UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU_158305

AdVvVdHdl
TVSHAAINN



Gift of
YALE UNIVERSITY

With the'aid of the
ROCKEFELLER FGUNDATION

1949









LIONS AND SHADOWS



MYSELF, IN 1921



LIONS AND SHADOWS

AN EDUCATION IN THE TWENTIES

CHRISTOPHER ISHERWOOD

PUBLISHED BY NEW DIRECTIONS

o

NORFOLK - CONNECTICUT



COPYRIGHT 1947 ﬁY NEW DIRECTIONS

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
BY DUENEWALD PRINTING CORPORATION



TO
WILLIAM ROBSON-SCOTT






TO THE READER

I HAD better start by saying what this book is
not: it is not, in the ordinary journalistic sense of
the word, an autobiography; it contains no “revela-
tions ’; it is never ‘‘indiscreet”; it is not even
entirely “ true.” .

Its sub-title explains its purpose: to describe the
first stages in a lifelong education—the education of
a novelist. A young man living at a certain period
in a certain European country, is subjected to a
certain kind of environment, certain stimuli, certain
influences. That the young man happens to be
myself is only of secondary importan:e: in making
observations of this sort, everyone must be his own
guinea-pig.

Because this book is about the problems of a
would-be writer, it is also about conduct. The style
is the man. Because it is about conduct, I have had
to dramatize it, or you would not get farther than the
first page. Read it asa novel. I have used a novelist’s
licence in describing my incidents and drawing my
characters: ‘° Chalmers,”” ‘ Linsley,”  Cheuret
and ‘“ Weston ” are all caricatures: that is why—
quite apart fiom the fear of hurt feelings—I have
given them, and nearly everybody else, fictitious
names.

C. I

September 1937.






CHAPTER 1

O look at, Mr. Holmes was a short, stout,

middle-aged man with reddish hair just
beginning to get thin on the crown. He had closely
folded, rather prim clergyman’s lips and a long
astute pointed nose which was slightly crooked.
His glance was cold, friendly and shrewd. When
he had made a successful joke and the whole form
was laughing, he would clasp his hunds behind his
back under his gown and look primly down his nose
at his small neat brown shoes.

I can hear him now:

“ Napoleon the Third angled for war with the
greatest a-acumen and subtlety. Unfortunately for
himself, he was soon to discover the highly r-regret-
table fact that you cannot serve both M-Mars and
M-Mammon. . . .”

He spoke quietly and deliberately, with an
instant’s hesitation—too slight to be described as a
stammer—in pronouncing certain words. These
words usually occurred with increasing frequency
towards the climax of one of his anecdotes or the
springing of one of his aphorisms, and as he said
them he would screw his head comically to one side,

9



10 LIONS AND SHADOWS

as if ducking under some invisible obstacle. The
head movement and the instant’s hesitation may
have been the traces of a nervous tic: more probably
they were quite deliberate. They produced a
pleasingly pedantic effect which charmed many of
us; and we often tried to imitate them. I sometimes
catch myself trying the pseudo stammer on strangers,
even to-day.

Almost everything Mr. Holmes did or said con-
tributed to a deliberate effect: he had the technique
of a first-class clergyman or actor. But unlike most
clergymen, he was entirely open and shameless
about his methods. Having achieved his object—
which was always, in one way or another, to startle,
shock, flatter, .ure or scare us for a few moments
out of our schoolboy conservatism and prejudice—he
would explain to us gleefully just how this particular
trap, bait or bomb had been prepared. His
behaviour thus became a parody of itself; and this
continually disconcerted us. We liked the staff to
have its mannerisms, of course—there was the Boss’s
snort, Johnny’s roar, Jimmy’s wail; there were
Hutchinson’s fancy waistcoats, Butcher’s sermons,
Capel-Williams® conversations with the grocer’s
horse : all these, we knew, were genuine. We could
laugl: at them safely, wholeheartedly, unkindly, as
spectators. We couldn’t laugh wholeheartedly at
Mr. Holmes, because even laughter would put us, we
felt, under a kind of obligation to him; would, in
some way, subtly involve us in his plans. Besides,
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we were never quite sure that he- mightn’t be
laughing at us.

Quiet, astute, disconcertingly witty, he was never
widely popular. His brand of humour, and indeed
his whole personality, was an acquired taste. A large
percentage of his pupils bored him and he showed it,
unobtrusively but most insultingly. He had arrived
at our school a couple of terms after the end of the
War. It was a difficult period for a new master,
proposing to begin work on untraditional lines.
The Sixth was still composed of boys wno had only
just missed being conscripted, potential infantry
officers trained to expect the brief violent career of
the trenches: they had outgrown their school life
long before they left it. And now, suddenly, the
universal profession of soldiering was closed to
them; and the alternatives seemed vague and dull.
So the Sixth-formers let things drift and didn’t much
care. They regarded the school curriculum with
benevolent amusement, broke bounds, ragged work
and games, cut chapel, wrote daring love-poetry,
strolled about the place in various forms of mild
fancy dress or lolled round their study fires with their
feet on the mantelpiece, smoking their pipes like
grandfathers. There was a story of how Ponds, the
head of our house, was visited by our house-master
one evening for a serious discussion of house politics.
The house-master, warming to his subject, talked
and talked. Ponds, muscular, lazy, untidy and
profoundly bored, agreed with every word:  Oh,
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quite definitely, sir . . .”” ke kept repeating: “. . .
yes, quite definitely. . . .”” Presently, with the utmost
sang-froid, he fell asleep.

Such was Mr. Holmes’ audience when he entered
the Sixth Form room to deliver his first history
lecture—faintly patronizing, not unfriendly, pre-
pared to be comfortably amused. Mr. Holmes had
not, however, come to amuse his hearers; and he
seems to have made this plain, mildly but firmly,
from the very beginning. He expected them to
attend to what he was saying—worse still, to
remember it. Breaking an unwritten law, he asked
them direct questions in turn, saying : “ Next . . .
Next . . . Next . . .” as though he were taking a
class in the Lewer School. The Sixth was first
dazed, then resentful. Its self-conceit had been
wounded and its lack of knowledge brutally exposed.
Nor was this all. It was said that Mr. Holmes, in the
Masters’ Common Room, had actually referred to
his pupils as “idle and ignorant.” Indignation
against him reached boiling-point and I seem to
remember that there was even some sort of overt
demonstration. If so, Mr. Holmes crushed it, no
doubt, efficiently enough. Later, several members of
that Sixth became his personal friends. But all this
was before my time.

As for myself, I accepted Mr. Holmes’ influence all
the:more readily because, during the first four or five
terms of my school life, I had had scarcely any
personal contacts with the staff at all. I had arrtved
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at my public school thoroughly sick of masters and
mistresses, having been emotionally messed about
by them at my preparatory school, where the war
years had given full licence to every sort of dishonest
cant about loyalty, selfishness, patriotism, playing
the game and dishonouring the dead. Now I wanted
to be left alone. The boys I could deal with, more
or less, as long as I kept my wits about me. The
masters I deeply distrusted: remembering those
“ fatherly ” pi-jaws and the resultant floods of
masochistic tears. So I made friends with a very
tough character named Dock—a black-haired Liver-
pool boy with a pale goatish face, older than myself,
who wore thick pebble glasses on gold wires. Dock
did me a great deal of good. He iestored my self-
respect. Through knowing him, I ceased gradually
to believe that I was—as my preparatory school
headmaster had done his best to persuade me—
greedier, lazier, more selfish, less considerate and
in general more unpleasant than anybody else. I
certainly wasn’t lazier than Dock, nor such a liar,
nor half as greedy: yet he would have been the
very last person to regard his own character with
disgust or remorse. He was highly satisfied with
himself.

In the Officers’ Training Corps, Dock played an
important if unobtrusive part: he was one of a
group of saboteurs whose influence was out of all
prooortion to its numbers. Alone, he was capable of
demoralizir.g an entire platoon. Because of Dock, I
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never disliked O.T.C. parades: as for field days,
they were among the happiest of my school life.
But it was during the period of the O.T.C. summer
camp that Dock and his friends really came into
their own. I can see them now—Iloosening the guy-
ropes of the big canteen tent, scaring the horses of
nervous masters unaccustomed to riding, creeping
up behind a smartly turned-out sentry from another
school and suddenly planting a large melon on the
point of his bayonet. They were caught, of course,
and .eprimanded, but nothing more. The authori-
ties were embarrassed: they didn’t want to spoil the
jolly holiday atmosphere with punishments. The
Guards officer who interviewed them, a very nice
man, talked unhappily about the team spirit and
looked far more distressed than his prisoners, whose
faces were as expressionless as their ill-polished
buttons. ‘‘ Private Dock,” ran the official report,
““ failed, for the third time, to obey orders.” That
was it—Dock just failed. There was nothing to be
done with him and his kind—unless you were
prepared to shoot them. The school contingent
left camp with a bad name.

During my third year, I became attached to the
History Sixth. This was in 1921. From that time
onwards, Mr. Holmes was the director of my studies.
Except for divinity and a little classics, I worked for
him entirely. It had been decided that I should try
for a history exhibition at Cambridge at the end of
the autumn term.



LIONS AND SHADOWS I5

The History Sixth shared with the other branches
of the Sixth. Form the important privilege of doing
its private work in the school library. Here we were
supposed to read text-books, write essays and copy
out our notes. The library was a handsome room,
thickly carpeted and' furnished with most com-
fortable arm-chairs. In addition to the standard
works of history, literature, biography and science,
there was plenty of miscellaneous stuff to be dipped
into, including five or six of those rare flowers of
semi-pornography which always contrive to bloom
(like the edelweiss, in some high inaccessible nook)
amongst even the most carefully pruned collections.
There was no actual supervision; though from time
to time, one of the masters might erter, quietly and
uncxpectedly. However, a number of small book-
cases standing about the room provided excellent
cover, and it was nearly impossible, if you were
awake at all, to be taken by surprise. Dozing in one
of the arm-chairs, with Lord Acton’s lectures open
and the right way up upon your lap, you might pass
a very agreeable hour, and only once in a while a
sudden well-placed kick, probably from the Head-
master, would remind you painfully that you were
not already a grown-up member of a London
club.

The library privilege was abused in a number of
ways. There were those, like Sargent, who simply
ragged—launching gliders across the room, lobbing
ink-bombs over the bookcases or trying to hurl each
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other from the tops of the ladders. We, the quiet
ones, disapproved of these: they might easily have
got us all turned out, to sit on a hard bench in a
classroom, for good. Then there were the idlers who
chatted, wrote letters and slept. And there were the
studious few who were really busy—but for the wrong
reasons. Chief among these was Linsley. He had
long been engaged in writing a novel of public school
life. The novel was ho secret. Plump, smiling,
always affable, never in the least upset by criticism
however adverse, Linsley was at all times perfectly
willing to answer any questions, show us the manu-
script and outline the forthcoming phases of the plot.
Donald Stanton soon became our common property:
gleefully we searched its pages for spelling mistakes,
double entendres and marvels of grammar. We were
seldom disappointed. Mrs. Stanton, who is packing,
tells her son: “ I’ve put you in four tins of fruit and
two tins of sardines.” A page or two later, she
succeeds in getting ““a wry smile ” into a suitcase
already very full. ‘ Mrs. Stanton,” ran a favourite
passage, ‘“knew the organist very well—though
Donald did not know it, he was almost his son.”
Linsley had undoubtedly been influenced by David
Blaize, his soliloquies were in Mr. E. F. Benson’s
most Juscious manner and, lacking the polish of their
original, considerably more embarrassing. I myself
had revelled in Dauid Blaize (though by this time,
already, I would have died rather than admit it):
my sarcasms at the expense of Donald Stanton were all
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the more bitter in consequence. I even covered the
margins of the patient Linsley’s manuscript with
didactic or would-be humorous notes: “ .. . and so
the matter dropped.” (Where? Into the Thames ?)
We thought ourselves very clever, but not one of us
could do what Linsley was doing: he provided the
library with almost daily entertainment for two
whole terms. Donald Stanton flourished, despite the
brutality of its literary foster-parents; by the
time its author left the school, it was 123 pages
long. : .

One day, Linsley was caught at work upon his
novel by Mr. Paddington. We expected trouble.
But Paddington merely asked: ‘“ Did you write all
this yourself ? ” “ Yes, sir,” said jLinsley, much
discomforted.  Indeed ? ” said Paddington, with-
out a trace of sarcasm, and obviously meaning to be
kind: “ very creditable indeed.” And he walked
away. Mr. Paddington was the Maths master and
Linsley was reading modern languages, so perhaps
his lack of indignation may be explained.

Another library author was Chalmers. But Chal-
mers wrote poetry and, unlike Linsley, didn’t show
his work to the public; unless, as sometimes hap-
pened, it was published in the school magazine.
He had recently won the school poetry prize on the
set subject: “ The Surrender of the German Fleet
at Scapa Flow.” Chalmers’ poem began: * The
Prussian watched the sombre winter sea.”” This was
its first and last reference, throughout, to anything
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German: as for the fleet itself, it was never men-
tioned at all. Chalmers filled the remainder of his
six Spenserian stanzas with his favourite properties:
wan blood-red mists, meaningless cries of invisible
sea birds and the inaudible moanings of the drowned.
But his entry was so unquestionably the best that it
got the prize, nevertheless; despite the suspicion
that it was merely one more expression of the
author’s limitless quiet’ contempt for the authorities
and all their works.

Chalmers was a pale, small, silent boy, a year older
than myself, strikingly handsome, with dark hair
and dark blue eyes. On the rare occasions when he
got excited and began to talk, his face became
flushed; he spnke so quickly and indistinctly, with
nervous fumblings of his fingers against his lips, that
it was very difficult to understand what he was
saying. His nervous energy made him extremely
good at football; and, if he had taken more trouble,
he might easily have got into the school eleven.
People in his house liked him but didn’t altogether
understand him. He was rather isolated there and
had no intimate friends.

No sooner had I come into contact with Chalmers
than I determined to get to know him well. Never
in my life have I been so strongly and immediately
attracted to any personality, before or since. Every-
thing about him appealed to me. He was a natural
anarchist, a born romantic revolutionary; I was an
upper-middle-class Puritan, cautious, a bit stingy,
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with a stake in the land. Chalmers had refused to be
confirmed, explaining quite simply to his house-
master that he was an agnostic. I had been through
the confirmation process a few months earlier,
working up all the emotions prescribed in my little
black leather ‘companion” and delighting the
master who prepared me by the complexity and
ingenuity of my religious. * difficulties.” Now
already I had to admit to myself that, as far as I was
concerned, the entire ceremony had beer altogether
meaningless. If only I had been more honest with
myself and avoided it, like Chalmers, from the very
start!

Above all things, Chalmers loathed the school, to
which he invariably referred as * Hell.” His natural
hatred of all established authority impressed me
greatly and I felt that it was a weakness in myself
not to share it; to be guilty, indeed, of having some-
times kissed the rod. It wasn’t as if I had been a
success as a public schoolboy. I only fitted uneasily
into the system. But I was adaptable; 1 could
always find my feet. And, on the whole, I quite
enjoyed my life in a community where cunning
and diplomacy could always so easily defeat brute
force.

One of the most admirable things about Mr.
Holmes was his attitude towards Chalmers. Mr.
Holmes can only have viewed with impatience his
pupil’s contempt for the public school system: he
himself belor.ged to the system body and soul. He
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did not care much for poetry, and Chalmers’
Francis-Thompsonish verses must have struck him
as painfully puerile. But he was a true connoisseur;
he knew a good thing when he saw it. So heintrigued
to secure Chalmers for the History Sixth and, having
got him there, artfully curbed and spurred him on
by turns, preaching now revolution, now moderation,
and encouraging him to write anything and every-
thing which came into his head. On the whole, the
treatment was a great success. Chalmers soon
ceased to be on the defensive; he even became
cautiously friendly. ‘Under Mr. Holmes’ super-
vision, his school essays began more and more to
resemble prose poems; they were filled with weird
dream-like phrases such as ‘“ After 1848, Europe
became a filmy hospital of dishonoured causes.”
Most schoolmasters would have waxed very caustic
over the *filmy hospital ” and perhaps enquired
whether the surgeons were opaque or transparent;
but Mr. Holmes merely smiled. He was perfectly
satisfied. He was working along his own peculiar
lines for a certain definite result. And nobody could
better appreciate than he the market value of the
Odd.

Mr. Holmes’ methods of teaching are, I am sure,
much more generally employed to-day. To us, they
appeared startlingly unconventional. Mr. Holmes
fairly staggered us by the impudence of his generali-
zations: ‘‘ All revolutions occur when the worst
period is over and things are improving. . . . All
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revolutions are followed by a military dictatorship.

All military dictatorships are followed by a
restoration of constitutional monarchy. . . . Every
constitutional monarch . . .” He would continue
like this, absurdly, preposterously, until he had
wrung a protest from one or other of us:  But,
surely, sir, that isn’t always true ?”” Then he
would pounce upon the heckler at once, delighted:
“ Of c-course it isn’t. Tell me an exception.” He
liked us to have historical prejudices and loved to
bait them: “ This morning I propose to p-prononnce
a eulogy of Oliver Cromwell—for the benefit of
Carrick.” Carrick was supposed to be an ardent
Royalist. In the same way, with equal fervour, he
would attack or defend Gladstone’s Irish policy, the
character of Napoleon or the career of Frederick the
Great. He was the first person to make clear to most
of us the connection between history and geography:
* Look at this chain of mountains, now look at this
river-mouth. You see, of course, why the people on
this side have always been Catholics. Well, I mean
to say, simply inevitable——"

We were now busily preparing for the Cambridge
scholarship exams. Chalmers and myself were
among the first batch of entrants sent up by our
school to Cambridge since the War and there was a
good deal of general interest in the possible results.
Mr. Holmes, himself a Cambridge man, was
popularly supposed to have friends at court; cer-
tainly, his advice to us showed an almost uncanny
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knowledge of the examiners’ mentality. As usual,
he played the frankly cynical charlatan. The
Essay, we were told, was the most important
paper of the lot. Historical knowledge was
absolutely unnecessary: all you had to do was to
sparkle and startle. In the Viva, you merely had to
keep calm and be gentlemanly (dozens of brilliant
scholars, said Mr. Holmes, were rejected because of
their provincial accents); and, above all, you must
display curious and interesting literary tastes. As
for the mere matter of book-learning, Mr. Holmes
had his shock tactics here, too. He advised us to
memorize a few lines of Dante, preferably out of the
Inferno, in the original Italian, and quote them
casually somewhere in the middle of an answer. I
learnt: .

¢ la lor cieca vita ¢ tanto bassa,

che invidiosi son d’ogni altra sorte

—which fits in well almost anywhere, in a paper on
the Middle Ages. Whatever you do, Mr. Holmes
added, never despair if you find you’ve forgotten
something; never be at a loss. And he told the story
of how, when he himself was taking the Tripos, he
had been set a question on the religious problems of
Tudor England. The question was his. question: he
had all the facts ready and all the epigrams, he was
prepared to be brilliant, he couldn’t, on any account,
afford to pass it by. But suddenly, with horror, he
realized that he couldn’t, for his life, remetnber
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whether Edward VI came before or after Mary!
For a moment he lost his head entirely. He saw the
whole examination, his whole future, slipping away
from him. And then the simple solution presented
itself. Throughout his answer he referred ambigu-
ously to ¢ the Monarch !

The day arrived. Chalmers and I had arranged to
travel up to Cambridge by ourselves. We had got to
stick together, we told each other. We were ven-
turing, like spies, into an enemy stronghold.
“They,” our adversaries, would employ other
tactics down there; they would be sly, polite,
reassuring; they would invite us to tea. We should
have to be on our guard. “ They’ll do everything
they can to separate us,” I said darkly, for I had
adopted Chalmers’ phraseology and ideas, lock,
stock and barrel, and now talked exactly like him:
““ every possible bribe will be offered.” The train
clanked through the iron-coloured fen landscape,
with its desolate pointing spires, infinitely mournful
in the fading December afternoon. Chalmers said:
““ Arrival at the country of the dead.”

Cambridge exceeded our most macabre expecta-
tions. It seemed a city of perpetual darkness, for we
spent the few hours of winter daylight almost
entirely in the examination hall. When we emerged,
the shop lamps were already blurred in the icy fog
which stole out of the marshes into the town, bicycles
veered shrilly hither and thither in the gloom, and
the outlines of college buildings, half seen, half
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suggested, were massive and shadowy as the archi-
tecture of the night itself. Within doors, all was
luxury: the arm-chairs, the crumpets, the beauti-
fully-bound eighteenth-century volumes, the fires
roaring in stoked grates. Each of us had the loan of
an absent undergraduate’s rooms—bedroom, sitting-
room and pantry; all fitted up in a style which,
after the spartan simplicity of a public school study,
seemed positively sinful. Each of us was called,
every morning, by a college servant with a cup of
tea.* Both Chalmers and myself were overpowered,
by the leisure, by the politeness, by the extravagance,
by the abundance of alcohol and rich food. Nobody
attempted to separate us, as I had predicted; but
the whole establishment seemed to offer an enormous
tacit bribe. We fortified ourselves against it as best
we could, in the privacy of our rooms; swearing
never to betray each other, never to forget the
existence of ‘the two sides” and their eternal,
necessary state of war.

Of the examination itself I remember very little;
for me, it was the least important feature of that.
memorable expedition. But I can see clearly the
faces of the other candidates—dazed, earnest,
pushing, scared, shy, pimply, reckless. They seemed
strangely isolated from us. We took a special
interest in one boy, who looked intelligent and rather
lost; we nicknamed him ¢ the man with the soul.”
We spoke to nobody and discussed our examination
papers very little. It seems to me that I knew we
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should succeed. This was Mr. Holmes’ doing. By
virtue of his extraordinary hypnotism he was with
us, in spirit, throughout; guiding us over every
obstacle, warning us of every pitfall. Subconsciously,
we knew he couldn’t fail us. Our defeat would have
been his own.

He didn’t fail us. Chalmers got a sixty-pound
scholarship, I got an exhibition worth forty pounds,
and Browne, the school’s prize history scholar, got
the best scholarship of his year. Chalmers left at the
end of the term, to go to a pension at” Rouen, and
learn French. I had to stay on another whole year
at a school, because I was so young. It seemed
an unattractive prospect.

@

Seven months later, on August grd, 1922, I woke
up on board a cross-channel steamer from South-
ampton, to find that Le Havre was already in sight.
It was my first unforgettable view of anywhere
abroad. The boat stole in towards the land across
a flat grey sea, spreading heavy whitish ripples,
as if through milk. The coast rose solemn behind
the town. The tall houses were like shabby wings of
stage scenery which had been left out of doors all
night, propped against the cliffs. As we approached
the quay, we heard the faint vigorous shouting of the
inhabitants, the crowing of cocks and the clanging
of the bells of trams. Bolsters were hung out from
the windows to air in the pale sunshine. It seemed
to nfe that the people here got up very early.
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Mr. Holmes was beside me at the rail, and
Queensbridge, another member of the History Sixth,
a freckled jolly boy with a bright red nose. Mr.
Holmes had arranged this trip; we were on our way
to a walking tour in the French Alps. He wore a
cloth cap which made him look more than ever like a
Renaissance cardinal on holiday, and a surprisingly
loud suit of pepper-and-salt tweeds.

We crossed Havre in a tram, crushed together
with crowds of workmen going to their daily jobs,
and found ‘ourselves in the great gloomy shabby
platformless station, where grass grew between the
rails and the grimy locomotives looked so rusty and
ancient that one expected them at any moment to
blow themselves to bits. Havre had not yet been
tidied up after the War. I was duly shocked and
remarked on all this to Mr. Holmes, who retorted
that every European country looked like that just
now, except England, where a lot of money was
wasted on coats of paint, most uneconomically,
since we were every bit as much in debt as the
others. We sat down in the waiting-room and
ordered coffee and brioches. Mr. Holmes was
enthusiastic about the prospect of eating brioches
again. I thought they tasted of cardboard and
cheese, and the coffee was dirty water full of floating
wisps of skin. But I was not disappointed, for I had
never for a moment expected that I should like
French food. I was very pink and young and
English; and quite prepared for a Contihent
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complete with poisonous drains, roast frogs, bed-
bugs and vice. :

Our train stopped at Rouen, where Chalmers, it
had been arranged, would join us. It was strange to
see him standing there, puffing at his pipe, placid
and vague as usual, and seeming perfectly at home
amidst these alien porters and advertisements. He
had grown a small moustache and looked exactly
my idea of a young Montmartre poet, more French
than the French. Now he caught sight of us, and
greeted me with a slight wave of the hand, so very
typical of him, tentative, diffident, semi-ironical,
like a parody of itself. Chalmers expressed himself
habitually in fragments of gestures, abortive move-
ments, half-spoken sentences; and if he did occa-
sionally do something decisive—take off his hat to a
lady, buy a tin of tobacco, tell a stranger the correct
time—he would immediately have to cover it with a
sarcasm or a little joke. Getting into the carriage,
he was received by Queensbridge and Mr. Holmes
with congratulations and witticisms on the mous-
tache. Mr. Holmes was, of course, delighted, and
only sorry, I think, that Chalmers wasn’t also wear-
ing a velvet jacket, corduroy trousers and a floppy
tie. Meanwhile, Chalmers glanced at me with a
faint mysterious smile and I had the feeling, as so
often, that we were conspirators.

In Paris it was terrifically hot. We visited Les
Invalides; I was secretly very much impressed by
the coloured-lighting, but I wasn’t going to show it.
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Chalmers had denounced the building in advance—
a shrine to war! And, of course, one couldn’t admit
that a shrine to war was anything but vulgar and
ugly. As we leaned on the parapet, looking down at
Napoleon’s shiny tomb, we reminded each other of
H. G. Wells’ verdict in the Outline of History:

Against this stormy.and tremendous dawn appears
this dark little archaic personage, hard, compact,
unscrupulous, imitative and neatly vulgar.
Chalmers suggested that the only adequate com-

ment was to spit. Mentally, we spat.

The Sainte-Chapelle I privately thought hideous,
but Mr. Holmes told us that it is one of the wonders
of Europe, so I dutifully noted in my diary (needless
to say, I was keeping a diary of our tour; how I wish
I had put down in it one interesting, one sincere, one
genuinely spiteful remark): “ a marvellous example
of the colouring of medieval cathedrals.” Finally,
after a glance at Notre-Dame and a brisk trot
through the Louvre, we sat down at a café on the
Place de I’Opéra and watched the people. They
were amazing—never had we seen such costumes,
such make-up, such wigs; and, strangest of all, the
wearers didn’t seem in the least conscious of how
funny they looked. Many of them even stared at us
and smiled, as though we had been the oddities, and
not they. Mr. Holmes no doubt found it amysing
to see that pageant of prostitution, poverty and
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fashion reflected in our callow faces and wide-open
eyes.

We were to travel all night, third class, on wood.
The Gare du Lyon was crammed with yelling
porters and frantically jostling travellers, like a
station in a nightmare. Mr. Holmes hired a pillow
for each of us. People were settling into the com-
partments as though they meant to inhabit them for
a month: fathers of families were heating up food on
stoves, a baby had been slung in a miniature
hammock, everybody had changed into shirt-slgeves
and bedroom slippers. One man was preparing to
sleep in the corridor, on a mattress, with sheets and
blankets complete. We got a carriage to ourselves
and dozed uneasily while the train dashed screaming
through the darkness, towards the Alps. As its speed
increased, the jolts lengthened out into jumps, until
we seemed to leave the rails altogether for seconds
at a time. Chalmers murmured sleepily that his
people at the Rouen pension had told him P.L.M.
stood for ‘“ Pour les Morts.”

But in the morning we were still alive; we changed
at Aix-les-Bains and by breakfast time we were in
Annecy. The sun was shining on the lake. The
mountains rose, steep and wooded, sheer out of the
bluish-green water; high above, they were black
and veined with snow. It was the most beautiful
place I had seen in my whole life. I wrote in
my diary: ‘ There is an impressive chateau and
a clerical school, with a long stone staircase
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approaching it, where Rousseau was educated for
a time.”

During the afternoon we made a trip round the
lake in a steamer. As we passed Sévrier, Menthon,
Talloires, Duingt, with their white vine-covered
houses and gay crowds waving from the little piers,
Chalmers told me, in bits of sentences and with
silent ambiguous gestures toward the shore, how he
had discovered Les Fleurs du Mal: . . . it’s the
very greatest . . . I shall never forget the first time
I., . you’see, he exposes once and for all, the
tremendous sham . . . the thing we never realized
while we were at school. . . .”” His suppressed
excitement set me, as always, instantly on fire. We
got back late, and I had to run through the streets
to buy my first copy of Baudelaire before the beok-
shops closed. Without it, that night, I should not
have slept a wink.

The stay at Rouen was, as I was to discover later,
one of the most important periods of Chalmers’ life.
His pension was nothing out of the ordinary—a
typical coaching establishment kept by a typical
Lycée professor, pedantic, underpaid, a martinet on
the irregular verbs, with a high starched collar and
a beard which smelt of cheese. But Chalmers was
in the city of Flaubert and de Maupassant; his
imagination supplied everything that was lacking.
He strolled along the quays and bicycled through
the forest, thinking of the murder of La Petite Roque
and of Madame Bovary being seduced in the ctosed
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black cab. The Pension Dubois provided him with
an interior setting for all those anecdotes of frus-
trated bourgeois longings, adulteries and illicit loves:
the tea-urn, the coloured sliding glass doors, the
tiny greenhouse which was used as a study, the little
garden on the ramparts and the sham marble pillars
which supported the slippery polished staircase
composed into a romantic vision of late nineteenth-
century France. Chalmers, like many of the English
writers whom he then most admired, felt a strong
natural sympathy with everything French. At
Rouen he imagined himself as having escaped into
a world in which it was possible to speak openly and
unaffectedly of all those subjects which in England
must be introduced by an apology or guarded with a
sneer—poetry, metaphysics, romantic love. Like all
shy people, he enjoyed a freedom from his inhibi-
tions in speaking a foreign language; and his
French was already fluent. I heard later that
Madame Dubois and her friends had found him
charming.

Next morning, the walking tour started. We took
the steam-tram, with its enormous funnel, to
Thoénes; and then set off on foot, up the road which
led to the Col des Aravis. Mr. Holmes and Queens-
bridge stopped frequently to take photographs; they
were both experts.

Chalmers and I refused to look at the view at all,
much less to admire it; we had passed a resolution
that morning consigning mountains to the great
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rubbish-heap of objects and ideas admired by our
adversaries, ‘‘ the other side,” and therefore auto-
matically condemned. ‘‘ Not that we dislike moun-
tains as mountains,”’ Chalmers was careful to add,
“but we decline to subscribe to the loathsome
alpine blague.” (‘‘ Blague >’ was a prominent word
in the new Rouen vocabulary, we had used it
several hundred times already during the last forty-
eighthours.) Mr. Holmes, without being in a position
to appreciate these fine shades of disapproval, was
delighted. As usual, he asked nothing better than
that we should behave with the maximum of
eccentricity.

Presently the mountains disappeared into the
clouds; it began to drizzle. We stopped at a chalet
where drinks were sold. Queensbridge tried to order
beer and was given byrrh instead, an opportunity
for Mr. Holmes to read us a little lecture on the
correct pronunciation of the two words. We were
learning all the time. A few kilometres higher, we
sat down on a fence which broke, tipping us over
backwards into a field of potatoes. Mr. Holmes
pretended to be afraid that the farmer would claim
damages, and hurried us on for the next twenty
minutes. Actually, I think, he saw that we were
tired and wanted to create a diversion by providing
some bogus adventure. He was endlessly considerate
and sly.

From the Col des Aravis, in fine weather, the
tourist gets his first view of Mont Blanc. But now,
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as we climbed the last loop of the road to the summit,
we were enveloped suddenly in a clammy mist.
When we reached the chalet at the top there was
nothing to be seen—not even the cows, whose
clanging bells were moving invisibly all around us.
This, as far as I remember, was the only one of Mr.
Holmes’ effects which failed to come off. However,
we none of us much cared; we were glad of our
supper. Mr. Holmes, I read in my diary, * was very
gay at the expense of Queensbridge, who stared too
hard at the waitress.”

Next morning the sunshine woke us early. Chal-
mers, with whom I shared a room, was the first out
of bed; yawning, stretching himself, he hobbled over
to the window, started back in mock hdrror:  Good
God! It’s arrived!”

Mont Blanc confronted us, dazzling, immense, cut
sharp out of the blue sky; more preposterous than
the most baroque wedding cake, more convincing
than the best photograph. It fairly took my breath
away. It made me want to laugh.

“I don’t believe it! ”

“ Neither do 1.”

After breakfast we started off down the pass. The
cows were being driven out to pasture; their bells
made a continuous jangle, pretty and metallic, like a
musical-box. Peasants were cutting hay in the steep
upland meadows. There was a village called
Giettaz with a gaudy toy church, whose golden
weather-vane sparkled in the sun. In front of the
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dark pinewood chalets grew ash trees with thick
gnarled oak-like trunks; on top of one of the trees
stood a little windmill. Here and there, on the
gigantic mountain-side, clearings had been made in
the forest; the felled trees lay scattered like a box
of matches. Long rays of light struck downwards
through the tall solemn conifers, as if through
cathedral windows, exploring the darkness of the
gorge below. Chalmers quoted: “. . . des pins qui
Sferment leur pays.”

The gorge grew narrower and deeper. Cables
from a slate qtiarry spanned the ravine, high above
our heads. Waterfalls sprayed the ruins of the
precipice; we remembered how Tennyson had
described theth as *“ downward smoke.” Charabancs
came tearing round the corkscrew corners, missing
death by inches, and girls waved their handkerchiefs
to us and screamed. Mr. Holmes waved back,
encouraging us to do likewise. Throughout the trip
he lost no opportunity for facetiousness, even skittish-
ness, where the opposite sex was concerned. This
naughtiness seemed rather forced, it didn’t suit him.
No doubt he was trying to continue our education
in yet another direction. If so, his problem was
certainly a difficult one; he couldn’t, as a respectable
master in an English public school, have taken us to
a brothel. Yet how I wish he had! His introduction
to sexual experience would, I feel sure, have been a
masterpiece of tact; it might well have speeded up
our development by a good five years. As it was, he
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merely joked and giggled, unsure of his ground, and
we, reflecting that Mr. Holmes belonged, after all,
to an older and more innocent generation, felt
superior and amused and slightly pained. For
Chalmers, thanks to Baudelaire, knew all about
I’affreuse Juive, opium, absinthe, negresses, Lesbos
and the metamorphoses of the vampire. Sexual love
was the torture-chamber, the lcathsome charnel-
house, the bottomless abyss. The one valid sexual
pleasure was to be found in the consciousness of
doing evil. Its natural and honourable conclugon
was in general paralysis of the insane. Needless to
say, Chalmers and myself were both virgins, in
every possible meaning of the word.

The rest of the tour is best describ®d by a series
of snapshots. I see our little party at Chamonix, on
the terrace of a café beside the shallow mountain
river. The snow-peaks have turned green, then
crimson, then orange; now they are black against
the stars. A few yards from where we sit, Saussure’s
statue points towards the ice-fields of Mont Blanc
—or, as Mr. Holmes insists, towards the servants’
bedroom windows of the Hotel de la Poste. We are
arguing about the public school system: Chalmers
and myself on one side, Mr. Holmes on the other,
Queensbridge neutral, egging us on. Chalmers
pauses in the middle of a sentence to light his pipc.
I only wish that mine would go out. It is my very
first pipe, large and light brown and highly var-
nished, boughgt that morning, together with a lilac
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bow-tie and a copy of La Dame aux Caméllias. 1 am
perspiring freely and my mouth is unnaturally full of
saliva. Chalmers says: ‘ All institutions are bad.”
And Mr. Holmes retorts: “ That depends, doesn’t
it, on how you define an institution ?” I do not
hear Chalmers’ definition because I have to return
to the hotel in order to be sick.

Here we are at La Flégére, a chalet high up the
mountain side opposite the Mont Blanc range. We
have walked up here from Chamonix for lunch, and
on the way Mr. Holmes has told us stories about
Oscar Browning, whose lectures he attended in his
Cambridge days. We look through telescopes at the
aiguilles and are thrilled to see two men perched on
the very top ¢f the Dru. Just below us, a party of
French boy scouts is eating sandwiches. Somebody
loosens a small stone with his foot, it gathers momen-
tum, becomes a deadly missile, all but hits a scout on
the back of the head. The boys look up furiously;
they decide, quite unjustly, that we are the culprits.
There are murmurs against the dirty English. We
are indignant, our tentative internationalism with-
draws aggrieved into its shell. Very well, we are
English. We will be very English indeed. We return
from our walk in an isolationist mood.

The next picture is out of focus, because I am
rather drunk. We are having supper at a little ham-
let called Les Chapieux; it has been a long day, we
have walked over the Col du Bonhomme, from Les
Contamines, where the Feast of the Agsumption was
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being celebrated and we had to sleep on the floor.
Crossing the Col was quite an adventure: the guide-
book describes it as being dangerous in bad weather
—we feel like mountaineers. To celebrate the
achievement, Mr. Holmes has ordered Asti Spu-
manti. What a marvellous drink! Here, at last, is
something alcoholic which I don’t merely have to
pretend to like, it is nicer,.even, than the best
lemonade; so cool and fizzy and sweet. It makes me
wonderfully happy and full of love and romantically
sad. That young officer over there in the cornerfor
instance—how utterly I understand everything he
is feeling! He is dreadfully bored up here, in this
tiny mountain barracks; he is thinkjng of his girl,
down in Bourg-St.-Maurice, and wondering if she is
thinking of him, and if she really loves him at all.
Well, I am clairvoyant this evening, and I know
that she is thinking of him; she loves him very
much. Later, perhaps, I will give him a message
from her which I have just telepathically received.
But now I find that we are all wandering along the
edge of a lake, in the dark. I try to tell Chalmers
about the officer, but I can’t get him to stop reciting
the Voyage d Cythére. Mr. Holmes says it is time to go
to bed.

Now comes the most vivid scene in my collection.
Chalmers and I are sitting on the edge of a small
grassy cliff overlooking the village of Val d’Isére
and the steep fertile valley leading up to the Col du
Mont-Iseran,*which we shall cross next day. We
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have chosen this spot with care; trees and bushes
protect us from all sides. There is nobody to hide
from—Mr. Holmes and Queensbridge have gone
out for a walk and will not be back till supper—but
a certain air of conspiracy is fitting to the occasion.
Chalmers is going to read me the poem on which he
has been working since he left Rouen, and which
he finished last night. It is the longest and most
ambitious thing he has so far written. He talks about
it first, deprecating, making excuses in advance,
then getting excited:  There’re one or two bits,

perhaps, which come off . . . you’ll see . . . my
idea really was to . . .”” He loses confidence again,
his voice drops, he mumbles: “Oh well . . .”

At length he clears his throat, grins apologetically:
“ It’s called Stranger in Spring. . . .”

The wind that surges from the wold
Crested with cloud and filled

With groping passion for crude wastes
That man has scored and tilled,

Quiver about the Spring flowers
That tremble in the field.

As She goes from the cobble ways
And from the echoing town,

Sunlight is purer than white wine,
The hills are pranked with brown,

The Devil’s Bowl is filled with sky \
Upon a far green down. ’
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Her sudden eyes that brim with flame
Of life, are not less clear

Than those swift stars of sunlight lithe
That flit above her hair.

And then it seems her lips are ghosts
Of shadows that once were.

This is the death of all despair—
A kiss of Spring at heart,

To rest with her quite secretly
As she turns to depart.

I think the hills are made with light
Drawn from a turquoise sky.

And the woodland is thronged with voices
Of Life; and daws that cry

Seem phantoms of withheld delight
Made in bright mimicry

Of the unseen, birdlike soul of Spring
That is eternity.

The wind from wraithlike tarns of sky
Is a torrent that bears

Music and impulse to the leaves
Glinting above, and fares

Dimly with her amongst dwarf trees
Lapped round with low grass spears.

There is a thought that she will long
To pause tiptoe and creep

Into the brooding, shadowy trees,
And rest, and go to sleep

So that she does not hear the leaves
Aboye her head that weep.

39
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Surely there is no kiss at all
Deep as this kiss the Spring

Wreathed with all brightness takes away
From her heart quivering

For joy of the beauty that seems
In wandering.

And the strayed hound lurks silently
Under those trees, and lies

Couched with the weevil and the worm,
Gazing from sheenless eyes,

Where in that latticed gloom of boughs
The leprous sunlight dies . . .

&

There is a pause. Then Chalmers says abruptly:
“ That’s all.” Hastily stuffing the papers back into
his pocket, he begins to light his pipe with nervous
fingers; the mouthpiece between his lips, he
mutters: “ What do you think of it ? ”

I forget what words I used. I tell him that this is
his best poem and that now I am certain, absolutely
convinced, that he is going to be a really great poet,
the greatest of our generation. My voice trembles
with excitement; I keep my eyes fixed on the roofs
of the distant village, because they are full of tears.
Chalmers is moved, too. ‘“ Do you honestly like it ?
I’'m glad. . . . After this, we are too happy and
excited to say any more. From the top of our little
cliff, we gaze into the future. The vision of Chalmers’
destiny, on that:wonderful afternoon, seems quite
impersonal. It is a triumph in which we can both
equally share.
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There are several more pictures—of dreary
Modane, where our luggage, which had been on a
trip by itself across the Italian frontier, had to be
opened at the Customs; of Briangon, surrounded by
Vauban’s fortifications, which I couldn’t properly
admire because I had eaten a bad prawn at a
restaurant on the Col du Galibier; of Grenoble,
where we stopped only a few hours, en route for
Paris—but all these are merely old photographs,
faded and quite dead. I had lost the first freshness
of my interest in the Continent. My British diges-
tion, accustomed to watery junket and school meat,
had at length registered the inevitable protest
against properly cooked, tasty food; after my return
to England I was ill for some weeks. ‘The only two
memories I can rescue from our final three days in
Paris are of a water-closet without a seat and of a
man trying to pull a sword out of a tree. The latter
was at the Opéra, during a very long performance of
Die Walkiire, towards the end of which I fell uneasily
asleep.

The autumn term which followed this holiday was
the twelfth and last of my public school life. Now,
for the first time, I had a study of my own, and two
fags to keep it clean. The fags were both new boys,
their names were Berry and Darling. I caused my
friends much amusement whenever I shouted down
the passage:  Berry, darling!” or * Darling
Berry!”” Darling was one of the smallest boys in the
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whole school; his hair stood on end and his voice
squeaked. He and Berry were both very intelligent;
they used to help me with secretarial work for the
school magazine, of which I was literary editor.

During my own first term at the school I had
fagged for Ponds, that almost legendary figure whose
name I have mentioned already. It was Ponds’
lazy, absent-minded benevolence which had made
my life as a new boy tolerable and even enjoyable.
From the very first moment, when he had found me
in 4is study, seated dolefully upon a suitcase, and had
drawled: * Tell me, somebody, who is this curious
little creature ? ” my admiring gratitude towards
him had known no bounds. ‘“ When I have fags of
my own,” I ‘had often told myself, I shall treat
them as Ponds treated me.”

But, alas, I was not Ponds. I was as little fitted
for authority as the majority of my fellow study-
holders; less so, indeed, than most. Starting with
the friendliest intentions, I soon became peevish,
resented fancied symptoms of “ side,” puzzled my
unfortunate fags by alternations of good humour and
ill temper, and generally behaved like any petty
office boss. Study-holders in our house, even when
they were not prefects, had the power of caning
their fags, and we were rather encouraged to exercise
our privilege. One day Darling lost my football
boots (he played already in the Second house game,
while I myself had never risen above the Third);
here, according to precedent, was. my sufficient
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opportunity and excuse. There was an ugly, cold-
blooded little ceremony, I used the words * afraid
and ““sorry ”” with an hypocrisy worthy of a grown-
up man; then I let him wait three hours—a tradi-
tional refinement of torture—through prep and
supper; finally I sent for him, told him to bend over
a chair and gave him the allowed maximum, three
strokes. I don’t suppose I hurt him much; next
day, of course, the whole thing was elaborately
turned into a joke. Nevertheless, a certain confidence
had been broken between us, we shared a sensg of
humiliation like an indecent secret; our relations
could never be quite the same again.

I was very busy that term. In addition to my work
on the school magazine, I wrote occasional poems, a
beginning of a novel and a paper for the literary
society on Chivalry in English Literature. The key-
note of the paper was anti-industrialism and hurrah
for the bold decorative Middle Ages before the
machines, when Life (I quoted) was ‘‘ colour and
warmth and light.” Suitably polished up, this essay
might well be acceptable to the editor of any
literary-historical magazine in Germany to-day. I
also proposed a motion before the debating society
that “in the opinion of this House, patriotism is
an obstacle to civilization.”” We won our motion,
thanks chiefly to a discreet speech by Mr. Holmes,
who began by agreeing with both sides and went on
to lead the House gently round to the reflection that
patridtism hagl been all very well in 1914, but that
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now we were in 1922 the days of national com-
petition were over, we must work together for
co-operation in the future world state. Nearly
everybody agreed with him, though there were
growls from one or two die-hard members of the
staff. Mr. Holmes was lecturing to the civics class
that term on the causes of the war and had con-
siderably startled most of us by pointing out that the
Central Powers were not the only ones to blame.
In the meanwhile, we were getting ready for the
Cambridge examinations. I was to go up again in
December and try, if possible, to convert my
exhibition into a sixty-pound scholarship. Mr.
Holmes thought I might manage this, with luck.
In any case, however much I disgraced mysclf my
exhibition would still hold good.

Such was the official half of my life; the other,
smaller, more exciting half was nourished by
Chalmers’ letters. He was up at Cambridge now.
“If school was unmitigated hell, then Cambridge
is insidious hell! Cambridge is a monster, a blood-
supping blasé monster. It attacks you when you are
off your guard, and before you know where you are
all poetry and individuality have been drained out
of you, and you become a motor-bike or history
maniac. Beware of the demon of history: it is
merciless, it casually eats the flesh and heart and
leaves the bleaching bones. History, history,
hysteria! ” There was a great deal of this sort of
thing, mixed up with over-generous criticism'of my
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poems (Mr. Holmes once referred to us, in 2 moment
of slight exasperation, as * the mutual admiration
society ), exclamations against politicians, the
team-spirit and * religious emporiums,” and quota-
tions from Baudelaire and Wilfred Owen, who had
lately been added to our extremely select pantheon.
The letters had neither beginning nor ending; we
had abolished both, as being intolerably conven-
tional. Actually, I think, we were still shy—such
was the influence of public school convention upon
two declared rebels—of using each other’s chrisfian
names. It was years before I could call Chalmers
“ Allen ” or he could call me ““ Christopher ** with-
out a trace of self-consciousness. We generally
finished with a quotation: ‘ Out of the pit that
covers me,” ‘“ O Life, Life, let me breathe! > ¢ Fail
not our feast! ”’; or simply with the word *“ Amen.”
Chalmers had peculiarly exciting handwriting—
sharply pointed, vivid, impatient, with an occa-
sional romantic flourish; his poems gained enor-
mously by being read in manuscript. The mere
sight of my address on the envelope would thrill me
in anticipation. I sometimes carried the letter about
with me for hours, waiting for a quiet moment to
enjoy it to the full.

A couple of days before the end of term, the
telegram from Cambridge arrived. I had won an
eighty-pound scholarship, my marks were the
highest of all* the scholars in my future college; I
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had, in fact, very nearly repeated the epoch-making
achievement of Browne himself. We were all
frankly amazed. There were more jokes made about
Mr. Holmes’ influence than ever, and many specula-
tions as to the amount of the cheque which had
passed between him and the University authorities.

On the last day of term, Mr. Holmes invited me to
lunch at his house. We were both in high spirits yet
inclined to be sentimental, for we were fond of each
other in our different, peculiar ways, and this was a
parting. Now that Chalmers had left, Mr. Holmes
meant far more to me than any of my school con-
temporaries. I told him this, with many rather
tactless qualifications, for, of course, I was delighted
to be leaving and didn’t attempt to conceal my joy.
As for Mr. Holmes himself, he was experiencin'g, no
doubt, that sense of weariness and depression
common to all schoolmasters when they say good-bye
to a favourite pupil. It isn’t so much the pupil him-
self whom they will miss; what is saddening is the
thought that now they have got to start all over
again, from the beginning, with somebody else.
But if Mr. Holmes felt this, he didn’t tell me so; he
merely smiled his cold friendly smile and plied me
with claret till I was mildly drunk and had to rest
on his sofa with my feet up. Viewed from this
position, the future seemed very bright indeed. I
told Mr. Holmes that I wanted to be a writer. He
agreed, cautiously, that this might be possible.
Then, for the first time, I confided to him that I
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didn’t want to read History at Cambridge at all. I
wanted to do English. * After all,” I argued, ““ you
yourself admit that I must have got my scholarship
chiefly on the English essay. I’'m not really an
historian at all.” * I k-know you’re not,”” he retorted
smiling; and went on to give me a lecture, half-
mocking, half-serious, on the value of drudgery, the
need for breadth, the necessity of getting inside the
minds of people differently constituted from myself:
“ you butterfly, you cobweb, you s-skimmer of other
people’s cookery! > His advice was to take Part Qne
of the Tripos in History, Part Two in English, if I
still wished. ‘I wouldn’t have you miss a single one
of the home-truths you’ll get from Gorse,”” he added,
gleefully, ‘ you’ll wriggle and shed ‘several s-skins
and be quite a respectable animal at the end of it;
whereas, from the English people, you’ll get nothing
but a-adulation and d-damnation.” He paused,
pretended to wipe the perspiration from his forehead.
“ But I declaim in vain!”

He was right. For Chalmers’ voice kept whispering
in my ear. I privately decided to. write at the
earliest possible opportunity and lay my difficulties
before the college tutor. I felt perfectly sure I could
persuade him to let me have my own way.

That night, in Hall, before the assembled school,
the Headmaster referred to the scholarships in the
course of his farewell speech. When my turn came
to be applauged, a member of the staff, who had
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hitherto regarded me with marked disapproval,
clapped and smiled across at me with special
warmth. And Mr. Holmes, who was sitting beside
me, bent over and hissed into my ear. “ You see ?
N-nothing succeeds like s-success!

This, and no phrase from the chapel sermon or my
Housemaster’s parting pi-jaw, was the message I
carried away with me next day, out into the great
treacherous flattering world.



CHAPTER 1II

HE college authorities, considerate as always

in such matters, had arranged to give me rooms
on the same staircase as Chalmers: his were on the
ground floor, mine were on the second. I disliked
my sitting-room from the first moment I saw it.
It was chilly, bare and high; and the walls had been
newly papered and painted, a bright unfriendly
brown. My few books huddled together, quite lost
in "the tall built-in bookcase; and I had no photo-
graphs or menu-cards to break the long bleak black
line of the mantelpiece. The grate didn’t draw
properly: the fire was difficult to keep alight and the
chimney smoked. There were eight hard, leather-
padded brown chairs, none of which I ever used.
They had to be ranged along the wall or grouped
round the table; making you feel, in either case, that
you were surrounded by stiff invisible presences.
Altogether, the place was like an old-fashioned
dentist’s waiting-room.

We preferred to sit downstairs in Chalmers’ room,
which was low-ceilinged and snug. It seemed to me
that Chalmers had strongly impressed his personality
upon it; though more by accident than by design,

49
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and with a minimum of properties. There were lots
of books, of course; the old favourites and the latest
acquisitions of his first year—Baudelaire, Poe,
Whitman, Owen, Sir Thomas Browne, Donne,
Katherine Mansfield, Flaubert, Villon, Tchekhov,
Dunbar and the Elizabethans. There were only
three pictures: the Diirer engravings—‘ Melen-
colia,” *“ St. Jerome >’ and ‘ The Knight, Death and
the Devil.” On the mantelpiece were a pair of long-
stemmed clay pipes and a little china skull, which
Chakmers had seen one day in one of the many
curiosity shops of the town. A big inverted lamp-
shade, like a half-pumpkin, filled the room with
warm red light. Chalmers hadn’t many personal
belongings; but, such as they were, they lay scattered
about in the most unlikely places. His untidiness
made his two rooms seem homely and inhabited. I
recognized this, with admiration and occasional
irritation: my own tidiness was hopelessly ingrained
—in my sitting-room, even the matchbox had its
proper position; a position which Chalmers never
failed to disturb. With an absent-mindedness which
was too consistent to be entirely unintentional, he
would knock out his pipe on to my hearth-rug, catch
my pained glance (for I hated to check the flow of
our conversation), smile guiltily, mumble an apology,
and make the feeblest of efforts to sweep up the mess
with his hand. In the end, of course, I had to get
out of my chair and tidy things up with my little
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hearth-brush, under Chalmers’ ironical, mock-
apologetic eyes. And by the time I had finished, we
had both forgotten what it was that we had been
talking about.

If we used my sitting-room at all, it was chiefly to
escape from intrusions. Chalmers lived in perpetual
terror, half sham, half genuine, of the visits of his
college friends. At