
made by William Watson, the poet, as | can testify—for
| was next but one to him, and was the more struck by
it, and therefore the more likely to remember it, because,
knowing his work, | had not thought of him as that kind
of wit.

Although I did not know Wilde, | came to know and like
his loyal and devoted friend, Robbie Ross, intimately, and
enjoyed his impish talk to the full.  But we had a difference
which lasted for some time, during which he said, | am
sure, the cruellest things about me that his brain could
devise, for, being so true a friend, he was naturally a first-
class hater. The fault was, | fear, too much mine. In
planning an anthology of letters | asked Robbie if 1 might
include two or three of Wilde's, which he had shown me
in typescript but which had not yet been published; and
he agreed. | was aso using a number of Stevenson's,
and when one day—very foolishly, as it turned out—I
mentioned those of Wilde to Lady Colvin, she said that if
he was represented in the book, those from R. L. S. to her
husband or herself must come out. Weighing the respective
merits of the letters in question, | decided, rightly or
wrongly, to omit Wilde's; but what was beyond doubt
wrong was my neglect to tell Ross, so that the first in-
timation came to him when he opened the published book.
Naturally he was furious. Further, he demanded the
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reason for the omission, and when | declined to give it
he was more furious still.

The story would not be worth telling but for the sequel.
It was through Colvin that, all unknown to Ross, we
quarrelled; it was through Colvin that we became recon-
ciled; for when, at the time of Colvin's retirement from
the Print Room at the statutory age of sixty-five, the
project was set on foot to give him a public dinner, both
Robbie and | were on the Committee, and in the course
of the discussions we gradually returned to our old footing.
But | never told him what had happened.

Colvin and Ross, though unlike in every other way, had
in common their fidelity to a cause: Ross to Wilde, and
Colvin to Stevenson, or, as he used to call him, having some
troublewith the letter R," Ah welless. And neither Colvin
nor Ross ever, as one can conceive of devotees, in course
of time, doing, grew to think less of their human idols or
to resent their own fame being merged in the greater.  Ross,
it is true, did little work apart from that which fals to
the champion of another, although he had some very good
brains of his own and liked writing about pictures; but
Colvin as Keeper of the Print Room at the British Museum
issued some valuable critical works, and wrote what is,
| believe, still the standard Life of Keats, although Amy
Lowell's researches may have superseded it here and there.
At the time when he lost his power of concentration he
was engaged on a learned essay on the Centaurs.

Colvin had his pet aversions and some professorial weak-
nesses which made him vulnerable to the ribald; but he
was tireless in service to his friends, and beneath a certain
stiffness of manner had a very cordial nature. He flung
himself into the fortunes of Conrad with passion, and no
one could have done more than he and Mrs. Sitwell, as
Lady Colvin then was, when Stephen Phillips was making
good.

It was at Stephen Gwynn's house in Chelsea that | met
one afternoon a little white-haired lady in a large hat and
a feather boa, with a large nose and very soft eyes, who |
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discovered was none other than Mrs. Sitwell, the famous
Mrs. Sitwell who had acted as muse to R. L. Stevenson
in his early London days and had drawn from him some
of his most emotional letters. At the time when we met,
at the beginning of this century, all London knew that
Sidney Colvin, Stevenson's friend and biographer, and
Mrs. Sitwell were in love, but that they could not marry
so long as Colvin's mother survived, as every spare penny
of his income was needed by her. They saw each other
every day and, at the little dinner-parties which Colvin
occasionally gave in his bleak official residence at the
British Museum, Mrs. Sitwell acted as hostess. Later,
after their marriage in 1903, when, on his retirement from
the Museum, they moved to a house off the Bayswater
Road, | was a regular visitor, ultimately becoming, with
Laurence Binyon, Colvin's literary executor and writing
a record of their lives.

With Lady Colvin there always had to be a young lion
to nourish—that necessity was of the essence of her warm
romantic heart—and nothing gave her greater satisfaction
than to receive confidences from the unhappy and pour
balm into their wounds. Her sympathies were boundless,
and to the end she kept in touch with new books : always,
I think, in the hope of getting dso in touch with their
authors, should they make a sign.

One of Lady Colvin's most constant proteges being
Hugh Walpole, | should like to quote here some passages
from the subtle and discerning character sketch of her
which he wrote for my memoir of her and of her husband.

"It was one of the great pieces of good fortune in my
life that the Colvins were among my first friendsin London.
The customary phrase to use about people who during their
lifetime were very popular is that they had a genius for
friendship ; it is a term more misused than amost any
other, but for once it must be said. Friendship isn't an
easy habit in these hurried noisy days ; and to have many
friends, to give each one an individual colour so that not
only do you seem to be dealing with them as though they
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were unique in your life but you do actually make them
unique, this is a gift of the rarest and most precious. It
was the supreme gift that the Colvins possessed.

' They were fortunate, | think, in being perfect com-
plements the one of the other; they were alike in their
enthusiasm and generosity of heart, and their passionate
mutual love gave them a beautiful unity, but they were
quite separate in their approach to life. Colvin was
traditional; it is well known of course that he was always
on the look-cut for new talent in art and letters; but
what he liked was a new talent with old roots, and in the
conduct of life he was all for the traditions, perfect courtesy,
an unflinching code of honour, decent manners and a certain
avoidance of the crudities that modern life seemed to him
to be too fond of emphasizing.

" Lady Colvin was with him in her love for fine courtesies
and honourable dealing, but beyond these she had a deep
understanding of all the complexities of modern life; you
could not tell Colvin everything, because to shock him was
to hurt him too deeply; but there was nothing that you
could not tell to her.

' She was not at all the sweet, gentle white-haired old
lady. With her passionate interest in everything, her fiery
partisanship, as she sat there in her chair, the inevitable
feather boa round her neck like a banner, the most exciting
thing in life seemed always just to have happened to her.
The astonishing thing was that the exciting event, when
you came to hear of it, was something that had occurred
to someone dse rather than to herself. We all know that
we spend most of our days in listening to the adventures
of our friends and longing for the moment to arrive when
we shall be able to slip in aword of our own affairs ; but
in her case she joined so eagerly in the experiences of other
people that you were amazed that she had time or energy
left for her own She was a terrible trap for egoists, and
yet always after you had told her of your own adventure
you caught from her a snse of the excitement of other
people's and that did your egoism good.'

As a member of the staff of the Sussex Daily News, | had
to be prepared at a moment's notice to be sent anywhere—
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to police courts, inquests, theatres, charity meetings,
music-halls, flower-shows, meets of hounds, shipwrecks,
weddings, funerals, concerts, entertainments, billiard
matches—everything, in short, where shorthand, which |
never learned, was not essential. In my spare time at
the office | wrote paragraphs, criticisms, descriptive articles
and reviews of books. The quality of the work may have
been low, but the practice was useful, and every day |
spent less time in getting ready to begin.

For two years | led this strange hand-to-mouth existence
—in exchange not for a salary but for pocket-money—
beginning each morning at eleven, when | had to be in the
Hove Police Court, and ending between 2 and 3 am., when
the paper went to bed. Apart from the useful training
acquired, | value those two years for the companionship
of the only other non-shorthand writer on the staff, Vincent
Brown (who died early in 1933), a fine critic of literature,
a fearless talker and the author of some powerful novels
of peasant life, all on the tragic side but filled with pity
and understanding. My Brother was perhaps his best
work. Brown's greatest literary heroes, Thomas Hardy
and Dostoievsky, soon became aso mine.

An early instance of the choice of words—how one
epithet can be better than another—occurred during one of
my assignments (as the American journalistic stories say),
while | was on the Brighton paper. Buffalo Bill brought
hisWild West Show to the town, and his advertising repre-
sentative, Major Burke, who aso had a wide felt hat and
long shining locks, invited the press to his tent, where
whisky was not inconspicuous. In the course of con-
versation, | remarked that there would naturally be a
procession. He was shocked and even pained. ' Young
man/ he said, 'ours is not a pro-cession; ours is a
cavalcade.'

One of the star attractions, by the way, at that show
was Annie Oakley, the sharp-shooter, otherwise known as
"Little Sure Shot', and | mention her here because,
in addition to her astonishing accuracy with a repeating
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rifle, she has added a phrase to the language—at any rate
to the American language. One of her tricks was to cut
out the pips on a playing card. Well, at all circuses in
America to-day, and aso at many theatres, the passes
since they are punctured, are called ' Annie Oakleys .

Between leaving the book-shop and joining the news
paper | had had three or four months holiday, in the late
summer of 1889, and | was fortunate to be given by another
uncle, who owned ships, a passage in a tramp steamer from
Venice to Cardiff, by way of Trieste, Fiume and Bordeaux.
Records of travel are not part of the scheme of this book ;
and | mention the trip because, while travelling to Venice
overland, | had in Paris my first glimpse of Mr. Gladstone,
for he was present at the Hippodrome, now the great
Gaumont film building, at a performance of a vast spectacle
called ' Skobeleff' and | can still visualize the esgerness
which, when the manager came to his box, the G.O.M.
displayed in putting questions, probably technical, and
discussing the replies.

It was at Hastings, in 1891, that | saw him again, when,
at the age of eighty-two, he was on the war-path for Irish
Home Rule, addressing in the theatre a great gathering
of supporters, and | was at the reporters' desk which had
been fitted up in the orchestra. The G.O.M., although still
awarrior, was visibly failing. His eye had lost its bright-
ness and his features their aggressve decision; the
resonance had left his voice, and | never saw a face so
white. By his side sat Mrs. Gladstone, anxiously watching
her marvellous lord.

Seymour Hicks was telling me the other day that, on a
recent visit to Paris he asked Sacha Guitry for news of Le
Bargy. Was he -still alive? Oh yes, said Guitry, he was
still alive: "ahold lion, very hold'. Well, Mr. Gladstone,
at the time of this speech at Hastings, was a hold lion,
very hold; and he was dso a hold heagle. | don't know
which of those two heads, the king of beast's or the king
of bird's, his physiognomy more resembled. Tenniel drew
him as both.
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While doubting if any politician is ever worth hearing,
| am convinced that we should never make our first
acquaintance with a famous orator when his age is eighty-
two. Much as | admired him, and much as | was still
under the domestic Gladstone glamour in which | had been
trained, |1 wished that he had given it all up and was in-
stead taking it easy on the sofa at Hawarden, translating
Horace and Homer or reading theological novels. What a
profound belief in his cause or himself (I reflected) apolitical
speaker must have ; what a contempt for his hearers; or
what colossal vanity, to be, after eighty, still campaigning,
still employing the old rhetorical devices and gestures: in
aword, tricks!

I have heard all the principal orators of my time, but
never without blushing for them. Not even the best of
them has been above recourse to pettiness. Mr. Gladstone
was the most illustrious, and, by reason of his age, the most
pathetic, the most to be pitied; especialy as | couldn't
make up my mind as to whether he cared most for Ireland
or for the arena.  When one is a great orator—that is to
say, an artist in exposition, in persuasion and in denuncia-
tion—one has the right to be as unwilling to lay down
one's tongue, so to speak, as a writer to lay down his
pen or an artist his brush. All the same, | was not
thrilled at last to be face to face with the god; | was
pained.

Of course | heard Gladstone too late. In his prime he
must have been a great power, playing as he liked on his
audiences : at any rate when they were—as great orators'
audiences too often are—' packed ' and he was preaching
only to his own congregation.

Among the famous speakers of my time, the most accom-
plished, | should say, was Mr. Asquith, afterwards Lord
Oxford. No one se, not reading from notes, was so clear,
concise and orderly. He had a masterly choice of words,
and so well organized was his brain that they were always
in the right place, the end of the sentence—indeed, the end
of the speech itself, no matter how distant—never lost

5
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sight of, and reached by logica and unalterable stages.
But Mr. Asquith was in the old tradition of deference and
courtesy. He "ventured to think ', he ' made so bold as
to assert’, and so forth. These cliches aways rather
cooled my ardour. | prefer directness.

| would say of him that he gave the reporters less work
in making him grammatical and fluent than any other
speaker. There was no need to join his flats; they were
joined. But the discrepancy between the original speech
and the newspaper reporters is often extraordinary, as is
only too well known by professional journalists and by
those who have listened to debatesin Parliament. The way
in which the practised reporter reduces Parliamentary chaos
to order is indeed wonderful. At an ordinary public
meeting each speaker is alone, and each speaker addresses
his audience from the same spot—the platform. And, as
there is little or no interruption, the reporter's task is
comparatively easy. But in the House the members
jump up all over the place, often two or three at once,
and speak or mumble—very often just like ordinary
casual conversation—amid every kind of movement and
distraction.

| shall never forget my surprise, and the sense of shock
that accompanied it, when, on my first visit to the Gallery
of the House of Commons, | observed what seemed to me
the disrespect of the members when even a great leader
was speaking. Some were talking; some were walking;
some were interjecting comments, often derisive. The
result was that | could hear only alittle of the Front Bench
orators, while amid the hesitating hums and haws of the
rank and file standing up here and there on the floor
of the House there was little to be distinguished at
all. Yet the next day the Times supplied all that | had
missed.

The prevailing impression which that first visit conveyed
was of the restlessness of the place, crystallizing in lack of
dignity. Although | have been there again and again
since, this first impression has not been corrected. To hear



A BRIGHTON JOURNALIST 67

great oratory the House of Commons is certainly not the
place, even if great oratory is going on. There are too
many cheers—and counter cheers. Questions are flung in
and must sometimes be answered. The thread is lost and
notes must be consulted. Occasionally there are promptings
from a colleague. But, above all, there are the members
who talk and walk.

Toreturnto Mr. Gladstone, | was destined to be associated
with himin avery unexpected way : in fact, to write some-
thing of whichhe was in hislatelifetime, and now and then
still is, supposed to be the author. It happened that
when | went to the Globe in the summer of 1893 my most
intimate colleague was Charles L. Graves, now assistant
editor of Punch, but then responsible for the column of
jokes and caustic comments called ' By the Way '«—one of
the most popular features in London journalism at that
time. Together we had to fill this column every morning,
and, though there were bad days, it was usually great fun.
Graves, who of all the journalists | have known has the
best stored brain and the highest record for accuracy, and
is a remarkable scholar, took advantage of the announce-
ment that the G.O.M. was employing his leisure by making
anew translation of Horace, to contribute to the Spectator,
week by week, his own idea of that work, under the title
The Hawarden Horace, in which it may safely be said—
snce Graves was far from being a Home-ruler and
has a deadly memory and an undefeatable wit—no
chances were missed. | don't mean that the verses—which
were the freest paraphrases of, and modernization of, the
originals—were malicious; not at all. But they often
hit hard.

Perhaps it was because he thought a little leaven might
be useful'that he asked me for a version of the ode Ad
Phyllidem. My Latin is practically non-existent, but,
obtaining a crib and imagining myself to be the Grand
Old Man and Phyllis to be his little granddaughter Dorothy
Drew, upon whom all the world knew that he doted, |
produced the following lines:
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AD DOROTHEAM

I know where there is honey in a jar
Meet for a certain little friend of mine;
And, Dorothy, | know where daisies are
That only wait small hands to intertwine
A wreath for such a golden head as thine.

The thought that thou art coming makes all glad:
The house is bright with blossoms high and low,
And many a little lass and little lad
Expectantly are running to and fro :
The fire within our hearts is all aglow.

We want thee, child, to share in our delight
On this high day, the holiest and best,

Because 'twas then, ere youth had taken flight,
Thy grandmamma, of women loveliest,
Made me of men most honoured and most blest.

That haughty boy who led thee to suppose
He was thy sweetheart, has, | grieve to tell,
Been seen to pick the garden's choicest rose
And toddle with it to another belle,
Who does not treat him altogether well.

But mind not that, or let it teach thee this—
To waste no love on any youthful rover

(All youths are rovers, | assure thee, Miss).
No, if thou wouldst true constancy discover,
Thy grandpapa is perfect as a lover.

So come, thou playmate of my closing day,
The latest treasure life can offer me,

And with thy baby laughter make us gay.
Thy fresh young voice shall sing, my Dorothy,
Songs that shall bid the feet of sorrow flee.

When the book, The HaWarden Horace, appeared and
received a warm welcome, my lines were quoted in several
of the reviews. Provincial papers when copying them
slurred over the authorship, so that in course of time they
used to crop up with Mr. Gladstone's name. Both Graves
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and | have had to write a number of letters of explanation,
and probably there will still be more, for a newspaper
mis-statement, always hard to catch up with, is never
completely overtaken.

It was at this time that, indirectly, | received my first
literary commission and, directly, my second. The first
came through Mr. Teetgen, the Brighton provision mer-
chant, who wanted from Vincent Brown an historical sketch
of the town to attach to his price-list. Brown very hand-
somely recommended me, and | wrote it and was paid.
Five pounds! The first five pounds | ever saw all together.
But | have no recollection that the article ever reached
print.

The second commission came from my great-aunts, Rachel
and Sarah Rickman, who lived at Wellingham, near Lewes,
in Sussex, and were the ladies-bountiful of the village of
Ringmer. At their invitation | wrote a pamphlet on
William Penn and the Springett family—Penn's first wife
having been GulielmaMaria Springett—who lived at Broyle
Place in that neighbourhood ; and thiswork did reach print
and now and then to-day finds its way into booksellers
catalogues under the heading ' Scarce '. But, as | say dse-
where in these pages, | am very little of a collector's piece.

One day in 1890 | found on a station bookstall a little
volume called Pirated Poems, in a sixpenny series, which
had some excellent things in it. A publisher's note stated
that it was a reprint of an anonymous American work,
and if the author would come forward he would receive
his share of the profits. Having by this time a considerable
stock of verse of my own, | made a selection and sent it
to the publisher, who, to my astonishment, excitement and
misgiving, accepted them, but insisted upon providing a
new title, very different from anything that | had chosen
or should have chosen, and, | thought, very misleading,
and brought them out. | put up some resistance, but it
was quickly over-ruled; indeed the publisher, a very
dictatorial man, replied that he didn't mind whether the
book came out or not, but it would come out only with his
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title; and so, of course, | climbed down. First books are
first books, and the publishers of first books usually get
their own way. Moreover, this was to be the eighth in a
series which, being designed for ' Everybody ', practically
sold itself, and already contained Everybody's Book of
Proverbs and Quotations, Everybody's Book of Outdoor Games.
Everybody's Book of Indoor Games, Everybody's Book of
Irish Wit and Humour, Everybody's Book of English Wit
and Humour, Everybody's Book of Scotch Wit and Humour,
and the Pirated Poems which had stirred my ambition.
Then | should come—Sparks from a Flint: odd Rhymes for
odd Times. Cloth sixpence; leather (limp) one shilling;
morocco or Persian gilt half a crown. Not a bad start!

And then arrived the parcel containing six copies, which
| tore open with the proud glow that can suffuse an author
once only in hislife; never again, for there cannot be two
first books. | did not care for the colour of the cloth
(sixpence) or the red edges; but the words ' Everybody's
Scries' were heartening. When, however, | opened the
book, | found that the perfidious publisher not only had
provided the title, but, behind my back, had defended it
in a preface.

"" Sparks from a Flint," ' he wrote, 'is a title, which
does not mean that either Author or Publishers claim that
the pieces are brilliant, or that the Author has a flint where
his heart ought to be—which, by the way, is often true
of the Critic and the Reviewer.

' The poet's work is to lead his readers to look at truth
in all sorts of ways and from many points of view.

' The author of these verses has come into contact with
men who have sometimes assumed a cardessness which
was not altogether real, and with others who were honestly
heedless ; men who were, and who appeared to be " flints ",
and among both classes he has found some sparks of truth,
which show that there is a heart of flesh beneath the roughest
exterior.

' Thus he has gleaned in a field which most men assume
to be too barren to attract attention or to repay the labour.
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' Theresult isin the hands of the reader, who will doubtless
pass his own verdict thereon.'

To say that this defence depressed me is grossly to under-
state the case ; | burned with shame ; all my pride in the
book evaporated, and, when one of its first readers pointed
out two false quantitiesin it, | lost all interest, did every-
thing | could to concea its existence, was in an agony
when it was mentioned in my presence and, some years
later, bought up the whole edition and destroyed it.

Looking at the book now, | find that for a very young
man | was unduly sententious ; but not always foolishly,
for many a better author might take this plea to heart :

' Prolixity, avaunt !
And | shall get on nicely;
For with you here | can't
Express myself concisely.

Verbosity, away !

Digression, cesse to trouble !
You hamper what | say,

And make my verses double.

But Brevity and Wit,

Give heed to my petition !
Control my pen, and it

Shall win a proud position !’

Here are some expressions of opinion from these distant
days. On war :

" Then why not let our oldest fight—
Say, no one under fifty ?

, A country should for future might
Of her young blood be thrifty !

Or ese abolish sword and gun,
And take to pugilism,

Or each appoint a champion,
To settle any schism !
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On profanity :

' The navvy swears because he feels
Plain language a delusion,

And so a string of oaths he reels
In blasphemous profusion.

But what he means by what he says
"Twill profit none to study,

For does he blame, or does he praise,
The thing is always " bloody ".

The youngster—for he thinks it quite
A manly occupation ;

It adds some inches to his height
And lends a reputation.

The swell—because, if chosen well,
An oath gives ton and plating ;

It's grand to send a man to Hell,
Who only kept you waiting.

The tar—because he's sworn so long,
And can't get on without it ;

But whether it is right or wrong,
He's never thought about it.

While men of wisdom never swear
Unless a door is slamming,

Or buttons go, or braces tear ;

And then, | own, it clears the air
To do a little damning.’'

On marriage :

"And these are the words the philosopher sad
With regard to our nuptial plan :—

" It's a capital thing for a woman to wed,
But a shocking bad thing for a man." '

On efficiency :

' Not he who knows his powers alone
Wins Fortune's ministrations ;

A better chance is stood by one
Who knows his limitations/
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On Robert Burns:

"| ken, dear Rob, the human soul
A-shining in your pages;

You loved too well the flowing bowl—
Not everybody sage is.

It tempered your philosophy
To do some honest sinning,

It broadened, too, your sympathy,
And made your verses winning.

| love you for a thorough man,
I love you for your teaching,
| love you for the rigs you ran,
Your hate of cant and preaching.
But, Rob, a word within your ear,
From one Parnassus climbing :
To younger bards it wasna fair
To do such easy rhyming !

The best verses in the book are objective, embodying
the memories of a holiday in the island of Coll in the
Hebrides, in 1890, inscribed to my companion there, a
doctor who preferred collecting eggs to practising the healing
art.

"You may talk of the Island of Wight,
The home of the lodging-house shark,
Of Alderney's varied delights,
Of Jersey and Guernsey and Sark,
Of Sheppey and Lundy and Man,
Of Scilly and Skye and Tiree,—
You may talk of what islands you can,
But Coll is the island for me!

O where is the ocean so blue ?

And where are the evenings so long ?
And where are the people so few ?

And where are the mallards so strong ?
And where is the water so cold ?

And where are the breezes so free ?
And where are the black-backs so bold ?

Ah! Coll is the island for me!
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O where is the Sawbath so slack ?
And where is tobacco so mild ?
And where are the rabbits so black ?
And where are the hoodies so wild ?
And where are the sunsets so fine ?
And where is one mile so like three ?
And where is the beer so divine ?
Ah! Coll is the island for me!

But enough of this wearisome " where " ;
I wish | were up there again,
To eat of the sweet Highland fare
(And lose it—through David Mac-Brayne).
And | wish, Johnny, you were there too;
Our hearts are not here but N.B.
For Coll is the island for you,
And Coll is the island for me !

I have no file of the Brighton papers—the Sussex Daily
News, the Argus, an evening journal, and the Southern
Weekly News—for all of which | wrote ; but | wrote nothing
worth reprinting except a series of descriptions of Sussex
castles and historic houses, which | found useful later,
when compiling the ' Highways and Byways ' book on that
county. Everything dse was ephemeral and, | am sure,
callow.

If this book were not confined to literary matters, | should
please myself by saying a good deal about the Brighton
theatre in those years—1889-92—for | saw everything that
| wanted to, free, and saw aso at the Pavilion the chief
entertainers of that time: Corney Grain, George Grossmith,
Samuel Brandram, Clifford Harrison, none of whom seems
to have any successor to-day, while, should any arise, |
fear that the B.B.C. would quickly snap him up and thus
deprive us of everything but his voice.

The stage performances | remember with most pleasure
and distinctness were those by the Kendals in their repertory
weeks, which included A Scrap of Paper, The Ironmaster,
The Squire and The King's Shilling, and by Beerbolm Tree
and Julia Neilson in The Ballad Monger. | still think Mrs.
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(now Dame) Kendal in A Scrap of Paper the most fascinating
of actresses. As for Julia Neilson, | was so much moved
by her as Loyse that | sent her some verses. That was in
1890, and she is still winning hearts and turning the heads
of young men, while only the other day her daughter was
playing Queen Elizabeth. Here are the lines on The Ballad
Monger, a French poetical play by Theodore de Banville,
adapted by Walter Besant, the novelist, and Walter Herries
Pollock, who used to edit the Saturday Review and was a
Jane Austen enthusiast.

AND THEN?

| wonder what was the after life

Of this strangely mated man and wife,—

The soulful poet haggard and thin,

And the fair young girl with the strong square chin.

Did passion die in a month or two,

As passion will—only too often—do,

By nothing at all but regret replaced,
Suggesting the folly of marriage in haste 